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From the Author

Drew and Maren might be my favorite couple I've written.

That's not something I say lightly. I've spent a lot of time with couples in this genre, watching them discover things about themselves, push boundaries, find new ways to be together. But Drew and Maren are different. They're partners in a way that goes beyond the bedroom. They built a business together. They built a life together. And yes, they built a dynamic together, one that evolved over decades without ever breaking the foundation underneath it.

What makes them special is how much they genuinely like each other. How they work together, laugh together, navigate the hard parts together. The verbal games, the teasing, the playful cruelty... it's all just seasoning. The lifestyle is one room in a house they built.

I wanted to write a couple who stayed together. Not because they had to, but because they kept choosing each other. The kink didn't save their marriage or threaten it. It was just part of their marriage, one thread among many.

Thanks for reading.

Love Always,
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Chapter 1

The tap list spreadsheet had been open for twenty minutes, and Drew had changed exactly one cell. Cascade hops, not Centennial, for the pale ale. He typed the correction, deleted it, typed it again. The cursor blinked at him from the supplier column.

His phone sat face-up on the desk, dark and silent.

Seven days until open. The soft launch invites had gone out yesterday to friends, family, a few local beer bloggers Maren had cultivated over the past year. The keg delivery was confirmed for Thursday. The point-of-sale system still needed testing, but that was tomorrow’s problem. Tonight, he was supposed to finalize the opening week rotation, making sure they had enough variety without overextending their brewing capacity.

He refreshed his email instead. Nothing new. He’d checked four minutes ago.

The apartment was quiet in the way it only got when Maren wasn’t home. No music from the kitchen, no half-conversation drifting in from wherever she’d left her phone on speaker. Just the hum of the refrigerator and the occasional car passing on the street below. Columbus in early evening, the light going gold through the windows.

His phone buzzed.

Drew picked it up before the vibration finished. Maren’s name, a text notification. He unlocked it with his thumb.

Just got here. He was waiting outside the restaurant. Kissed me hello like we were already alone.

He read it twice. Then a third time, slower, letting the image form. Maren on some downtown sidewalk, Antoine’s hand on her waist, pulling her in. The kiss she was describing wasn’t a greeting. It was a statement.

Drew set the phone down carefully, screen still lit. The spreadsheet waited on his laptop, cells and formulas, everything orderly and solvable. He scrolled down to the lager section, checked the grain bill against their inventory notes. They were short on Munich malt, maybe. He’d have to confirm with the supplier in the morning.

He got through half a row before his eyes drifted back to the phone.

Kissed me hello like we were already alone.

She was at dinner now. Sitting across from Antoine, probably letting his hand find her knee under the table. Drew knew how these nights unfolded. The slow build, the teasing, the way she’d text him less as things progressed because her attention was elsewhere.

He minimized the spreadsheet and stared at his desktop wallpaper. A photo from last fall, the two of them at a craft beer festival in Cleveland, Maren holding a flight of sours and laughing at something he’d said.

He wasn’t going to get much done tonight. He knew that. Had known it since she’d left the apartment two hours ago, wearing the black dress that made her shoulders look like a sculpture.

Drew pushed back from the desk and went to the kitchen. The apartment wasn’t large. Just a two-bedroom in a converted warehouse near the Short North, all exposed brick and oversized windows that Maren had fallen in love with three years ago. They’d taken the second bedroom as an office, though lately it had become more of a staging ground for brewery paperwork. Permit applications covered the desk. Sample coasters were stacked in the corner, still waiting for her approval on the final design.

He opened the refrigerator and stood there, letting the cold air wash over him. Leftover Thai from two nights ago. Some deli meat that was probably still good. Half a six-pack of their test batch pilsner, bottles unlabeled.

He grabbed the Thai and stuck it in the microwave, watching the container rotate through the little window. Two minutes. The hum filled the kitchen.

When it was done, he ate standing at the counter, looking out the window at the street below. A couple walked past, hands intertwined, heading toward the bars on High Street. The brewery was eight blocks from here. Close enough that he and Maren could walk to work once it opened, which had been part of the appeal.

He finished the pad Thai, rinsed the container, left it in the sink.

His phone buzzed from the other room.

Drew crossed back to the office and picked up the phone.

Leaving the restaurant now. Going back to his place.

Then, a moment later: You ready to actually see it this time? 😈

He sat down in the desk chair, phone in his hand. Six months of hearing about it. Six months of her voice in the dark, describing what had happened, what she’d done, what he’d done to her. The images had always been his own construction, built from her words, filled in by his imagination.

Tonight there would be video. No filter of her telling. He’d see exactly what happened. What her face looked like when Antoine pushed inside her. What sounds she made that she might not even remember making.

She’d suggested it last week, casual, while they were lying in bed. Antoine’s okay with it. If you want. Like she was offering him a choice of restaurants for dinner. He’d said yes fast enough that she’d laughed.

Now the reality of it sat in his chest, heavier than he’d expected.

He typed back: Ready.

Three dots appeared, then vanished, then appeared again.

Good. Gonna be worth the wait.

He tried the spreadsheet again. Got as far as the porter section before his mind wandered to what going back to his place meant. Antoine’s apartment. He’d never seen it, didn’t know if it was downtown or in some suburb, if it had a view or looked out at a parking lot. Maren had described the bedroom once. Big bed, gray sheets, a window that faced west so the sunset came through in the evenings.

The sunset would be finishing right about now.

Drew closed the laptop. Opened it again. Checked his email, found nothing, closed it for good. He moved to the couch and turned on the TV, cycling through streaming menus without selecting anything. A documentary about octopuses. A cooking competition. The beginning of a movie he’d already seen twice.

He settled on basketball. The Cavs were up by six in the third quarter, playing Milwaukee. Normally, he’d be into it, tracking the box score on his phone, texting his brother about Garland’s shooting percentage. Tonight, the game just washed over him, shapes moving on the screen.

An hour passed. He checked his phone more than he should have, but no new messages came. She’d be busy now. He knew what busy meant.

He thought about texting her, then didn’t. She’d send something when she was ready. That was how it worked.

The game went to halftime. He muted it and sat in the silence, aware of his own breathing, the sound of his pulse in his ears.

Then, from the hallway, the soft chime of the elevator arriving on their floor.

Drew straightened on the couch. Footsteps in the corridor. And then a voice, muffled through the door. Mrs. Kessler from 4C, her particular warble unmistakable.

“Oh, honey, don’t you look nice! Big night out?”

Maren’s reply was too quiet to make out. Polite, probably. Brief.

Keys in the lock.

The door swung open and Maren stepped through, keys still in her hand.

The black dress was slightly askew at the hem. Her hair, which she’d spent twenty minutes on before leaving, had lost its careful shape, falling loose around her face. Her lipstick was gone. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright in a way that had nothing to do with the wine at dinner.

She saw him on the couch and smiled. Not her polite smile, the one she used for neighbors and vendors. This one was slower, private, carrying the weight of everything she hadn’t told him yet.

“Hey,” she said, closing the door behind her.

Drew’s mouth was dry. His hands stayed where they were, resting on his thighs. He couldn’t have stood up if he’d wanted to.

She leaned back against the door for a moment, watching him watch her. Then she reached into her clutch and pulled out her phone.

“I got you something.”




Chapter 2

“Bedroom,” Maren said, already moving past him toward the hallway. “Now.”

Drew followed. His legs worked fine after all.

She went straight to the TV mounted on the wall opposite their bed, phone in hand, tapping at the screen. He stood in the doorway watching her frown at whatever menu she’d pulled up.

“It’s the input button, then—”

“No.” She didn’t look up. “I remember. Let me figure it out. You … get naked or something.”

He almost laughed. Something. He pulled his shirt over his head, tossed it toward the hamper in the corner. Missed. His jeans and boxers followed, and he climbed onto the bed, back against the headboard, watching her work through the casting menus.

The TV flickered. A loading circle appeared, then connected. She tapped play then immediately paused it. Maren’s face filled the screen, frozen on the first frame. She was holding the phone, checking the angle, her head tilted slightly as she made sure the framing was right. Behind her, Drew could see the edge of a bed, gray sheets.

She set her phone on the nightstand and crawled onto the bed beside him.

“God, he grabbed my ass the second he saw me,” she said, settling against his side, her hand finding his thigh. “Right there on the sidewalk outside the restaurant.”

Drew’s cock was already hard, had been since she’d walked through the door.

Her fingers traced lazy circles on his thigh, not quite touching him where he wanted. “He kissed me like he owned me,” she said. “Right there on the street. His hand on my ass, the other one in my hair.” She glanced at the frozen image on screen then back at Drew. “You should have seen the look on this woman’s face walking by.”

Drew had been cautious about the public stuff in the beginning. Columbus wasn’t huge, and they knew people. It had been Maren who’d suggested Antoine choose restaurants farther out, small places in towns where no one would recognize her. An hour’s drive, sometimes more. Antoine never complained. He understood the logistics, picked spots carefully.

“He ordered for me,” Maren continued. Her hand moved higher, brushing against him, then retreating. “Didn’t even ask what I wanted. Just told the waiter.” She smiled. “I pressed my foot against his cock under the table. He was hard before the appetizers came.”

Drew’s eyes drifted to the screen. Her frozen face, that slight tilt of her head as she checked the framing. In a few seconds, she’d set the phone on the dresser and turn back toward Antoine.

“I was so wet by the time we left,” she said. “The whole drive to his place, I kept thinking about what I was going to let him do to me.” Her hand finally wrapped around him, a slow stroke. “What I was going to make you watch.”

She held him like that for a moment, watching his face. Then she reached for her phone on the nightstand. “Ready?”

He nodded. She pressed play.

On screen, Maren set the phone on the dresser and turned. Antoine was already there, pulling her toward him. The kiss was hungry, immediate. His hands went to her ass, grabbing through the fabric of the black dress, then slid up her back, then down again. He couldn’t seem to stop touching her.

Drew watched his wife’s hands move to Antoine’s chest, pushing his jacket off his shoulders. Antoine shrugged out of it without breaking the kiss. He was wearing a dark button-down underneath, sleeves rolled to the forearms. Drew had seen photos, but the video made him more real. Dark skin against Maren’s pale fingers. Bigger than Drew, solid through the shoulders, the kind of build that came from actual work rather than a gym routine.

Antoine’s hands found the straps of her dress. He tugged one down, then the other, exposing her breasts. Drew knew those breasts, had touched them thousands of times, but seeing another man’s hands on them was something else. Antoine cupped them, thumbed her nipples, and Maren arched into him.

Then she was sinking to her knees.

The angle from the dresser caught it perfectly. Maren’s hands working Antoine’s belt, his zipper. She reached in and pulled his cock free, and Drew felt something twist in his chest.

It was bigger than his. Not porn-star absurd, but noticeably thicker, a couple inches longer. Drew had known this, had heard Maren describe it, but seeing it was different. She wrapped her hand around it and it didn’t quite fit.

On screen, Maren leaned forward and took him in her mouth. Beside Drew, her hand tightened around his cock.

“Watch,” she said softly.

He watched. On the TV, her head bobbed slowly, taking him deeper each time. Her hand worked the base where her mouth couldn’t reach. Antoine’s hand settled on the back of her head, not pushing, just resting there. Guiding the rhythm.

Beside him, Maren shifted lower on the bed, and then her mouth was on him, too. Warm and wet and familiar. Drew looked down at her then up at the screen, his brain struggling to hold both images at once. The same woman, the same mouth, the same technique. Her tongue did that thing along the underside that always made him twitch, and he watched her do it to Antoine at the same moment.

On screen, she pulled back and ran her tongue along the length of him. Drew felt her do the same thing. A mirror. A performance for an audience of one.

Antoine said something, too quiet for the phone to pick up clearly. Maren responded by taking him deeper, her cheeks hollowing. Her other hand came up to cup his balls, and Drew heard Antoine groan. A real sound, unguarded. Whatever she was doing, it was working.

Drew’s hips lifted involuntarily as Maren matched the rhythm on him. He forced himself to keep his eyes on the screen, to watch her worship another man’s cock while she did the same to his. The layering of it made his head spin.

She pulled off Antoine with a wet sound, stroking him slowly, looking up. She said something Drew couldn’t hear, and Antoine nodded. Then she was standing, reaching for the zipper at the back of her dress.

Beside him, Maren sat up and reached for her own zipper. On screen, the black fabric fell to the floor. Drew helped her with hers, his hands clumsy with urgency, and then she was naked beside him, climbing back onto the bed as her video self stepped out of her underwear.

On screen, Antoine guided her onto the bed. He stood at the edge, still dressed from the waist up, looking down at her. Maren lay back against the gray sheets, her knees falling open. The angle caught her face clearly, looking up at him, waiting.

Antoine said something Drew couldn’t quite make out, and Maren nodded. He kneeled between her legs, one hand pressing her thigh wider, and his mouth disappeared from frame. Drew could see the top of his head, Maren’s hands finding it, her fingers gripping. Then his hand came up. Two fingers slid inside her while his mouth stayed where it was. Maren’s back arched off the bed.

Drew had done this to her hundreds of times. Knew the sounds she made, the way her hips moved when she was getting close.

He watched Antoine’s fingers work, steady and patient, and listened to his wife’s breathing go ragged on the TV speakers.

Her orgasm built slowly. Her thighs tensed. Her hands tightened in Antoine’s hair. And then she came, her whole body shuddering, a sound escaping her throat that Drew recognized but had never heard quite like this.

Antoine lifted his head and looked directly at the camera. At the phone on the dresser. He smiled.

He’s thinking about me watching this, Drew thought. He’s thinking, “I’m about to fuck your wife.”

Then Drew caught himself. He had no idea what Antoine was thinking. Could be anything. Could be nothing. Drew almost laughed at himself, his own brain scrambling to insert himself into a moment that wasn’t about him at all.

On screen, Antoine stood and unbuttoned his shirt. Pulled it over his head. His chest was broad, a trail of dark hair running down his abdomen. He undid his pants and stepped out of them, and then he was naked, too, his cock hard, that impossible thickness that made Drew’s chest tight in a way he didn’t fully understand.

“Fuck me like he’s about to fuck me,” Maren said beside him. She was on her back now, legs open, watching the screen. “I want to feel you while I watch him.”

Drew moved over her, settling between her thighs. On the TV, Antoine was doing the same thing. He watched the other man position himself, watched Maren’s legs lift to wrap around his waist.

On screen, Antoine pushed inside her. Drew heard Maren gasp on the speakers, saw her head fall back against the gray sheets. He lined himself up and slid into his wife, and the sound she made beneath him layered over the sound from the video. Stereo. Present and past collapsing into one.

On screen, Antoine fucked her slowly at first. Long strokes, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open, controlling the pace. Drew matched the rhythm, watching the other man’s hips, timing his own thrusts to mirror them.

Maren’s eyes were fixed on the TV. Watching herself get fucked while Drew fucked her. Her hand found his arm, nails digging in slightly.

“God,” she said. “Look at him.”

Drew looked. Antoine’s body moved with an easy confidence, unhurried. He knew what he was doing, knew how to make it last. Drew watched his dark hands press into Maren’s pale thighs.

