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Chapter 1

9:30 p.m.
I stared at the rain sliding down the bedroom window. The drizzle fractured the streetlights into broken amber streaks. The apartment was warm. The gas heater hissed softly.

The laptop was shut. I lay on the bed with only the amber nightlight painting the wall. Water ran steady and deep in the bathroom. Even with the door closed, Hailey’s body wash drifted through the crack—soft and sweet with a warm, weighty hint of gas heat.

Six months together. Six months that never felt like enough.

The engineering job is fine. The money’s fine. But her—she makes everything in my life feel too real.

I remember it perfectly: Hailey walking out of the gym, skin sun-kissed, sweat pooling in the hollow of her chest; the way she bends in those leggings, hips round and tight like they’re daring the world to keep up. When other men look, pride pricks first, then that cold pinch in my gut. A bright gem like that makes sleep a risky thing. You lie awake afraid to lose it.

I roll over and look at the empty spot on the mattress. Gratitude. Hunger. And something damp and strange moving through me like a draft.

The water stops.

I hold my breath. The handle turns—click.

Steam spills out, blurring the warm air