On screen, Antoine leaned down and kissed her. Deep, consuming. His hips never stopped moving. Maren’s hands came up to his back, pulling him closer, and Drew heard her moan into his mouth.

He thrust into her harder. She gasped, her eyes flicking from the TV to his face and back again.

“Like that,” she said. “Keep going.”

The video Antoine was picking up speed now. Longer strokes giving way to something more urgent. Drew watched his wife’s body respond, watched her back arch, watched her hands clutch at the gray sheets.

He matched the pace. Felt Maren tighten around him each time he bottomed out. Her breathing was getting ragged, little sounds escaping with each thrust.

On screen, Antoine pulled out suddenly. Maren made a sound of protest, but he was already flipping her over. She went onto her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder at him. The camera angle was perfect now, catching her face at the foot of the bed while Antoine positioned himself behind her.

“Turn over,” Maren said beneath him. Not a request.

Drew pulled out. She rolled onto her belly, then rose to her hands and knees. He kneeled behind her and pushed back inside, and on the TV, Antoine did the same thing.

The view on screen was obscene in the best way. Maren on her hands and knees, face toward the camera, and Antoine behind her, his chest visible over her back. His hands gripped her hips, fingers pressing into her skin. The contrast was striking—his dark hands against her pale waist, his broad chest filling the frame behind her. Drew had seen photos, but motion was different. The way Antoine’s arms flexed as he pulled her back onto him. The sheen of sweat on his chest.

He was a good-looking man; Drew could admit that. Not in an abstract way, but specifically, viscerally. Watching him fuck his wife, Drew understood why Maren wanted this. Why she came home glowing.

On screen, Maren looked directly at the camera. She smiled. Not her polite smile, not her performative sex face. Something private and satisfied. Like she had a secret.

She was smiling at Drew. At future Drew, watching this later. A message sent forward through time.

Drew gripped the Maren beneath him harder, matching Antoine’s pace. She moaned, pushing back against him.

On screen, Antoine said something. Drew caught fragments—you like that?—and watched Maren nod, breathless. Antoine’s pace increased, his hips driving forward, the sound of skin on skin coming through the speakers.

Drew watched Antoine’s cock disappear into her again and again. Watched her body rock forward with each thrust, her breasts swaying beneath her. Watched her hands fist the gray sheets.

“Tell me what he said to you,” Drew said.

Maren turned her head, glancing back at him. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted.

“He told me I was tight,” she said. “Asked if I could take it harder.”

Drew’s rhythm faltered for a second. He recovered, thrust deeper.

“What did you say?”

“I said yes.” She faced forward again, watching the screen. “I always say yes to him.”

On screen, her orgasm was building. Drew could see it in the tension of her face, hear it in the pitch of her moans. Her mouth fell open, her eyes squeezed shut. The sounds were bigger than they were with him, more theatrical.

And then he noticed it. A slight exaggeration in the way she tossed her head. The way she kept her face angled toward the camera even as her body shook. She was performing. Not faking, exactly, but amplifying. Playing to the lens. Playing to him.

Drew smiled. She’d made this video knowing he would watch it. Every moan, every gasp, every time she cried out; she was thinking about Drew seeing it later. Even while another man fucked her, part of her was here, in this room, in this future moment.

On screen, she came. Her arms gave out and her face pressed into the mattress, turned sideways so the camera still caught her expression. The sounds she made were raw and real, performance or not. Antoine kept fucking her through it, his pace steady, drawing it out.

Beneath Drew, the real Maren was close. He could feel it in the way she tightened around him, the way her breathing changed.

“I’m close,” she said. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t stop. Kept the pace steady, one hand on her hip, the other reaching around to find her clit. He circled it the way he knew she liked, the way he’d learned over years of paying attention.

“Come for me,” he said. “I want to feel it.”

She broke apart. Her body clenched around him, pulsing, and the sound she made was nothing like the video. Smaller, more private. This was real. This was for him alone.

It pushed him over. He thrust deep and held there, coming inside her, his vision narrowing to nothing but the feeling of her around him. The video kept playing, forgotten now, just noise. Just her. Just this. Just the two of them.

Drew collapsed beside her, both of them breathing hard.

On the TV, the video played out. Antoine on his back now, catching his breath, while Maren climbed off the bed. She walked toward the camera, toward the phone on the dresser, her body filling the frame. She smiled, blew a kiss, and reached forward. The screen went black.

The apartment was quiet. Just their breathing, slowly steadying.

“That was amazing,” Drew said. His voice came out hoarse.

Maren turned her head to look at him. Her hair was wrecked, mascara slightly smudged. She was smiling.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” He reached for her hand, laced his fingers through hers. “I love you.”

She squeezed his hand. “I love you, too.”

They lay there for a while, not talking. Drew stared at the ceiling, his body heavy and satisfied, his mind still catching up. Six months of imagining, of constructing images from her words in the dark. And now he’d seen it. The reality, unfiltered. His wife with another man. His wife coming home to him.

“I need water,” Maren eventually said. She sat up, stretching her arms overhead. “You want?”

“Please.”

She padded out of the room, naked and confident.

Drew listened to her footsteps in the hallway, the kitchen faucet running. He pulled himself up against the headboard and waited.

She came back with two glasses, handed him one, and climbed back onto the bed. They drank in comfortable silence. The water was cold and good.

“I’m going to miss this,” Drew said.

Maren looked at him over the rim of her glass. “Yeah?”

“Not forever. Just …” He set the water on the nightstand. “It’s going to be a while.”

“I know.” She set her glass beside his. “Me, too. But we’re going to be living at the brewery for the next few months. Both of us.”

“Both of us,” he agreed. That was the thing about this venture—they were partners in it, completely. Every late night, every early morning, every crisis and triumph. Together.

“How did Antoine take it?” Drew asked. “When you told him.”

“Fine, actually. I gave him a heads-up last time. Told him things were going to slow down for a while.” She leaned into him. “He was disappointed, but he gets it. He’s pragmatic. Said he’d come by the brewery in a few months, after we’ve worked out the kinks.”

Drew tried to picture it. Antoine at the bar, ordering a flight, making small talk. The strangeness of it almost made him laugh.

“That okay?” Maren asked, watching his face.

“More than okay.” He meant it. “I’m glad he’s not dramatic about it.”

“He’s not the type. That’s part of why it works.” She smiled. “Oh, and I promised him a copy of the video.”

Drew laughed. “That seems fair.”

She shifted closer, settling against his side. Her head on his shoulder, her hand on his chest.

“Shower?” she said after a minute.

“Yeah.”

Neither of them moved.

“In a minute,” she amended.

“In a minute,” he agreed.




Chapter 3

The tap handles were cold under Drew’s palm. Sixteen of them in a row, each one a small miracle. He pulled the Short North Pale for a woman in a crew jersey, watched the foam settle to a perfect half-inch, and then slid it across the bar.

“Yours?” she asked, nodding at the glass.

“All of them.”

She took a sip, considered it, nodded. “This is really good.”

Drew was already reaching for the next glass. A guy with a notebook wanted to try the German Village Porter, the 614 Lager, and the Olentangy IPA. Blogger, probably. One of the names on the list Maren had been cultivating for months. Drew poured the flight without rushing, letting the beers speak for themselves.

The taproom was full. Not packed, but full. Sixty, maybe seventy people spread across the reclaimed wood tables and the high-tops near the windows. The exposed brick looked good in the evening light. The sound system was playing something with acoustic guitar, just loud enough to fill the gaps without drowning conversation.

Across the room, Maren was talking to a couple near the merchandise display. She had her hands in her back pockets, that stance she took when she was listening more than selling. The woman was laughing at something. Maren caught Drew’s eye over her shoulder and held it for a second. Just a second. Then she was back in the conversation.

“Hey, stranger.”

Drew turned. Christopher was leaning against the bar, grinning, a half-empty pint already in his hand.

“When did you get here?”

“Twenty minutes ago. You were busy.” Christopher gestured at the room with his glass. “This is insane, man. You actually did it.”

“We actually did it,” Drew said. “Maren’s the one who got half these people here.”

Christopher glanced over at her. “She’s good at that.”

“She’s good at everything.”

A server came behind the bar needing two more 614 Lagers and a porter. Drew poured them, handed them off, wiped down the tap handles out of habit. The rhythm of it was already starting to feel natural. Months of prep, years of dreaming, and now his hands knew what to do.

The blogger with the notebook caught his attention, holding up the flight. “The porter. What’s the malt bill?”

Drew told him. Watched the guy scribble something down, nod to himself. He wasn’t smiling, but he wasn’t frowning either. That was probably good.

The POS system chimed with another order. It had been working perfectly all night, which was its own small miracle. Maren had spent two days on the phone with support getting it configured, and Drew had half-expected it to crash the moment they opened the doors.

He looked up and found her again. She was at a different table now, crouched down to be at eye level with an older couple, pointing at something on the menu. The woman patted Maren’s arm like they’d known each other for years.

Christopher followed his gaze. “You guys make a good team.”

Drew smiled. “Yeah, we do.”

The night wound down slowly. People lingered over their last pints, took photos of the tap handles, asked when they’d be open regular hours. Drew answered the same questions a dozen times and didn’t mind. Each one meant someone was coming back.

By ten, the crowd had thinned to a handful of stragglers. Christopher had left an hour ago, promising to bring friends next weekend. The blogger had shaken Drew’s hand on the way out, said something about a writeup in the next few days. Maren was wiping down tables, even though they had staff for that. She couldn’t help herself.

Drew leaned against the bar and watched her work. Her hair had come loose from its clip. There was a small stain on her shirt, beer or something else. She looked exhausted.

She looked perfect.

She caught him staring and crossed the room, leaning into him when she got close. He put his arm around her shoulders.

“We did it,” she said.

“We did it.”

Outside, High Street was quiet. Inside, their brewery hummed with the last of the night’s energy. The taps were cold, the glasses were clean, and tomorrow, they’d do it all again.




Chapter 4

Two Years Later…

The fermenter’s temperature gauge was off by two degrees again. Drew crouched beside the stainless steel tank, adjusting the glycol flow, watching condensation bead on the metal surface. Behind him, Maren’s heels clicked against the concrete floor of the taproom. She’d come straight from the bank, still in the fitted navy dress she wore when she needed loan officers to take her seriously.

“Peterson’s a no,” she said.

Drew didn’t turn around. “The collateral issue?”

“The collateral issue.” She dropped into one of the mismatched wooden chairs they’d salvaged from an estate sale three years ago, back when character mattered more than capital. “He went through the whole song and dance. Love what you’re doing here, real excited about craft brewing’s future in the region. And then he explained they couldn’t extend further without additional security.”

“We don’t have additional security.”

“I’m aware.”

The fermentation room hummed. Compressors, glycol pumps, the patient work of yeast converting sugar to alcohol.

Drew stood, wiping his hands on the rag tucked into his back pocket. Through the glass partition, he could see the taproom: twelve tables, a reclaimed wood bar, the logo he’d sketched on a napkin during his last semester of business school. Millrace Brewing. Four years of eighteen-hour days, and they were eight weeks from running out of runway.

Maren had pulled her heels off, her bare feet tucked under her on the chair. She was scrolling through her phone, but her jaw was set the way it got when she was calculating.

“So,” she said, not looking up, “Garrett.”

Drew laughed, a short, dry sound. “Garrett.”

“He’s coming tomorrow. Eleven o’clock. He was very specific about the time.” She set her phone down. “Said he wanted to see the operation, talk expansion opportunities. Used the phrase ‘get in on the ground floor’ without any apparent irony.”

“Of course he did.”

“Garrett Walsh.” Maren said the name like she was tasting it. “Hilton Head Garrett. Boat Garrett.”

“Boat Garrett.”

“Remind me what he called it?”

“Liquid Assets.”

She snorted. “And he was, what? Two years ahead of you?”

“Two years ahead. Legacy admit. His father’s name is on a building.” Drew walked to the tap wall and poured himself a half glass of the Kölsch. “We were in the same cohort for the Brennan Competition. My brewery plan versus his luxury car detailing concept.”

“The one his uncle judged.”

“The one his uncle judged.” He took a sip. The beer was good. Everything they made was good. That had never been the problem. “The prize money would have let me start this place two years earlier. Before the market got crowded. Before the good locations disappeared.”

“And he bought a boat with the money instead.”

“He bought a boat instead. Never even tried the detailing thing.” Drew leaned against the bar. “Now he’s sniffing around craft brewing. Four years of nothing and he suddenly wants to talk expansion opportunities.”

Maren watched him. “You think he knows we’re in trouble?”

“I think he wouldn’t be calling if he didn’t.”

“So, what’s the play?” She stood, padding barefoot across the concrete to join him at the bar.

Drew poured her a taste of the Kölsch instead of answering.

The taproom was quiet, street dark through the windows, staff sent home hours ago. Just the two of them and the hum of the fermentation room through the wall.

Maren swirled the glass, sipped, nodded at the beer. She’d been his first taster on every batch since they had opened. Her palate was better than his, though he’d never admit it out loud.

He watched her drink. The navy dress had a small stain near the hem, probably from the parking lot. She’d been hustling all day, Peterson and two other meetings before that, trying to find money anywhere it might exist. They both had.

“He’s going to be insufferable,” Drew said. “Walking in here like he’s doing us a favor.”

Her phone buzzed on the bar. She glanced at it and smiled. “Tomas. Confirming Saturday.” She typed a quick reply. “His place this time. Wife’s out of town. You want video or just the recap?”

“Video.”

She finished typing then tucked the phone away. Their Saturday plans occupied the same mental space as groceries, oil changes, and the quarterly tax filings she handled. Just life.

“Back to Garrett. You think he’ll behave himself tomorrow?”

Drew considered the question. Garrett had never been inappropriate, exactly. Just obvious. The way some men were obvious. Lingering too long on a handshake, finding excuses to touch a shoulder or lower back. At the alumni event, he’d asked Maren about her workout routine while staring at her legs. She’d answered politely while Drew stood three feet away, holding two glasses of wine and watching the whole performance.

“Professional enough,” Drew said. “He’s not stupid. He knows this is business.”

“But he’s going to enjoy it.” Maren slid off the barstool and stretched, arms overhead, her back arching. “Having something we need.”

“That’s Garrett.”

She collected her heels from where she’d kicked them off, hooking the straps over two fingers. Her bare feet looked pale against the concrete floor. “I’ll pull the financials together tonight. Give him the full tour tomorrow, show him the expansion plans, let him feel important.”

“And if he lowballs us?”

“Then we smile and say we’ll think about it.” She grabbed her purse from the bar. “And keep looking for other options.”

Drew hit the lights. The taproom went dark except for the emergency exit sign glowing red above the back door. They walked out together into the parking lot, the October air sharp enough to make Maren hiss and hurry toward the car.

Their house was ten minutes from the brewery, a two-bedroom craftsman they’d bought before the neighborhood had gotten expensive. Now Drew wondered if all the money should’ve gone to the brewery.

Drew drove while Maren scrolled through emails on her phone, the blue light reflecting off the passenger window. Most of the messages were the same. Vendors asking about late invoices. A distributor pushing back on their terms.

“The expansion numbers,” she said without looking up. “I’m going to show him the conservative projections. Not the optimistic ones.”

“Why?”

“Because he’ll poke holes in anything that looks too good. He’ll want to feel smart about it.” She locked her phone and dropped it in her purse. “Let him find the upside himself. Let him think he saw something we missed.”

Drew pulled into the driveway. The porch light was on a timer, casting a yellow glow across the front steps.

Maren kicked off her heels inside the front door. Drew locked up behind them while she padded toward the bedroom, already unzipping the navy dress as she walked. He watched her disappear around the corner, the dress sliding off her shoulders.

From the bedroom, she said, “You coming to bed, or are you going to stand there brooding?”

Drew turned off the porch light and followed her.

Morning light came through the brewery’s front windows in long rectangles, catching the dust motes suspended in the air. Drew had been there since six, checking the fermenters, reviewing the books one more time, trying to find numbers that weren’t there. Maren arrived at nine with coffee and a binder of projections printed on heavy stock paper.

She’d dressed carefully. A fitted black skirt that stopped just above the knee, a silk blouse in deep green that she’d left one button more open than usual. Small gold earrings. Heels that put her at eye level with most men.

“You look good,” Drew said.

“I look like someone who wants four hundred thousand dollars.” She handed him a coffee and started arranging chairs around the table they used for private tastings. “He’s going to be early. Men like Garrett are always early. Makes us stop whatever we’re doing to pay attention to him.”

Drew showered in the small bathroom off the back office and changed into the clothes he’d brought from home. Button-down, no tie, sleeves rolled to the elbow. This was a brewery. He wasn’t going to pretend otherwise.

At ten forty-five, a black BMW pulled into the lot.

Maren glanced out the window. “Called it.”

Garrett Walsh looked exactly like Drew remembered, just more so. The same broad shoulders and easy smile, but now wrapped in the particular confidence that came from a decade of things working out with minimal effort. His suit probably cost more than their monthly electric bill. His watch definitely did.

He walked through the front door and spread his arms wide, as if the whole building had been waiting for him.

“Drew. Jesus, look at this place.” He pulled Drew into a handshake that became a half-hug, slapping his back twice. “You actually did it. The whole business plan, right here in brick and steel.

“And Maren.” Garrett released Drew and turned to her, his eyes traveling down and back up in a motion he probably thought was subtle. “You look incredible. Marriage agrees with you.”

“Business agrees with me.” She shook his hand, holding it exactly long enough to be polite. “Thanks for making the trip out.”

“Are you kidding? I’ve been following you guys for a year. The distribution deal with Whole Foods, the taproom expansion.” He gestured around the room. “Big ideas! This is exactly the kind of operation I’ve been looking for.”

Drew watched Garrett take in the space. The reclaimed wood bar, the copper fixtures, the chalkboard menu with its rotating seasonal offerings. Everything they’d built with sweat equity and maxed credit lines.

“Let me show you the back,” Drew said.

The tour took forty minutes. Drew walked him through fermentation, explained the brewing process, showed him the new canning line they’d financed last year. Garrett asked the right questions, or close enough. He seemed genuinely interested in the equipment costs, the production capacity, the margins on draft versus packaged sales.

But his attention kept drifting. To Maren, specifically. The way she bent over the laptop to pull up inventory numbers. The way her skirt tightened across her hips when she reached for a binder on the high shelf. She caught him looking twice and didn’t acknowledge it either time.

They settled at the tasting table with three flights of beer and Maren’s projections spread between them. Garrett sampled each pour, swirling and sniffing like he was at a wine tasting in Napa.

“The Kölsch is exceptional,” he said. “Clean. Crisp. You could charge more for this.”

“We could,” Maren said. “But we’d rather build loyalty than squeeze margins.”

“Fair.” Garrett flipped through the projections, his thumb leaving faint smudges on the heavy stock paper. Drew watched him scan the numbers he knew by heart. Revenue growth, operating costs, the gap between where they were and where they needed to be. It was all there in black and white, the story of a business that was good but not quite good enough.

“Your margins are tight,” Garrett said.

“Our margins are realistic.” Maren leaned forward, her finger landing on a line item on page three. The movement pulled her blouse taut across her shoulders. “We’re not inflating projections to make the opportunity look better than it is. What you see is what we can actually deliver.”

“I appreciate that.” Garrett closed the binder and sat back, one arm draped across the back of his chair. His suit jacket fell open, revealing a belt buckle that probably cost more than their rent. “Most pitches I see, people are selling me a fantasy. You two are selling me a business.”

Drew stood and poured another round from the Kölsch tap, the beer hissing softly against the glass. Outside, a delivery truck rumbled past, its shadow crossing the front windows. The brewery was quiet on Tuesday mornings, no staff until the afternoon shift. Just the three of them and the low hum of the refrigeration units.

“So, what are you thinking?” Drew set the glasses down. “In terms of structure.”

Garrett picked up his beer and held it to the light, examining the pale gold color, the tiny bubbles rising in steady columns. “I’m thinking two hundred thousand. Convertible note, standard terms. Enough to get you through the next eighteen months and into profitability.”

The number landed on the table between them. It was lower than they needed, but not insultingly so. Drew glanced at Maren. Her face gave nothing away. She had her hands folded on the table, her wedding ring catching the light from the windows.

“That’s a starting point,” she said.

“Everything’s a starting point.” Garrett smiled and took a long sip of his beer. “But I’ll be honest with you. I didn’t drive two hours just to talk numbers.”

The silence stretched.

Garrett set his beer down and looked at Maren, then at Drew, then back at Maren. He had the expression of a man about to say something he’d been rehearsing in his head.

“Here’s the thing.” He straightened in his chair. “I’ve done well. Really well. And at a certain point, money stops being about money. It becomes about experiences. About getting things other people can’t get.”

Drew took a sip of his beer, waiting for whatever pitch was coming. Some kind of equity demand, probably. A board seat.

“I’ve been thinking about this since the alumni event,” Garrett continued. “Watching you two. The way you work together. The way you look at each other.” His eyes settled on Maren. “The way you look, period.”

Maren’s hand found Drew’s knee under the table. A question, or maybe a warning.

“I’m not trying to insult anyone.” Garrett leaned forward, elbows on the table, his voice dropping like he was sharing a secret. “I’m a businessman. I’m making a proposal. Two hundred thousand, five percent equity, prime minus two on the interest … and I get one night with your wife.”

The words landed like a slap.

Drew’s beer stopped halfway to his mouth. Maren’s grip tightened on his knee.

Garrett held up both hands. “Throw me out of here if you want. That’s a completely valid response.” He shrugged. “But I don’t get what I want by not asking for it.”

Drew set his glass down slowly. Looked at Maren. She looked back at him, her eyes wide, lips pressed together. Under the table, she squeezed his hand.

He turned to Garrett. “That’s ridiculous. How dare you?”

Garrett didn’t flinch. He sat back in his chair, watching.

“You think my wife would do that for two hundred thousand dollars?”

Something shifted in Garrett’s expression. A flicker of recognition, like a poker player spotting a tell.

“Ah. So two hundred is too low.” He looked at Maren, his gaze traveling slowly from her face to her blouse to the table’s edge where her skirt disappeared. “Everyone has a price. That’s not cynicism, that’s just economics.”

Maren’s fingers tightened around Drew’s. Twice, quickly. He understood.

“You got a lot of nerve,” Drew said. “Coming in here, into our place, and saying something like that.”

Garrett leaned forward. “Fine. Four hundred thousand. Same terms on the equity and interest. And I want you there, watching. You should see what your wife is worth.”

The number hung in the air.

Drew opened his mouth, but Maren cut in first.

“Wait.” She put her hand on Drew’s arm, her voice softening. “Drew, if this is what we have to do for our dream … You’ve sacrificed so much for this place. Let me do this. Let me sacrifice something, too.”

She held the look for a beat then glanced at Drew. A tiny crease appeared at the corner of her mouth. She was wondering if she’d oversold it.

Garrett leaned toward her. “I assure you, Maren, you won’t be sacrificing anything.” His voice dropped, sincere now. “A woman like you deserves to be pleasured. I would take that very seriously.”

Drew watched Maren’s face. She was playing uncertain, her teeth catching her lower lip. But her hand under the table was steady, her thumb stroking the back of his knuckles in slow circles.

“This is insane,” Drew said. He stood up, walked to the window, looked out at the parking lot. Garrett’s BMW gleamed in the morning sun. “You’re asking me to let another man sleep with my wife.”

“I’m asking you to make a business decision.” Garrett’s voice was calm, reasonable. “Four hundred thousand dollars, favorable terms, and in exchange, I get one night—one—and then we’re partners. We never speak of it again.”

Drew turned back to face the room. Maren was watching him, her expression soft, playing the supportive wife waiting for her husband’s decision. Garrett sat with legs spread wide, radiating the confidence of a man who believed he was about to win.

“You’d have to be there,” Garrett said to Drew. “Those are my terms. I want you to see it.”

“Why?”

Garrett smiled. “Because that’s what makes it worth four hundred thousand dollars.”

The refrigeration units hummed. A car passed on the street outside. Drew looked at Maren one more time. She gave him a small nod, almost imperceptible.

“Saturday,” Garrett said. “I’ll book something nice.”

Drew thought about Tomas. His place. Wife out of town.

“We have plans Saturday night,” Drew said. “Friday.”

Garrett raised an eyebrow but didn’t ask. “Friday it is.” He stood, extending his hand. “I’ll send you the details.”

He shook Drew’s hand, holding it a beat too long. “You’re making the right choice.”

He turned to Maren, took her hand, and raised it to his lips. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better.”

Garrett’s BMW pulled out of the lot, gravel crunching under the tires. Drew and Maren stood at the window, watching until the car turned onto the main road and disappeared.

The silence lasted three seconds.

Maren pressed her face into Drew’s shoulder and started laughing. Her whole body shook with it, the sound muffled against his shirt. Drew wrapped his arms around her and let himself grin, the tension of the last hour finally releasing.

“Four hundred thousand,” she said, pulling back to look at him. Her mascara had smudged slightly at the corner of one eye. “He bid against himself.”

“I almost lost it when he kissed your hand.”

“I’m looking forward to getting to know you better.” She dropped her voice an octave, mimicking Garrett’s tone. “Like he’s in a perfume commercial.”

Drew walked back to the tasting table and started gathering the empty glasses. His hands were still slightly unsteady. Not from nerves. From the effort of having to keep a straight face for forty minutes.

“Was I too much?” Maren asked. “With the ‘let me sacrifice something, too’ line?”

“You were amazing.” He set the glasses down and looked at her. “I almost started laughing, but you were—you are—amazing.”

She smiled, the real one, not the performance she’d been wearing for Garrett. Then it faded slightly. “This isn’t how I thought our first time with you watching would be, though.”

Drew stopped. The glasses clinked against each other in his hands. “I know,” he said.

Maren hopped up onto one of the barstools, her heels dangling. She pulled the clip from her hair and let it fall around her shoulders, shaking it loose. “We always said we’d get there eventually. I always wante you in the room. But I figured it would be with Tomas. Someone we trust. Someone where if it got weird, we could just laugh about it.”

Drew set the glasses in the sink and turned on the water. He watched it fill, not looking at her. “Garrett’s not Tomas.”

“Garrett’s definitely not Tomas.”

The water ran. Neither of them spoke for a moment.

“Maybe you just don’t show up,” Maren said. “I bet I can make him forget about you being there. Get him a few drinks, put on something nice. He’ll be too distracted to care.”

Drew shut off the tap and shook his head. “We can’t risk it. He was specific about the terms.” He turned to face her, a small grin breaking through. “I need to play my part, too.”

Maren raised an eyebrow. “Your part?”

“The humiliated husband. Forced to watch his wife with another man.” He leaned against the bar next to her, their shoulders touching. “I’ll try to look sufficiently devastated.”

“Think you can manage that?”

“I’ll dig deep.”

Maren was quiet for a moment, swinging her heels against the barstool. The laughter had faded, leaving something else in its place.

“Are you going to enjoy this?” she asked. “The way you do with Tomas? With the videos?”

Drew didn’t answer right away. He looked at the tasting table where Garrett had been sitting an hour ago, spreading his legs like he owned the room.

“I don’t know,” he said.

Maren slid off the barstool. Her heels clicked against the concrete as she crossed the space between them. She stopped close, closer than conversation required. Her hand came up to his chest then slid down, slow and deliberate, until her palm pressed flat against him through his jeans.

She looked him in the eye. “Are you going to enjoy watching your wife get fucked by another man?”

Drew held her gaze. His mouth opened, closed. Nothing came out.

“Watching me on my knees before him?” She pressed harder against the denim. “Watching him use your wife’s mouth?”

He was getting hard. She could feel it rising against her palm.

“Watching him bend me over?” She curled her fingers around the shape of him through his jeans. “Taking your wife from behind?”

He was fully hard now. She started stroking, slow and firm, her eyes never leaving his face.

“Is your little cuckold dick getting hard at the thought of watching a real man fuck your wife?”

His voice came out rough. “Yes. Yes, it is.”

She smiled. “That’s what I thought.”

She sank to her knees on the concrete floor. Her fingers worked his belt, fumbled with the button, yanked the zipper down. She tugged his jeans and boxers to his thighs in one motion and took him into her mouth before he could say anything.

Drew’s hand shot to the edge of the bar. His knees nearly buckled. She wasn’t teasing, wasn’t building. She was taking him deep, her cheeks hollowing, her fingers digging into his hips hard enough to leave marks.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Maren.”

She didn’t slow down. Her head bobbed, wet sounds filling the empty taproom. One hand wrapped around his base, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. The other gripped the back of his thigh, pulling him closer, pulling him deeper.

Drew’s hand found her hair, tangled in it. His hips started moving on their own, small thrusts he couldn’t control. She moaned around him, the vibration making his vision blur.

He looked down. His wife, still in her professional clothes, on her knees on the floor of the business they’d built together. Her lipstick was already smeared. Her eyes were closed, her brow furrowed in concentration. She was working him like she needed it, like she was the one getting something out of this.

It didn’t take long. He tried to warn her, managed half her name before his body locked up. She didn’t pull back. She took him deeper, swallowed around him as he came, her throat working until he had nothing left.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked up at him.

They stayed like that for a moment. Then she grinned, and he grinned, and the absurdity of it all settled over them like a blanket. His wife on her knees. Four hundred thousand dollars. Garrett Walsh thinking he was about to corrupt a marriage.

Drew helped her to her feet. She brushed off her knees, straightened her skirt, checked her reflection in the brass tap handle.

“Busy weekend,” she said. “Garrett on Friday, Tomas on Saturday.”

“Try not to wear yourself out.”

She laughed and swatted his arm.

Drew watched her gather her things. Outside, the afternoon light was shifting, the shadows of the fermentation tanks stretching long across the taproom floor.

Friday. Three days away.




Chapter 5

Maren came out of the bathroom in a black dress Drew hadn’t seen before. Simple cut, low back, the kind of thing that looked understated until she moved and the fabric shifted against her body. She’d done her makeup darker than usual, her eyes smoky, her lips a deep red.

“New dress?” he asked.

“Seemed like the occasion called for it.” She turned in front of the mirror, checking the back. “Too much?”

“Garrett’s going to swallow his tongue.”

She smiled at that. Not the performance smile. The real one.

Drew had put on a sport coat over a dark shirt, no tie. He wasn’t sure what the dress code was for watching your wife get fucked by your college rival. Business casual seemed wrong. Black tie seemed worse.

They took separate cars to the hotel. Maren’s idea. She wanted to arrive first, have a drink with Garrett, let him feel like he was seducing her. Drew would show up twenty minutes later, playing the reluctant husband who couldn’t quite believe he’d agreed to this.

He sat in the parking garage, watching the minutes tick by on his dashboard clock. His stomach was tight, but not with dread. Anticipation. The same feeling he got when Maren texted him from Tomas’s room, telling him what was about to happen.

At 8:15, he took the elevator to the fourth floor.

The door to suite 412 was slightly ajar. Drew pushed it open and stepped inside.

The room was larger than he’d expected. A sitting area with a leather sofa, a king-sized bed visible through an archway, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights. Soft jazz played from a hidden speaker. Garrett had set the scene like he was directing a film.

Maren sat on the sofa with a glass of champagne, her legs crossed, the black dress riding up just enough to show the curve of her thigh. Garrett stood at the bar cart, pouring himself a drink. He’d lost the suit jacket, his sleeves rolled to the elbow, looking relaxed and proprietary.

“Drew.” Garrett smiled like a host welcoming a guest. “Glad you could make it.”

In the corner, angled toward the bed, sat a leather armchair. A crystal tumbler of amber liquid rested on the side table next to it. The setup was deliberate. Garrett had thought about where Drew would sit, what he would drink, exactly what angle he’d have on the proceedings.

“Macallan 25,” Garrett said, nodding toward the glass. “Figured if you’re going to watch, you should be comfortable.”

Drew looked at the chair then at Maren. She gave him the smallest shrug. He really thought this through.

“Have a seat,” Garrett said. “We were just getting acquainted.”

Drew crossed the room and settled into the leather chair. The scotch was smooth, expensive, the kind of thing Garrett probably kept on hand to impress clients. He took a sip and watched his wife on the sofa, her champagne glass catching the low light.

“I was just telling Maren about my place in Asheville,” Garrett said, settling onto the sofa next to her. Not too close. Respecting the choreography of seduction. “A little cabin I picked up last year. Views of the Blue Ridge. Very private.”

“Sounds lovely,” Maren said. She was playing her part perfectly. Interested but hesitant. A woman who’d agreed to something she wasn’t quite sure about.

Garrett’s hand found her knee. Casual, like it belonged there. “Maybe you two could visit sometime. A weekend getaway. On me, of course.”

Drew watched the hand on his wife’s knee. Garrett’s thumb was moving in small circles against the fabric of her dress. Maren didn’t pull away.

“That’s generous,” Drew said. His voice came out steadier than he’d expected.

“I’m a generous guy.” Garrett looked at him then back at Maren. “When I see something I want, I don’t mind paying for it.” His hand slid higher.

Maren set her champagne down on the side table. Her hand trembled slightly. Drew couldn’t tell if it was real or performance.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” she said. Her voice was quiet, almost shy.

“I know.” Garrett moved closer, his thigh pressing against hers. “That’s what makes it exciting. For both of us.” He glanced at Drew. “For all of us.”

His hand came up to her face, tilting her chin toward him. Maren let herself be guided, her eyes half-closed, the picture of a woman being swept away against her better judgment.

Garrett kissed her. Slow, deliberate, giving Drew a clear view. His hand slid from her chin to her neck, fingers spread possessively across her throat.

Drew was already hard. He shifted in the chair, grateful for the dim lighting.

When Garrett pulled back, Maren’s lipstick was smudged. She touched her mouth like she couldn’t believe what had just happened.

“We can stop whenever you want,” Garrett said. Magnanimous. The gracious corruptor. “This only works if you’re enjoying yourself.”

Maren looked at Drew. The hesitation in her eyes was perfect. He gave her a small nod, playing his part. The husband who’d sold his wife and now had to live with it.

She turned back to Garrett. “I don’t want to stop.”

Garrett stood, taking Maren’s hand, drawing her up from the sofa. He guided her toward the bed, his hand on the small of her back. She moved like a woman in a dream, letting herself be led.

At the foot of the bed, he turned her to face him. His fingers found the zipper at the side of her dress. He pulled it down slowly, savoring the reveal. The fabric loosened, slipped off one shoulder.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about this since the alumni event. Watching you across the room in that red dress. Wondering what was underneath.”

Maren let the dress fall. Black lace underneath, simple and expensive. Drew had watched her pick it out that afternoon, holding different sets against her body, asking which one would drive Garrett crazy.

Garrett inhaled sharply. His hands roamed over her waist, her hips, the curve of her ass. He was taking his time, performing for Drew as much as for her.

“Get on the bed,” he said.

Maren climbed onto the mattress, positioning herself against the pillows. She looked small there, uncertain. Her eyes found Drew’s across the room.

Garrett unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a gym-maintained chest. He was in good shape, Drew had to admit. The kind of shape that came from personal trainers and expensive protein supplements. He folded the shirt over a chair, taking his time. Making sure everyone understood he was in control.

He crawled onto the bed, positioning himself over Maren. Started kissing her neck. Her collarbone. The swell of her breasts above the lace.

Maren made a small sound. Soft, breathy. Playing the hesitant wife being slowly awakened.

Garrett’s hand slipped between her thighs. “You’re wet,” he said, surprised and pleased. “Already.”

“I can’t help it,” Maren whispered. Embarrassed. Ashamed of her own arousal.

Drew took a long sip of the Macallan. He knew exactly how wet she could get. Garrett had no idea what he was in for.

Garrett’s mouth moved lower. He unclasped her bra with one hand, tossed it aside, cupped her breast like he was weighing something precious. His tongue circled her nipple, slow and deliberate.

“Tell me what you like,” he murmured against her skin.

“I don’t … I’m not sure.” Maren’s voice was small. “Drew usually just …” She trailed off, letting Garrett fill in the blanks. The boring husband. The predictable routine.

“Relax.” Garrett kissed down her belly, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her underwear. “Let me show you what you’ve been missing.” He pulled her underwear down her legs, slow, making a show of it. Folded them neatly and set them on the nightstand like a trophy.

Drew watched from the leather chair, the scotch warming his palm.

Garrett settled between her thighs. He kissed the inside of her knee, then higher, then higher still. Taking his time. Letting the anticipation build.

“You smell incredible,” he said.

Maren’s hands twisted in the sheets. Her head turned toward Drew, eyes finding his in the low light. She looked overwhelmed, uncertain. A woman experiencing something new, something forbidden.

Drew knew better. He’d overwhelmed her himself, plenty of times. And over two years of videos, he’d watched at least five other men do the same. He knew exactly what his wife looked like when she was actually losing control.

This wasn’t it.

Garrett’s mouth found her. Maren gasped, her back arching off the mattress. He worked slowly, methodically, the same deliberate approach he probably brought to everything. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open.

“Oh god,” Maren breathed. “That’s … oh.”

She was good at this. The little hitches in her breath, the way her fingers clutched at his hair. Garrett would never know she was giving him exactly what he expected to see.

He increased his pace, responding to her cues. His ego was invested now. He wanted to make her come, wanted to prove he could give her something her husband couldn’t.

Maren’s moans grew louder. Her hips started to move, grinding against his mouth. Drew shifted in his chair, his pants uncomfortably tight.

“I’m going to … I can’t …” She was building toward something, her whole body tensing.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed off the hotel walls. Her thighs clamped around Garrett’s head, her back arched, her hands fisted in the expensive sheets. She shuddered through it, gasping, then collapsed back against the pillows.

Garrett lifted his head, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Smug. Satisfied. He crawled up her body and kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“See?” he murmured. “I told you I’d take care of you.”

Maren’s chest heaved. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused. “That was … I’ve never …”

Drew coughed. The sound came out strangled, wrong. He covered it by raising the scotch to his lips, but his shoulders were shaking.

Garrett looked over at him. His expression softened into something like pity. “You okay over there, buddy? I know this is a lot to watch.”

Drew nodded, not trusting his voice. He took a long sip of the Macallan and stared at the ceiling until he had himself under control.

Maren caught his eye for just a second. The corner of her mouth twitched. Then she was back in character, pushing herself up on her elbows, looking at Garrett with something like wonder.

“Let me …” She hesitated. Shy. “Can I …?”

Garrett smiled, the smile of a man who’d been waiting for this. He rolled onto his back, arms spread wide, offering himself. “I’m all yours.”

Maren crawled down his body. Her fingers worked his belt, fumbled with the button. She was nervous, tentative. A woman who didn’t do this often.

She pulled his pants and boxers down together. His cock sprang free, hard, thick. Drew watched her face as she looked at it. The widening eyes, the parted lips.

“Wow,” she whispered.

“Go ahead.” Garrett tucked his hands behind his head, settling in. Ready to be serviced.

Maren wrapped her fingers around the base. Her hand looked small against him. She leaned down and kissed the tip, gentle, almost reverent. Then her tongue darted out, tracing along the underside.

Garrett sighed, pleased. “That’s it. Take your time.”

She took him into her mouth. Shallow at first, just the head, her lips stretched around him. Her eyes flicked up to his face, watching for approval. The eager student.

“Good girl,” Garrett murmured.

She went deeper. Slow, careful. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. Garrett’s hips shifted against the mattress, his breath coming faster.

Drew watched his wife work. He knew this part, too. The way she started tentative and built from there. The way she lulled men into thinking they were in charge.

Maren’s rhythm changed. Faster now, more confident. Her head bobbed, her cheeks hollowed. The wet sounds filled the room.

Garrett’s hands came down from behind his head. He reached for her hair, tried to guide her pace.

She grabbed his wrist and pinned it to the mattress.

He blinked, startled. Before he could react, she took him deeper than before, her throat working around him. Garrett made a sound that didn’t match anything else about him. High, desperate, stripped of performance.

She pulled back, gasping, a strand of spit connecting her lips to his cock. Her eyes were different now. Focused. Hungry.

“Stay still,” she said.

It wasn’t a request.

Garrett propped himself up on his elbows, looking at her with new uncertainty. This wasn’t the hesitant wife he’d been seducing.

Maren stroked him slowly, her grip firmer now. “It’s so nice to have a real cock to play with.” She turned her head toward Drew, her eyes finding his across the room. The corner of her mouth curled.

Garrett’s brow furrowed. He opened his mouth to say something.

She swallowed him to the root.

His words turned into a strangled groan. His head fell back against the pillows, his hips bucking involuntarily. Maren held him there, her nose pressed against his waist, her throat working around his length.

When she finally came up for air, her eyes were watering. She gasped, wiped her chin, then went back down before he could recover. Faster now, hungrier. Her hand worked the base while her mouth devoured the rest.

Garrett’s hands grabbed at the sheets. His composure was cracking, the smooth seducer giving way to something rawer. “Jesus. Fuck. Where did you …? How …?”

Maren didn’t answer. She was relentless now, her head bobbing in a rhythm that left no room for conversation. The sounds coming from her were obscene. Wet, eager, almost greedy.

Drew watched from his chair, his scotch forgotten. His wife wasn’t performing anymore. She was taking what she wanted, and what she wanted was to break Garrett Walsh into pieces.

She stopped, her hand still wrapped around him. Turned her head toward Drew. “See how happy a real cock can make your wife?”

Drew’s throat tightened. She’d done this before, in the videos. Taunted him while another man was inside her, talked about how much better they were, how much bigger, how her husband could never make her feel like this.

Seeing it in person was different. Better. The way her lips were swollen and wet. The way her hand kept stroking Garrett absently, like she couldn’t help herself. The way her eyes locked onto his while another man’s cock twitched in her grip.

He didn’t trust himself to speak. He just nodded.

Maren smiled. Then she turned back to Garrett and took him deep again.

Garrett was gasping now, his chest heaving. His hands found her hair but didn’t try to guide her this time. He was just holding on.

“I’m going to … If you keep …” He couldn’t finish the sentence.

She pulled off with a wet pop. “Not until you fuck me in front of my husband.” She climbed up his body, straddling his hips, his cock pressed flat against his abs beneath her. “Show him what a real man can do.”

Garrett’s confusion had burned away. Whatever game he thought he’d been playing, he was past caring. He gripped her hips, fingers digging in.

“Yeah?” His voice was rough. “You want your husband to watch you get fucked?”

“I want him to see everything.”

Maren reached between them and guided him inside. She sank down slowly, her mouth falling open, her eyes fluttering shut. Garrett watched her face, his jaw tight, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re so deep.”

She started to move. Slow at first, finding the angle, rolling her hips in a rhythm that made Garrett groan beneath her. Her hands pressed flat against his chest for balance. Her breasts swayed with each motion.

Drew watched from the leather chair. His wife, naked, riding another man. The sounds she was making were real now, not performance. Small gasps, low moans, the wet noise of their bodies meeting.

Maren turned her head toward Drew, her hips never stopping. “You see this? You see what a real cock does to me?”

Drew nodded, not trusting his voice.

She smiled then ground down hard on Garrett, making him gasp. “Better than you imagined?”

“Better than anything,” Garrett managed.

She rode him faster, her thighs flexing, her breath coming in short bursts. Garrett’s hands roamed up her body, cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples. She arched into his touch.

Then something shifted. Garrett’s grip tightened. In one smooth motion, he flipped her onto her back, pinning her to the mattress. He loomed over her, his weight pressing her down.

“My turn,” he said.

He drove into her hard. Maren cried out, her hands flying to his shoulders. Garrett set a punishing pace, nothing like the slow seduction from before. His hips snapped against hers, the sound filling the room.

Drew had to admit it Garrett knew what he was doing.

“This what you needed?” Garrett’s voice was rough, strained. “A real man to fuck you properly?”

“Yes.” Maren’s nails raked down his back. “God, yes.”

He hooked one of her legs over his shoulder, changing the angle. Maren’s eyes went wide. The sound she made wasn’t acting.

“Right there,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”

Garrett didn’t stop. He drove into her with the focus of a man who had something to prove. His hand found her throat, not squeezing, just resting there. A reminder of who was in charge.

Maren looked past him, finding Drew in the chair. Her face was flushed, her hair a mess against the white pillows. She looked wrecked. She looked beautiful.

“He’s so good,” she breathed. “Baby, he’s so fucking good.”

Drew’s hand pressed against the front of his pants. He couldn’t help it.

Garrett followed her gaze, saw what Drew was doing. A grin spread across his face. “Your husband’s enjoying the show.”

“He’s never seen me this happy.” Maren pulled Garrett down for a kiss, biting his lip. “Now make me come.”

Garrett shifted his weight, found a new angle. His thumb slid between their bodies and pressed against her clit, circling in time with his thrusts.

Maren’s back arched off the mattress. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.”

Drew watched her face. He knew that expression. She wasn’t performing anymore. Whatever Garrett was doing, it was working.

“That’s it,” Garrett murmured. “Let go. Show your husband what he’s been missing.”

Her whole body tensed. Her hands clawed at his back, his shoulders, anything she could reach. The sounds coming out of her were incoherent now, desperate little cries building toward something inevitable.

When she came, it hit her like a wave. Her thighs clamped around Garrett’s waist, her back bowed, and she screamed. Not a polite moan, not a performance. A raw, animal sound that Drew had only heard a handful of times in their marriage.

Garrett fucked her through it, his pace relentless. “That’s it. Good girl. Give me another one.”

“I can’t.” Her voice was shaking. “It’s too much.”

“Yes, you can.”

He didn’t slow down. His hand stayed between them, working her, pushing her higher even as she came down from the first peak. Maren writhed beneath him, overwhelmed, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

The second orgasm crashed into her before the first had fully faded. She sobbed through it, her nails leaving red lines down Garrett’s back.

“Fuck.” Garrett’s rhythm finally stuttered. “I’m close.”

“Inside me.” Maren’s voice was wrecked, barely a whisper. “I want to feel it.”

Garrett buried himself deep and groaned, his whole body shuddering. Maren wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer, holding him there as he emptied himself inside her. His face twisted, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Just the sound of heavy breathing and the distant hum of the city outside.

Then Garrett pulled out slowly and rolled onto his back. He stared at the ceiling, chest heaving, a satisfied smile spreading across his face.

“Holy shit,” he said.

Maren lay beside him, her legs still trembling. She looked destroyed in the best way. Her hair was tangled, her makeup smeared, her skin flushed and damp.

Garrett propped himself up on one elbow and looked down at her. “That was incredible.” He traced a finger along her collarbone. “You’re incredible.”

“You weren’t so bad yourself.” Her voice was hoarse.

He laughed then glanced over at Drew. The pity was back in his expression, mixed with something else. Triumph, maybe.

“Thanks for sharing,” Garrett said. “I know that wasn’t easy for you.”

Drew said nothing. His hand was still pressed against the front of his pants.

Garrett stood and stretched, completely unselfconscious about his nakedness. He gathered his clothes from where they’d been scattered and dressed slowly, taking his time. Savoring the moment.

“I’ll have my lawyer send over the paperwork on Monday,” he said, buttoning his shirt. “Four hundred thousand, five percent equity, prime minus two. As agreed.”

Maren sat up against the pillows, making no move to cover herself. “Pleasure doing business with you.”

Garrett grinned. He leaned down and kissed her, long and slow. When he pulled back, he traced his thumb over her lower lip.

“That was really special,” he said. “I mean it. I felt a real connection there.”

Maren’s expression didn’t change. “Me, too.”

He checked his watch then grabbed his jacket from the chair. “Keep the room, order room service if you want. It’s on me. I have to be at the marina early tomorrow.”

Of course he did. The boat. Liquid Assets.

He walked to the door, paused with his hand on the handle. Looked back at them one more time. “Hell of a deal,” he said, shaking his head. “Four hundred thousand, and I get to be the guy who fucked Drew Hanson’s beautiful wife.” He laughed softly. “See you at the next shareholder meeting.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

The silence stretched. Drew listened to Garrett’s footsteps fade down the hallway then the distant chime of the elevator.

Maren fell back against the pillows and started laughing. Not the polite laugh she’d given Garrett. The real one, the one that made her whole body shake.

“A real connection,” she gasped. “He felt a real connection.”

Drew stood from the leather chair. His legs were stiff from sitting so long. His pants were uncomfortably tight. “The marina,” he said. “Early tomorrow.”

“Liquid Assets.” She wiped her eyes. “God, I can’t breathe.” She lay there, naked and ruined, Garrett’s cum leaking onto the expensive hotel sheets. Her makeup was destroyed. Her hair was a disaster. She looked like she’d been fucked senseless.

She had been, Drew realized. That part hadn’t been acting.

Maren propped herself up on her elbows and looked at him. Her laughter faded, replaced by something else. Something hungrier.

“Come here,” she said.

Drew crossed the room to the edge of the bed.

She spread her legs, letting him see everything. The mess Garrett had left inside her.

“This pussy just got us four hundred thousand dollars.” Her voice was low, steady. “Treat it nicely.”

Drew sank to his knees. He buried his face between her thighs. She was wet, swollen, and he could taste Garrett on her. The reality of it hit him like a drug. His wife’s pussy, freshly fucked, filled with another man’s cum.

“That’s it,” Maren breathed. Her hand found the back of his head, pressing him closer. “Clean up the mess he made.”

Drew worked his tongue inside her, lapping at the mixture of her and Garrett. His cock strained against his pants, untouched, aching. He didn’t care. This was what he needed.

“You watched the whole thing.” Her voice was dreamy, satisfied. “Watched him make me come twice. Watched me beg for his cock.”

He moaned against her, his tongue circling her clit.

“Did you like it?” She tugged his hair, forcing him to look up at her. “Watching your wife get fucked like that?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I liked it.”

She smiled and pushed his head back down. “Show me how much.”

He worked her with his mouth, desperate now, all technique abandoned. She was sensitive from Garrett, twitching at every touch, her thighs trembling against his ears.

“He was good,” she murmured. “Really good. Better than I expected.”

Her hips rolled against his face. Her fingers tightened in his hair.

He worked her until she came, her thighs clamping around his head, her hand fisting in his hair. She shuddered through it, gasping, her hips grinding against his mouth.

When she finally released him, he stayed where he was, breathing hard, his face slick. The taste of her and Garrett still on his tongue.

“Look at me,” she said.

He lifted his head. She was propped on her elbows, her chest still heaving, her skin flushed from throat to breasts. Their eyes met.

“His dick is bigger than yours. You saw that, didn’t you?”

Drew’s cock twitched. He swallowed. “Yes, I saw that his dick was bigger than mine.”

She smiled, slow and satisfied. Her foot traced up his thigh, brushing against the bulge straining at his pants. “Not as big as Tomas’s, who gets to fuck me tomorrow. But both are bigger than yours.”

“I know.”

Her foot pressed harder. “You know what?”

He made a small sound in his throat. His hips shifted involuntarily, pushing against her touch.

“Say it.”

“I know that my dick is smaller than the other men you fuck.”

“Good boy.” She reached down and stroked his cheek, her thumb tracing his wet lips. “Now climb up here and show me what your cuckold dick can still do.”

Drew fumbled with his belt, his fingers clumsy with need. He’d been hard for over an hour, watching, waiting, aching. Maren watched him strip with amused patience, her legs still spread, Garrett’s cum and her own wetness glistening between her thighs.

“Faster,” she said. “I don’t have all night.”

He kicked off his pants and climbed over her. She grabbed his cock before he could position himself, squeezing hard enough to make him gasp.

“This little thing?” She stroked him slowly, her grip firm. “You think this is going to satisfy me after what I just had?”

“No.”

“No what?”

“No, I don’t think my little dick can satisfy you.”

She laughed, low and warm. “At least you’re honest.” She guided him to her entrance. “Let’s see what you can do, anyway.”

He pushed inside her. She was wet, impossibly wet, slick with Garrett.

She laughed. “I can’t even feel you.”

He laughed, too, then caught himself. Pushed deeper. “I know. Thank you for letting me inside you.”

He’d almost broken character. His dick wasn’t that small, and Garrett had seemed well-endowed, but nothing record-breaking. It didn’t matter. The game was the game.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her grin returning. “Take your sloppy seconds.”

He started to move. Slow at first, finding his rhythm, letting the sensation build. Maren kept her expression amused, detached, like she was tolerating him.

“That’s it,” she said. “Do your best.”

He shifted his angle, the way he knew she liked. Her smirk flickered.

“Not bad,” she managed. “For a cuckold.”

He kept going, steady, patient. His thumb found her clit, still swollen and sensitive from everything that had come before. She twitched.

“You don’t have to—”

He pressed harder, circling slowly while he thrust. Her breath caught.

“Drew.”

He didn’t answer. Just kept working her, reading her body the way he’d learned over years of marriage. The way no one else knew her.

Her hands found his shoulders. Her nails dug in. The detachment was slipping, her hips rising to meet him.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Okay. Okay, that’s—”

He felt her tighten around him. Her head fell back against the pillows, her mouth open, her eyes squeezed shut. No more jokes. No more game. Just his wife, coming undone beneath him.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

She came hard, her whole body arching off the mattress. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deep, holding him there while she shuddered. The sounds she made were different now. Not performance. Not game. Just raw, unfiltered release.

Drew held on, barely. Watching her face, feeling her pulse around him. This was what Garrett didn’t get. This was what the money couldn’t buy.

When she finally came down, her eyes fluttered open. She looked up at him, dazed, her chest heaving.

“Your turn,” she whispered.

He started moving again, faster now, chasing his own release. She watched him, her eyes locked on his face, waiting. She loved this part. Loved watching him come undone.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Let me see you.”

Her hands traced up his back, pulling him closer. He was close, so close, and she was right there with him, watching every shift in his expression.

“Come inside me,” she said. “Add yours to his.”

That was all it took. He buried himself deep and let go, groaning into her neck, his whole body shaking with the force of it. She held him through it, her fingers in his hair, her lips brushing his temple.

They lay tangled together, breathing hard, sticky with sweat, and cum, and everything the night had given them.

After a long moment, Maren reached for the phone on the nightstand. Drew watched her dial, still catching his breath.

“Yes, room service please.” She twirled the cord around her finger. “Two shrimp cocktails, the tiramisu, and a bottle of your best champagne.” A pause. “Suite 412. Thank you.”

She hung up and settled back against the pillows, looking thoroughly satisfied. Then she turned to look at him, and something in her expression shifted.

“How did I get so …?” She stopped. Her eyes were wet.

Drew propped himself up on one elbow. “How did you what?”

She shook her head, a small laugh escaping. “I love you so much.”

He smiled and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “I love you, too.”

***

Sunlight through expensive curtains. Drew woke slowly, aware of the thread count before he was aware of much else. Hotel sheets, the good kind. Suite 412.

Maren was already awake, lying on her side, facing him, watching. Her hair was a mess. There was a faint bruise forming on her hip where Garrett had gripped her. She looked satisfied.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

The room service cart was still by the window, shrimp tails in a silver bowl, an empty champagne bottle tilted in the ice bucket. They’d stayed up too late, giddy with the absurdity of it all: four hundred thousand dollars, the suite, Garrett’s earnest little speech at the end. I felt a real connection.

“Do you think Tomas would be okay with me watching?”

The question had been building for a while. He’d watched videos over the years, seen Maren with other men through a screen. But he’d never been in the room with someone they’d actually chosen. Garrett didn’t count; that was a transaction, a performance for money. But Tomas was real. Their person. The one they trusted.

Maren smiled. That smile. The one that meant she was already three steps ahead.

“It’s been discussed,” she said. “He said whenever you wanted to watch, it was good with him. I should text to double-check for today, of course.”

“Of course.”

Drew shifted closer, his hand finding her hip. The bruise there, the one Garrett had left. He traced it with his thumb then let his hand slide lower, pulling her toward him.

“Hey,” Maren said. She caught his wrist. Not hard, but firm. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I thought—”

“You thought what?” She was smiling, but she didn’t let go. “I’m getting fucked by a real man today. Real men get to come before cucks.” Her thumb traced a circle on his wrist. “So you’re going to wait.”

This was the game. The one they’d built over two years, piece by piece. She made him say things. He said them. It wasn’t cruelty—it was intimacy turned inside out, a private language no one else would understand.

“Say it,” she said.

He held her gaze. “I’m a cuck. I don’t get to come until after Tomas does.”

Maren’s smile widened. She released his wrist and stretched, arching her back against the expensive sheets, letting him look.

“Three different men in twenty-four hours,” she said, more to herself than to him. “Garrett last night, you, and Tomas this afternoon.” She looked at him. “I feel like a goddess.”

Drew’s cock ached. He didn’t move.

“I should text Tomas,” she said, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. “And we should probably eat something real before we check out.” She glanced at the room service cart. “Shrimp cocktail doesn’t count as breakfast.”

She was already typing, her attention elsewhere.

Drew lay there, hard and denied, watching his wife arrange her afternoon with another man.

He wouldn’t have it any other way.




Chapter 6

Drew drove. Maren was in the passenger seat, window cracked, scrolling through something on her phone. The suburbs unrolled past them, tidy lawns and basketball hoops, Saturday afternoon quiet.

She was wearing a blue sundress, cotton, the kind of thing she’d throw on for brunch or a farmers’ market. Hair down, barely any makeup. Nothing like last night’s costume—the black dress, the smoky eyes, the deep red lips. That had been for Garrett, for the role. This was just Maren.

He kept thinking about earlier. The coy smile when she was texting. The way she’d said nothing when he’d asked who it was, not even bothering to make it convincing. She’d wanted him to wonder. To imagine her and Tomas discussing him, planning the afternoon, deciding what they’d do while Drew sat there and watched.

Eight months with Tomas. Eight months of videos, of Maren coming home satisfied, of her telling him everything in the dark. He knew Tomas’s body by now, knew the sounds Maren made with him, knew the rhythm of their particular thing. But knowing and seeing were different.

“You’re quiet,” Maren said.

“Thinking.”

She reached over and put her hand on his thigh. “You ready?”

“Yeah.”

“You sure?” Her voice softened, just slightly. “I know last night was different. Garrett was … a job. This is real.”

Drew pulled into Tomas’s driveway. A ranch house, beige siding, a kid’s bike visible through the garage window. Normal. Aggressively normal.

“I’m sure,” he said.

Maren leaned over and kissed him, brief and warm. “Good. Now come watch me fuck someone else.”

She was out of the car before he could respond.

Tomas answered the door in jeans and a gray T-shirt, barefoot. He was shorter than Drew had expected from the videos, maybe five-ten, but broader through the chest and shoulders. Light brown skin, dark hair pushed back from his forehead.

“Hey,” Tomas said to Maren, and pulled her into a kiss. Not performative, not for Drew’s benefit. Just familiar. His hand settled on her lower back like it belonged there.

When they broke apart, Tomas glanced at Drew. A nod, friendly enough. “Drew. Good to finally meet you in person.”

“You, too.”

That was it. Tomas’s attention was already back on Maren, his hand sliding to her hip. “You want a drink first, or …”

“No,” Maren said. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

Tomas smiled. “Yeah. Me, too.”

He stepped back to let them in.

The living room was clean, lived-in—a sectional couch, kids’ toys in a basket by the TV, family photos on the wall.

“You guys want anything? Water, beer?”

“Water,” Maren said.

Tomas disappeared into the kitchen. Drew heard a cabinet open, the faucet running.

Maren caught his eye and smiled—that private smile, the one that said this is happening. Then Tomas was back, handing her a glass. She drank half of it, set it on the coffee table.

“Okay,” she said.

Tomas kissed her slower now, taking his time. His hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, and then he was pulling the sundress up, gathering the fabric until his hands were on bare skin. Maren made a small sound into his mouth and pressed closer.

Drew watched Tomas’s fingers dig into her, watched Maren’s hips tilt toward him. They moved together like they’d done this a hundred times. Because they had.

After a minute, Tomas broke the kiss and took Maren’s hand. He started toward the hallway without a word. Maren followed, already looking ahead at him, then glanced back over her shoulder at Drew.

“Come on.”

She was facing forward again before she’d finished saying it.

Drew followed.

The bedroom was at the end of the hall. King-sized bed, gray comforter, blinds half-drawn against the afternoon sun. Tomas was already pulling his shirt over his head, tossing it toward a chair in the corner. Drew saw the tattoos. The compass on his forearm, script along his ribs in a language Drew didn’t recognize, a small geometric shape on his shoulder blade. The kind of ink you collected in your twenties, meaningful at the time, just part of your skin now.

Maren turned to Tomas, her hands going to his chest. Then she paused, looking around the room as if just remembering something.

“Oh, do you have a chair for him?”

Tomas glanced up. “Right, yeah.” He crossed to the far side of the dresser and picked something up. “Here.”

It was a stool. A tiny three-legged stool, maybe ten inches high. The kind you’d see in a preschool classroom, primary-colored plastic, absurdly small.

Drew stared at it.

Tomas set it down near the closet door, a few feet from the foot of the bed. He caught Drew’s eye for just a second, the corner of his mouth twitching, then turned back to Maren.

“Perfect,” Maren said. She was already unzipping her sundress, letting it fall to the floor. White underwear, no bra. She stepped out of the fabric and climbed onto the bed.

Drew sat on the stool. His knees came up almost to his chest. The cartoonish feel of it nearly made him laugh. But then he was there, actually sitting on it, looking up at the bed where his wife was waiting for another man, and the humor drained away. The stool did exactly what it was supposed to do—it made him small.

Tomas undid his jeans and stepped out of them. Drew had seen him naked on video before, but again, seeing and being in the room were different things.

Tomas climbed onto the bed, and Maren pulled him down to her. They kissed like Drew wasn’t there, like the room was empty except for the two of them. Tomas’s hand slid between her thighs, and Maren’s back arched, a soft sound escaping her.

Drew watched from his ridiculous perch. His knees ached already. He didn’t adjust.

Tomas hooked his fingers into Maren’s underwear and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. He kissed down her belly, her hips, then lower. Maren’s thighs fell open and her hands found his hair.

Drew watched Tomas’s head move between his wife’s legs. He could hear everything—the wet sounds, Maren’s breathing going ragged, the small moans she made when Tomas did something right. Her hips lifted off the bed, grinding against his mouth.

“Fuck,” Maren said. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

Tomas didn’t stop. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open, and Maren’s back arched. Drew knew what her orgasms looked like. He’d watched them on video for years, felt them around his own cock. Last night with Garrett had been the first time in person, but that was a performance, a con. This was different. No armor. Just his wife coming on another man’s tongue because she wanted to.

She cried out, her whole body tensing, her hands fisting the gray comforter. Tomas worked her through it, slower now, easing off as she came down.

After a moment, Maren tugged at his shoulders. “Come here.”

He moved up her body, and she pushed at his chest, guiding him onto his back. Then she was sliding down, settling between his legs, her hand wrapping around his cock.

Drew could see it clearly from where he sat. Thicker than his, longer. He’d known this, had seen the videos. But his stomach still tightened.

Maren glanced over her shoulder, finding Drew. “God, look at this cock,” she said. “You see this?”

Drew knew what she wanted. “I see his cock. It’s very nice.”

“Bigger than yours?”

“Yes. His cock is bigger than mine.”

Maren smiled, satisfied, and turned back to Tomas. She took him in her mouth.

Drew watched her head bob, watched her hand work the base where her mouth couldn’t reach. The sounds filled the room—wet, rhythmic, obscene. Tomas’s hand settled on the back of her head, guiding but not pushing. His eyes were closed, his head back against the pillows.

Maren pulled off, stroking him slowly. “Fuck my face,” she said.

Tomas opened his eyes. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She shifted on the bed, repositioning herself so her head hung off the edge, her throat in a straight line. She looked at Drew from upside down, her hair spilling toward the floor. “Watch this.”

Tomas stood and moved to the edge of the bed. He took his cock in his hand and fed it into her mouth, slow at first, then deeper. Maren’s throat bulged. Her hands gripped his thighs but didn’t push him away.

Tomas fucked her mouth with slow, deep strokes. Drew could hear Maren gagging, see her throat working around him. Her eyes watered, tears sliding sideways toward her temples. She’d put on mascara after all—not much, but enough. It was starting to run, dark streaks on her cheeks.

Drew’s cock ached against his jeans. He kept his hands on his knees.

This was his wife. The woman he’d built a business with, a life with. And here she was, on a bed that wasn’t theirs, letting another man fuck her throat until she cried.

She didn’t tap out. She took it, her hands on Tomas’s thighs, letting him use her.

The thing he could never explain to anyone, the thing that made no sense even to him sometimes, was that watching this didn’t feel like losing her. It felt like having her more completely. She was doing this because she wanted to. And she wanted him to see it.

After a minute, Tomas pulled back. Maren gasped, sucking in air, wiping at her mouth. Her eyes were wet, her makeup smeared. She looked wrecked. She looked happy.

“On your knees,” Tomas said.

Maren rolled over, positioning herself on her hands and knees, facing the headboard. Tomas moved behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance. He pushed in slowly, and Maren moaned, low and long.

Drew watched from his tiny stool. His cock was straining against his jeans. He didn’t touch it.

Tomas started to move. Long strokes at first, unhurried, like they had all the time in the world. His hands ran up Maren’s back, over her shoulders, then back down to grip her hips. Familiar. Possessive.

Maren arched into him, pushing back to meet each thrust. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, steady and rhythmic. Drew could see everything from where he sat—Tomas’s cock sliding in and out of his wife, her body rocking forward with each stroke.

Tomas leaned over her, one hand planted on the bed beside her shoulder, and said something into her ear. Drew couldn’t hear it. Maren laughed, breathless, and nodded.

A private joke. Between his wife and the man who fucked her. Drew didn’t even get to hear it.

His cock twitched in his jeans.

Tomas’s pace increased. Harder now, more insistent. Maren’s moans grew louder, less controlled. She dropped from her hands to her elbows, her face turned to the side, eyes half-closed.

“God,” she said. “God, yes.”

Drew watched Tomas’s hands grip her hips, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. Watched the ripple of impact through her body. Watched her fingers twist in the sheets.

After a few minutes, Tomas slowed. He pulled out, and Maren made a sound of protest. But he was already guiding her onto her back, positioning himself between her legs. Missionary now, her knees bent, her feet flat on the mattress.

He pushed back into her and Maren gasped, her hands finding his shoulders. Tomas braced himself above her and started to move again, slower this time, deeper. Their faces were close, foreheads almost touching.

“I want you deeper,” Maren said.

Tomas shifted, lifting her hips. It wasn’t enough. Maren looked around the room, her eyes landing on Drew like she’d forgotten he was there.

“Oh good,” she said. “Be useful. Hold my legs.”

Drew stood from the stool. His knees ached from crouching on it for so long, and his erection made the movement awkward, the denim pressing painfully as he straightened. He walked stiffly to the bed, uncertain where to position himself.

“Behind me,” Maren said. She lifted her legs, spread wide. “Hold my legs.”

Drew moved to the head of the bed, kneeling behind her. He took her ankles in his hands, holding them back, opening her up. From this angle, he was looking directly down at where Tomas was inside his wife.

Tomas thrust into her, and Drew watched it happen from inches away. The stretch of her around him. The slick shine on Tomas’s cock as he pulled back. The way Maren’s body opened for him.

“Fuck,” Maren said. “That’s so deep.”

Tomas’s pace was relentless now. Drew could feel the impact of each thrust through Maren’s legs, the force of it traveling up through her body and into his hands. He was part of this. Helping. Holding her open so another man could fuck her deeper than he ever had.

Maren’s head was thrown back, her eyes closed. Her hands gripped the sheets above her head. The sounds she was making weren’t words anymore, just raw noise, building toward something.

“Don’t stop,” she managed. “Don’t—”

She came. Drew felt it in the way her legs tensed in his grip, watched it in the way her abdominal muscles clenched, heard it in the broken cry that escaped her throat. Tomas kept fucking her through it, not slowing down, and the cry stretched into something longer, shakier.

“One more,” Tomas said. The first words he’d spoken directly to her in minutes. A command, not a request.

Maren shook her head weakly, but her body was already responding, already building again. Drew held her legs steady, watching Tomas drive into her, watching his wife fall apart.

The second orgasm hit harder. Maren’s whole body arched off the bed, and the sound she made was almost pained. Drew’s arms ached from holding her. He didn’t let go.

Tomas’s rhythm faltered. Drew saw his jaw tighten, his hands grip Maren’s hips harder.

“Where do you want it?” Tomas asked.

“Inside,” Maren said. “Inside me.”

He thrust deep and held there, groaning, his whole body tensing. Drew watched his cock pulse, watched his wife take everything Tomas gave her. Maren’s legs trembled in Drew’s grip.

For a long moment, no one moved. The room was quiet except for their breathing.

Then Tomas pulled out slowly and sat back on his heels. He ran a hand through his hair, exhaled. Looked at Maren with something like affection.

“Fuck,” he said. “I needed that.”

Maren laughed, loose and satisfied. “Me, too.”

Three men in twenty-four hours. Garrett last night, Drew after, and now Tomas.

Tomas climbed off the bed and stretched. He glanced at Drew, still kneeling at the head of the bed. “I’ll give you two some privacy,” he said. Normal voice now, friendly. The game was over. “Take your time. I’ll be downstairs.”

He walked out, pulling the door mostly closed behind him.

Drew looked down at Maren. She was sprawled on the bed, flushed and wrecked, Tomas’s cum already starting to leak out of her.

She smiled up at him. “Well? Get down here.”

He moved around the bed, positioning himself between her thighs. She was swollen, wet, marked by another man. He lowered his mouth to her.

The taste was different. Saltier, thicker. Tomas mixed with Maren. Drew licked slowly, taking it, accepting it. Her hand found the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair.

“That’s it,” she said softly. “Good boy.”

He heard the door open, barely. Footsteps, soft on the carpet. The quiet clink of glass on wood. Then the footsteps retreating, the door pulling closed again. Drew didn’t look up. Neither did Maren.

He kept going, his tongue working her clit now, tasting both of them. Maren’s hips lifted against his mouth. She was sensitive, overstimulated, but she didn’t push him away.

Drew’s eyes drifted to the dresser. Two glasses of water, condensation already forming on the outside. Tomas had slipped in and out without a word, leaving them what they’d need.

“I need you inside me,” Maren said.

Drew raised his head. His jaw ached. His cock had been hard for over an hour. He fumbled with his jeans, finally freeing himself, and climbed up her body.

He slid into her easily. She was so wet, so open from Tomas. The thought made him throb.

“You feel that?” Maren said. “How loose I am?”

“Yes.”

“That’s what a real cock does.” She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper. “Now fuck me, anyway.”

He started slow, trying to make it last. He’d been denied all day, watching, aching, and his body wanted to rush toward release. But he held back, focusing on the feeling of her around him, the slick heat, the way she moved beneath him.

Maren’s hands roamed his back, her nails dragging lightly. “You watched him fuck me,” she said. “You held my legs open for him.”

“I did.”

“Did you like it?”

“You know I did.”

She clenched around him, a deliberate squeeze. “Tell me what you saw.”

Drew thrust into her, slow and steady. “I saw his cock inside you. Stretching you.”

“Bigger than yours?”

“Yes.”

“How much bigger?”

“A lot.” He was breathing harder now, the words and the sensation blurring together. “I watched you come on it. Twice.”

Maren smiled, her eyes half-closed. “Three times, actually. You missed one while you were staring at his cock.”

Drew groaned. His hips moved faster despite himself.

“What else?” she said.

“I held your legs open so he could go deeper. Deeper than I can.”

“That’s right.” She pulled him down, her lips brushing his ear. “You helped him fuck your wife. What does that make you?”

“A cuck.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“I’m a cuck. I helped another man fuck my wife because his cock is bigger than mine.”

Maren moaned, her back arching. “God, that’s hot. Keep going.”

Drew’s control was slipping. He thrust harder, faster, the wet sounds filling the room. Maren’s legs wrapped tighter around him.

“You sat on that little stool,” she said, breathless now. “Watching. Couldn’t even touch yourself.”

“No.”

“Because you’re not allowed to come before real men.” She was grinding up against him, chasing her own pleasure. “That’s the rule.”

“That’s the rule.”

“And now you’re fucking his cum deeper into me.” Her nails dug into his shoulders. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes.” He could barely get the word out.

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m—” He thrust harder, losing the thread. “I’m a cuck.”

“And what do cucks do?”

“They—” The pressure was building at the base of his spine. Words were getting difficult. “They watch.”

“They watch real men fuck their wives.” She clenched around him. “And then?”

Drew couldn’t answer. His breath was ragged, his hips moving on their own.

“Then they get the leftovers,” Maren finished for him. “Come. Mix it together.”

Drew buried his face in her neck and let go. The orgasm hit him like a wave, hours of tension releasing all at once. He groaned against her skin, pulsing inside her, his hips jerking helplessly.

When it was over, he collapsed on top of her. They lay there breathing, tangled together, sticky and spent.

Neither of them moved for a long time. Drew’s face was still pressed into her neck, his softening cock still inside her. Maren’s fingers traced lazy patterns on his back.

“You okay?” she asked eventually.

“Yeah.” He lifted his head, looked at her. Her makeup was ruined, mascara streaked down her temples from when Tomas had fucked her throat. Her hair was a disaster. She was smiling. “You?”

“I’m fantastic.”

He laughed, rolling off her onto his back. The ceiling fan turned slowly above them. Someone else’s bedroom. Someone else’s sheets. His wife’s body warm against his side, full of two men’s cum.

“Water,” Maren said.

Drew reached over to the dresser, grabbed both glasses, handed her one. They drank in silence. The water was still cold.

“That was …” Drew started, then didn’t know how to finish.

“Yeah,” Maren agreed. “It was.”

She set her empty glass on the nightstand and stretched, her body long and loose. Drew watched her, this woman he’d married, this woman he’d just watched get fucked, this woman who’d made him say things that should have been humiliating but weren’t.

“We should probably go down,” she said. “Say thank you like civilized people.”

They dressed slowly. Drew’s jeans felt strange after being hard in them for so long. Maren finger-combed her hair, gave up, pulled it into a messy knot. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror above the dresser and laughed.

“I look like I’ve been fucked by two men.”

“Technically accurate.”

She swatted his arm and headed for the door.

They found Tomas in the living room, sprawled on the sectional in basketball shorts and nothing else. The TV showed a paused video game. Dungeons and Dragons like characters frozen mid-conversation, dialogue options waiting on screen. Baldur’s Gate 3, Drew realized. He’d sunk sixty hours into it last year.

Tomas looked up and grinned. “You guys good?”

“We’re good,” Maren said. She dropped onto the couch beside him, easy and familiar. “Thanks for the water.”

“Seemed like you’d need it.” He glanced at Drew, still standing. “Sit down, man. You want a beer?”

Drew sat. “Sure.”

Tomas put the game back on just long enough to save it then set the controller aside and headed for the kitchen. Drew stared at the screen. A tiefling and a githyanki, frozen mid-argument.

“He’s on his third playthrough,” Maren said, following his gaze. “Don’t get him started.”

Tomas came back with three bottles, handed them out, dropped back onto the couch. He took a long pull from his beer and sighed, content.

“So,” he said to Drew, “how was it? Watching in person?”

Drew considered the question. “Different than I expected.”

“Good different?”

“Yeah.” He took a sip of his beer. “Good different.”

Tomas nodded like that made sense. “It’s weird the first time. Being in the room changes things.” He glanced at Maren. “She told me you’d been wanting to for a while.”

“We talked about it,” Drew said. “Just never found the right time.”

“Well” Tomas raised his bottle “here’s to right times.”

They clinked bottles. Maren tucked her feet under herself on the couch, leaning into Tomas’s side like it was the most natural thing in the world. Drew watched them, his wife and her lover, and felt something settle in his chest. Not jealousy. Not even the ache of arousal. Just … rightness.

This was their life. Chosen. Built together.

“So, have you done Dark Urge yet?” Drew asked, nodding at the TV.

Tomas’s face lit up. “Okay, so—”

Maren held up a hand. “Actually, maybe I’ll shower here and you two can discuss this.”

“You sure?” Tomas asked. “Towels are in the hall closet,” he added, already turning back to Drew.

“Okay, so Dark Urge—”

Maren rolled her eyes and headed for the bathroom.




Chapter 7

Four Years Later…

The afternoon crowd had thinned to a handful of regulars, the post-lunch lull that Drew had learned to appreciate. Four years in, he knew the rhythms of the place. They had the Friday surges, the Sunday brunchers, the Tuesday dead zones that were perfect for inventory. Millrace Brewing wasn’t just surviving anymore. It was working.

Maren was at the bar beside him, laptop open, frowning at a spreadsheet. Payroll, probably. Or the new distributor contract they’d been negotiating. She’d taken over most of the business side in year two, freeing Drew to focus on the beer. The division of labor had evolved naturally, like most things between them.

“Your brother’s invitation came,” she said without looking up. “It’s on the counter at home.”

“I saw the email. October, right?”

“October twelfth.” She closed the laptop. “Have you talked to your dad?”

Drew wiped down a tap handle that didn’t need wiping. “Yeah. Last week.”

“And?”

“He’s good. Actually good.” Drew set the rag aside. “Apparently, when Christopher told him neither of them wanted to be walked down the aisle and they were both wearing tuxedos, something clicked. Like he’d been bracing for some version of a wedding that didn’t exist, and once he realized it was just … a wedding, he relaxed.”

Maren smiled. “That’s really good. I know you were worried.”

“I was.” Drew set the rag aside. “More than I wanted to admit. But he’s actually excited now. Offered to pay for the rehearsal dinner. Unprompted.”

“I’m glad.”

“Me, too.”

A server passed behind them, grabbing a tray of empty glasses. The afternoon sun came through the front windows at a low angle, catching the brass tap handles, the polished wood of the bar. They’d replaced the flooring last year, finally. Fixed the draft in the back corner. Small improvements that added up to something that felt permanent.

“So,” Maren said, “Antoine and Nicole are coming Saturday.”

“I know.”

“Do you?” She was grinning now. “Because you got a little weird when I mentioned it last time.”

“I didn’t get weird.”

“You got a little weird.” She swiveled on her stool to face him. “You’ve seen her pictures. You’ve heard me talk about her. It’s okay to admit you’re curious.”

Drew focused on rearranging the coasters. “She seems nice.”

“Nice.” Maren laughed. “That’s what you’re going with? Nice?”

“What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to say you think she’s hot.” Maren was enjoying this, he could tell. “Because you do. And that’s allowed.”

Drew pretended to look at something far away, past the taps and through the windows. “So how long have they been together?”

Maren smiled. “Since before he and I reconnected, so at least eight or nine months. And I’m a little unsure of how together they really are.”

“Oh, yea?”

“What is going on between them seems a little vague to me but you’ll see that they have great chemistry.”

Drew’s phone buzzed on the bar before he could respond. He glanced at the screen. New email.

“Huh,” he said.

“What?”

He turned the phone toward her. The sender line read Garrett Walsh. The subject: Hoping to connect.

Maren leaned in, reading over his shoulder. “‘Drew, been a while. I’m going to be in Columbus next week. Wondering if we could meet. Not business. Something personal I’d like to discuss. Let me know. Garrett.’”

She leaned back. “Huh.”

“Yeah.”

“Personal.”

“That’s what it says.”

They looked at each other. Four years since that night in the hotel suite. Four hundred thousand dollars that had kept Millrace alive long enough to find its footing. Garrett had stayed in touch the way investors do—brief replies to quarterly statements, the occasional “looks good” or “nice numbers.” Nothing personal. Nothing that suggested he thought about that night at all.

“What do you think he wants?” Maren asked.

“No idea.”

“You think he’s going to confess his love for me?” She was smiling. “Tell you he can’t stop thinking about that night?”

“God, I hope not.”

“Maybe he wants his money back.”

Drew pocketed his phone. Whatever Garrett wanted, it could wait. “I’ll reply later. See what he’s after.”

“You’re not curious?”

“I’m curious.” He shrugged. “But I’m also not worried.”

Maren nodded, satisfied with that. She reopened her laptop, returning to her spreadsheet. Drew went back to the taps that didn’t need cleaning.

Outside, the afternoon light was starting to soften toward evening. Saturday was three days away. Garrett, apparently, was sometime next week. And the brewery hummed along, steady and alive, the thing they’d built together still standing.




Chapter 8

Maren answered the door. Drew heard the voices from the kitchen where he was opening wine—Maren’s familiar warmth, Antoine’s easy laugh, and a woman’s voice he didn’t recognize.

He came into the living room with the bottle and four glasses. Antoine looked the same as he had six months ago, the last time they’d gotten together. When he’d moved back to the Columbus area a year ago, Drew had been surprised, and quietly relieved. They didn’t do the cuckolding thing as often as they used to, and when they did, having someone familiar made everything easier. No vetting, no awkward negotiations. Just Antoine, who knew the dynamic and fit into their lives without friction.

“Drew.” Antoine pulled him into a brief hug, clapping his back. “Good to see you, man.”

“You, too. How was the drive?”

“Not bad. Nicole talked my ear off about some podcast the whole way.” He nodded toward the woman beside him, affectionate.

Nicole was watching Drew. Shoulder-length black hair, sharp cheekbones, athletic build visible even in her simple dress. Taller than he’d pictured from the photos. Maren had said Nicole was five-seven, but she seemed to take up more space than that. Presence.

She caught him looking. Didn’t look away.

“So, you’re Drew,” she said. Her eyes moved over him slowly, assessing. “Maren’s shown me pictures.” She took the wine glass he offered, her fingers lingering on his. “She said you’d be nervous tonight.”

“I’m not nervous.”

“No?” Nicole smiled. “You’re holding the wine bottle like it owes you money.”

Drew looked down. His knuckles were white around the neck. He set it on the coffee table.

“That’s better.” Nicole sipped her wine, still watching him over the rim. “Relax. I don’t bite without encouragement.”

Maren appeared at Drew’s side, sliding her arm around his waist. “I see you’ve met Nicole.”

“We’re getting acquainted,” Nicole said. Her eyes hadn’t left Drew.

They settled into the living room, the four of them. Antoine and Maren on the couch, easy with each other—his hand on her thigh, her head tilting toward him when he spoke. Drew took the armchair. Nicole perched on its arm, close enough that he could smell her perfume. Something clean and sharp.

The conversation was normal. The drive up, the brewery, something about a restaurant Antoine had tried last week. Drew participated, but he was aware of Nicole’s proximity the entire time. The way she shifted her weight. The way she looked at him when she thought he wasn’t watching.

The conversation drifted. Antoine’s hand moved higher on Maren’s thigh. She leaned into him, laughing at something he said, her fingers playing with the collar of his shirt. Normal. Familiar. Drew had seen this before, the slow escalation.

Nicole shifted on the arm of his chair, crossing her legs. Her dress rode up slightly. Drew tried not to notice.

“You keep looking at my legs,” she said, quiet enough that only he could hear.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Just be honest about it.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Maren said you’ve always had a thing for Asian women. Is that true?”

Drew’s mouth went dry. “I—”

“It’s okay. I think it’s cute.” She reached over and straightened his collar, her fingers brushing his neck. The gesture was almost maternal. Almost.

On the couch, Antoine was kissing Maren’s neck. Her eyes were half-closed, her hand on the back of his head.

“You want to touch me, don’t you?” Nicole said. Still quiet, still just for him. “You’ve been thinking about it since I walked in.”

Drew didn’t answer.

“That’s what I thought.” She patted his cheek lightly, twice, and turned back to watch the couch like the conversation had never happened.

Maren stood from the couch, pulling Antoine up with her. Her blouse was half-unbuttoned now—Antoine’s work. She looked at Drew then at Nicole.

“Bedroom,” she said. Not a question.

They moved through the apartment, the four of them. Drew followed, Nicole beside him, her hand finding the small of his back. Guiding him. Or claiming him. He wasn’t sure which.

In the bedroom, Maren turned to Drew. “Strip.”

He did. Shirt first, then jeans, then boxers. Nicole watched him undress with open interest, her head tilted, evaluating. Antoine was already pulling Maren’s blouse off, his mouth on her shoulder.

“Chair,” Maren said, nodding toward the armchair in the corner. Drew sat, naked, his cock already half-hard.

Nicole stepped out of her dress. No bra. Simple black underwear that she slid down her legs and stepped out of. Her body was exactly what he’d imagined—lean, athletic, small breasts, smooth skin.

She caught him staring and smiled. “You can look. That’s what cucks do, right?”

Maren had called him that a hundred times. In bed, whispered against his ear, part of their game. Coming from Nicole, it wasn’t a game. It was a label. A classification.

His cock twitched. She noticed.

“That’s what I thought,” she said then turned to join the others on the bed.

Drew watched from the chair as Nicole climbed onto the bed and kissed Maren first—slow, exploratory, like they had all the time in the world. Maren’s hand came up to Nicole’s face, cupping her cheek, and Nicole made a small sound into her mouth.

Antoine moved behind Maren, unhooking her bra with practiced fingers. He slid the straps down her arms, tossed it aside, and cupped her breasts from behind. Maren arched back into him, still kissing Nicole, caught between them.

Drew had seen photos of the three of them together. Maren had shown him, gauging his reaction, pleased when his breath caught. But photos were frozen moments. This was motion, sound, the small adjustments of bodies finding each other.

Nicole broke the kiss and turned to Antoine. Drew watched her mouth find his, watched Antoine’s hand slide from Maren’s breast to the back of Nicole’s neck, pulling her closer. Maren didn’t seem bothered by the shift—she kissed down Nicole’s throat, her collarbone, her shoulder, while Nicole and Antoine’s tongues met.

Three people who knew each other’s bodies. Drew was the outsider here. The observer. His cock was fully hard, standing at attention, untouched.

Antoine lay back on the bed. Both women followed him down, Maren on one side, Nicole on the other. Their hands found his chest, his waist, traced lower. Antoine closed his eyes, his head sinking into the pillow.

Maren reached his cock first. She wrapped her hand around it, stroked slowly, then lowered her mouth. Drew watched his wife’s lips stretch around Antoine. Familiar now, after a year of this. But he’d never seen another woman watch Maren do it, hungry and waiting for her turn.

Nicole watched, too, her chin resting on Antoine’s hip. When Maren pulled back, Nicole leaned in and took over. Different technique—slower, deeper, her hand twisting at the base. Antoine groaned.

Then they were both there, mouths working together, tongues meeting along his shaft. Maren on one side, Nicole on the other, their lips brushing as they moved up and down. Antoine’s hand found the back of Maren’s head, then Nicole’s.

Drew’s hands gripped the arms of the chair. He didn’t touch himself.

After a few minutes, Nicole pulled back and straddled Antoine. She reached down, positioned him, and sank onto his cock inch by inch. Her head fell back, her mouth opening. Antoine’s hands found her hips, steadying her as she adjusted to him.

Maren moved behind Nicole, pressing her breasts against Nicole’s back, her hands sliding around to cup Nicole’s breasts. She kissed Nicole’s neck, her shoulder, whispered something into her ear that made Nicole laugh, breathless.

Nicole started to move. Slow rolls of her hips, grinding down on Antoine, taking him deep. Maren’s hands roamed her body—her breasts, her belly, lower to where she and Antoine were joined. Drew watched Maren’s fingers find Nicole’s clit, circling while Antoine fucked her from below.

The sounds Nicole made were different from Maren’s. Higher, sharper, more controlled even in pleasure. Like she was choosing what to let out.

Drew’s cock ached. Pre-cum beaded at the tip. He watched his wife touch another woman while that woman rode a cock that had been inside Maren dozens of times. The geometry of it, the intimacy of it—three people who shared something he was only allowed to witness.

Nicole looked over at him. Her hips never stopped moving. She held his gaze for a long moment, then smiled—slow, knowing—and lifted off Antoine.

She climbed off the bed and walked toward him.

Nicole walked toward him, naked, unhurried. Her body was slick with sweat, her hair falling loose around her face. She kneeled beside his chair, close enough that he could smell her—sex, and perfume, and something underneath that was just her.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just looked at him. Studied him. Drew had the uncomfortable sense of being catalogued.

Then she spit into her palm. Casual, deliberate. Her hand wrapped around his cock. “Maren said you’ve always wondered what it would be like. An Asian girl.” She twisted her wrist on the upstroke. “Is this what you imagined?”

“I—”

“Don’t talk.” Her grip tightened slightly. “Just watch your wife.”

Drew looked past her. On the bed, Antoine had Maren on her hands and knees now. He was behind her, one hand on her hip, the other between her shoulder blades, pressing her chest down into the mattress. He pushed into her slowly, and Maren moaned into the sheets.

Nicole’s hand kept moving. Every time Drew’s breathing quickened, she slowed. Every time his hips started to lift off the chair, she squeezed at the base and held him there until the urgency faded. She wasn’t even looking at him—her eyes were on the bed, watching Antoine fuck Maren—but her hand knew exactly what his body was doing.

Drew had never been read so accurately by someone who wasn’t his wife. He wondered what she did for a living. Therapist, maybe. Or something else entirely.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

Drew groaned.

“If I let you, you’d be on me in a second.” Her hand twisted on the upstroke. “You wouldn’t even hesitate.”

His breathing staggered.

She turned his head toward her, fingers on his chin. Made him look at her.

“You’d do it, right?” Her eyes held his. “Say it.”

“Yes.” His voice came out rough. “I’d fuck you if you’d let me.”

“Good boy.” She smiled. “I only fuck real men, though. Say it.”

Maren had told her. He understood that now. Told her exactly how to push his buttons.

“You only fuck real men.”

She turned his head back toward the bed, where Antoine had flipped Maren onto her back, her legs wrapped around his waist.

Somehow, it was so much worse saying it to someone other than his wife. When Maren made him say these things, there was safety underneath. Love. Nicole didn’t love him. Nicole just liked watching him squirm.

They’d talked about this beforehand, he and Maren. About Nicole, how she liked to be cruel. He’d said yes, of course. This was the first moment he wondered if that yes had been the right answer.

Nicole’s hand found a rhythm—slow, steady, maddeningly precise. She edged him without apparent effort, reading his body like a book she’d memorized.

“You’ve thought about this,” she said. Not a question. “You’ve watched porn. You’ve fantasized.” Her thumb circled the head of his cock, spreading the pre-cum. “Maren told me. She thought it was cute.”

On the bed, Antoine was fucking Maren harder now. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging in. Drew knew those sounds—the hitching breath, the moans climbing higher. She was getting close.

“Look at her,” Nicole said. “Look at how much she loves his cock.”

Drew looked. Maren’s face was turned toward him, eyes half-closed, mouth open. She wasn’t watching him. She was somewhere else entirely, lost in what Antoine was doing to her.

“You can’t make her look like that.” Nicole’s voice was soft, almost kind. “Can you?”

He didn’t answer.

She squeezed the base of his cock, holding him in place. “Can you?”

“No.”

“No, you can’t.” She released her grip, resumed stroking. “But you get to watch. That’s something, right? That’s what you’re for.”

Drew’s jaw tightened. His cock throbbed in her hand. The cruelty was precise, surgical—she knew exactly where to cut. And the worst part was how much it turned him on.

“Eyes on your wife,” Nicole said. “She’s about to come.”

Drew watched. Antoine had Maren’s legs pushed back now, her knees near her shoulders, fucking her deep and steady. Her hands twisted in the sheets. Her back arched off the mattress.

“There it is,” Nicole murmured. Her hand slid off his cock entirely, leaving him untouched, aching. “Watch.”

Maren came. Her whole body tensed, her head thrown back, a sound escaping her throat that Drew knew intimately—but it was different watching it happen with Antoine inside her, Antoine’s hips still moving, drawing it out. She shook beneath him, wave after wave, until she finally went limp against the sheets.

Drew’s cock twitched in the empty air. No friction. No relief. Just the sight of his wife coming undone on another man’s cock while he sat there, desperate and ignored.

“Breathe slowly,” Nicole whispered.

He didn’t know why she’d said it. He did it without thought.

“Good,” she said quietly.

On the bed, Antoine pulled out slowly and collapsed beside Maren. They lay there breathing, tangled together. Maren’s chest rose and fell. Her eyes were closed. A small smile played at the corner of her mouth.

After a moment, she turned her head and looked across the room. At Drew. At his cock, untouched and straining.

“Drew,” Maren said. Her voice was rough, satisfied. “Get on the bed.”

Nicole stepped aside. Drew stood on unsteady legs, his cock aching, his mind foggy with denied release. He crossed to the bed and lay down on his back, not sure what came next.

Antoine shifted to make room. He caught Drew’s eye and smiled, then climbed off the bed entirely and walked toward the chair in the corner.

Maren was already moving, swinging her leg over Drew’s face, settling her pussy against his mouth. She faced his feet, looking down the length of his body. She was soaked—her own wetness and Antoine’s cum, mixed together, dripping onto his lips.

“Clean me up,” she said.

Drew licked. The taste filled his mouth, salt and musk, familiar by now. He couldn’t see anything but the curve of her ass, her back, the ceiling beyond. He worked his tongue against her, into her, collecting what Antoine had left behind. Maren’s thighs tightened around his head.

He felt the bed shift. Felt hands on his thighs, spreading them slightly. Then warmth—wet heat pressing against the head of his cock. Lips parting around him. A body sinking down, taking him inch by inch, tight and slick and unfamiliar.

Not Maren. Maren was on his face. Which meant—

Nicole bottomed out, her thighs settling against his hips. She didn’t move. Just held him there, buried inside her.

The sound that escaped him was muffled by Maren’s pussy.

Nicole started to move. Slow rolls of her hips, the same deliberate pace she’d used with her hand. She knew exactly what she was doing. Drew couldn’t see her—could only feel her, the grip of her around him, the weight of her settling and lifting, settling and lifting.

“There you go,” Maren said from above. She wasn’t talking to Drew. “Take what you want.”

Drew’s hips jerked involuntarily, trying to thrust up into Nicole.

“Stay still.” Nicole’s voice, sharp. “I didn’t say you could move.”

He forced himself flat against the mattress. Maren ground down on his face, and he licked, tasting her and Antoine, his tongue working her clit while Nicole rode his cock. Used from both ends. Furniture. That’s what he was right now.

“Don’t you dare come before she does,” Maren said. Her voice was rough, breathless. “Or you’ll never get her pussy again.”

Drew’s hands gripped the sheets. Nicole’s pace was still controlled, still precise—the same infuriating rhythm, keeping him on the edge without letting him fall. He focused on Maren, on his tongue against her, on anything but the feeling of Nicole around him.

Minutes passed. Or seconds. He couldn’t tell anymore. Maren’s thighs were trembling against his face. Nicole’s breathing had changed. It was shorter, sharper, less controlled.

Nicole’s rhythm changed. Faster now, less deliberate. Her hips grinding down harder, taking him deeper with each stroke. The sounds she made were different, sharp gasps escaping despite herself.

Drew felt her thighs tighten around him. Felt her body start to clench. He was right there, right at the edge, every muscle in his body straining to hold back.

“That’s it,” Maren said. “Come on his cock. Use him.”

Nicole’s hand found Drew’s chest, nails digging in. Her hips stuttered, lost their rhythm. And then she was pulsing around him—tight, rhythmic contractions squeezing his cock as she came.

Drew let go. He couldn’t have held back another second. He groaned into Maren’s pussy, his hips bucking up off the mattress, emptying himself into Nicole while she milked him through it. Wave after wave, until he had nothing left.

Above him, Maren shuddered. His tongue had kept working without conscious thought, and now she was coming, too, grinding against his face, her thighs clamping around his head. The three of them, falling apart together.

Nicole stilled first. Then Maren, lifting off his face, collapsing beside him on the bed. Drew lay there gasping, staring at the ceiling, his cock still inside Nicole.

She slid off him slowly. Both of them shuddered at the separation.

Nicole lay down beside him, her body warm against his. Maren was on his other side, her hand finding his chest. For a moment, no one spoke. Just breathing, coming down.

Antoine was somewhere in the room. Drew didn’t have the energy to look.

Nicole propped herself up on one elbow and looked at him. The dominant edge was gone entirely now—she looked almost soft, her hair damp against her forehead, mascara slightly smudged, watching him with real attention.

“Are you all right?”

Drew swallowed. His throat was dry, his mind still scattered. “Yes. I didn’t expect that.”

Maren’s fingers traced circles on his chest. “I told her she could have you if you agreed. I’m guessing that’s what you two were doing in the corner while Antoine was inside me.”

Drew’s thoughts refused to land in order. “I didn’t think you were really asking.”

Nicole nodded. “I know. That was a little bit of a gray zone, consent-wise. I hope you’re okay with it.”

Drew looked at her, then at his wife. Maren was smiling at him, that soft smile she saved for moments when she knew she’d given him something he didn’t know he wanted.

“Yeah,” Drew said. He turned back to Nicole and smiled, wide and genuine. “Yeah, I am. Thanks.”

He let his head fall back, staring at the ceiling. Then he noticed Antoine sitting bare-assed on the chair in the corner; the tiny chair that had been Drew’s perch.

“The view isn’t so bad,” Antoine said. He stood, stretching. “It’s not for everyone, though.”

He smiled.




Chapter 9

Drew walked through the lobby, past the front desk, toward the coffee shop tucked in the back corner. The kind of place that existed for guests killing time between checkout and their flight. Quiet. A couple on laptops near the window. The smell of burnt coffee and hotel carpet.

He spotted Garrett in a booth at the back. Garrett was already watching the door.

Four years. Garrett looked different. Leaner, a plain blue button-up shirt, no jacket. He stood as Drew approached, and there was something uncertain in the movement. The Garrett from four years ago never hesitated.

“Drew.” He extended his hand. “Thanks for meeting me.”

“Sure.” Drew shook it, slid into the booth across from him.

A waitress appeared, took their coffee orders, disappeared.

Garrett’s hands were folded on the table. No watch, Drew noticed. The Rolex from four years ago was gone.

“I’m not going to waste your time,” Garrett said. “I know you’re busy. The brewery’s doing well. I’ve seen the numbers.”

“It is. Thanks.”

“That’s not why I’m here.” Garrett took a breath. The old ease was gone, the salesman polish. He looked like a man about to say something he’d rehearsed. “I’ve been in recovery. I’m an addict. Sober two years now.”

Drew nodded. Didn’t say anything.

“Part of the process is making amends. For things I did when I was using.” He stopped, started again. “For things I did—”

The coffees arrived. Garrett wrapped his hands around his mug but didn’t drink.

“That night,” he said. “Four years ago. What I did to you and Maren.” He met Drew’s eyes, held them. “It was wrong. You were desperate, your business was about to go under, and I used that. I used money to get something I had no right to ask for.”

Drew listened. Garrett’s voice was steady, but there was effort in it.

“I told myself it was a transaction. That you agreed, so it was fine. But I knew what I was doing. I knew you didn’t have a choice. Not really.” He looked down at his coffee. “I’ve thought about it a lot. The look on your face that night. Sitting in that chair, watching. I made you do that.”

Drew remembered the chair. The leather. The whiskey Garrett had poured him, expensive and smooth. He remembered Maren’s performance—the hesitation she didn’t feel, the reluctance she was faking. He remembered laughing with her afterward until his stomach hurt.

“I’m not asking you to forgive me,” Garrett said. “I just needed to say it. To own it. What I did was fucked up, and I’m sorry.”

The silence sat between them. Garrett waited, braced for something. Anger. Disgust. Whatever he thought he deserved.

Drew took a sip of his coffee. Set it down.

“Garrett,” he said. “Maren and I are fine. We’ve been fine.”

Garrett blinked. Whatever he’d been expecting, it hadn’t been that.

“The business is good. The marriage is good. Whatever you’ve been carrying about that night,” Drew shrugged “you can let it go.”

“I don’t—” Garrett shook his head. “I coerced your wife into—”

“You didn’t coerce anyone.” Drew kept his voice even. Kind, even. “We made a choice. Both of us. You made an offer, we accepted. That’s it.”

Garrett stared at him. Drew could see him trying to reconcile this with the story he’d been telling himself for four years. The villain he’d cast himself as. The damage he thought he’d done.

“I thought you’d hate me,” Garrett said quietly.

“I don’t.” It was true. Drew had never hated him. Had barely thought about him, most days. Garrett had been a solution to a problem, a windfall they’d stumbled into. The man sitting across from him now—humbled, sober, trying to make things right—deserved better than the cold truth.

“Please, Garrett, don’t carry this around. You don’t need to. You didn’t break anything.”

Garrett’s composure cracked. He pulled his breath in sharply, his jaw tightening. Drew watched something give way behind his eyes—the weight of four years shifting, loosening. For a moment, Drew thought he might actually cry.

“Drew …” Garrett’s voice was rough. “Thank you.” He looked down at his coffee. “You really could have used this opportunity to make me feel like shit.”

“I have no need for that at all.”

Silence settled between them. Drew drank his coffee. Watched the wave of emotion recede from Garrett’s face, watched him pull himself back together piece by piece. When Garrett’s breathing had steadied, Drew smiled.

“I didn’t know you had a problem. But I’m glad you’re better now.”

Garrett breathed in, out. “Yeah. Yeah.” A small smile surfaced. “I’m even engaged.”

They talked. Twenty minutes passed easily—old classmates, who’d done what, who’d flamed out, who’d surprised everyone. The conversation had the easy rhythm of two people who’d shared a context, even if they’d never been close. Garrett laughed at one of Drew’s stories, and it sounded real. Lighter than when he’d walked in.

Eventually, the coffees were empty and the conversation found its natural end. Garrett shifted in his seat, and Drew could tell there was one more thing.

“I, uh … I wanted to talk to Maren, too,” Garrett said. “But I didn’t know if she’d be willing to talk to me at all. So I wanted to check with you first.”

Drew thought about what he knew of the recovery process. The steps, the need for closure.

“Garrett, if you need to talk to her, I think she’d be willing. But I know she doesn’t bear you any ill will.” He paused. “I don’t think you need to for her sake. She’ll be happy to hear that you’re doing well.”

Garrett nodded slowly, taking that in. Something settled in his expression—relief, maybe. Permission to let this be enough.

“You guys are one hell of a pair,” he said.

Drew smiled. “Yeah, we are.”

They shook hands outside the hotel. Garrett headed toward the parking garage, his step lighter than when he’d arrived. Drew watched him go.

Garrett would never know the truth. Would carry gratitude for forgiveness from a wrong that had hurt no one. But maybe that was fine. He’d come here looking for peace, and he’d found it. What difference did it make how he got there?

Drew walked to his car. The afternoon sun was warm on his face.




Epilogue

Twenty Years Later…

The taproom was full. Twenty-six years, and Millrace Brewing was still standing.

Drew worked the taps, same as he had on opening night. The Short North Pale was still on the menu—tweaked a dozen times over the years, but recognizable. The 614 Lager. The German Village Porter. Some things you don’t change.

Christopher found him at the bar, his husband Jason beside him. Twenty years married now. They’d brought pictures from the renovation they were doing on their place in Clintonville. Drew made the appropriate noises, poured them each a flight.

Garrett arrived with his wife. Twenty years married now, or close to it. He looked healthy, gray at the temples, comfortable in his skin. They shook hands, talked for a few minutes about nothing in particular. No awkwardness. Just two men who’d known each other a long time, the strange history between them smoothed into something like friendship.

Tomas came late, apologizing—grandkids, he said, rolling his eyes. Hard to get away. He’d put on weight, lost most of his hair. When Drew asked what he’d been up to, Tomas launched into something about his PlayStation 9 and a game Drew had never heard of. Some things didn’t change either.

Nicole was there, too, talking to Maren by the merchandise display. She’d stuck around after Antoine had moved away—Los Angeles, Drew thought, or maybe San Diego. Somewhere warm. They hadn’t kept in touch, and that was fine. Some people stayed, some didn’t. Nicole had stayed. The dynamic had faded years ago, but the friendship hadn’t.

The night wound down slowly. People lingered over their last pints, took pictures, made promises to do this again. Drew answered the same questions a dozen times and didn’t mind. Each one meant someone was still here.

By eleven, the taproom had emptied. The staff finished cleaning and headed out, leaving Drew and Maren alone. She was wiping down tables, even though they had people for that. She’d never been able to stop herself.

Drew leaned against the bar and watched her work. Her hair had gone silver at the temples. There were lines around her eyes that hadn’t been there twenty-six years ago. She looked exhausted.

She looked perfect.

She caught him staring and crossed the room, leaning into him when she got close. He put his arm around her shoulders.

“We did it,” she said.

“We did it.”

Outside, High Street was quiet. Inside, their brewery hummed with the last of the night’s energy. The taps were cold, the glasses were clean.

Twenty-six years. They’d built two things, and both of them held.

THE END
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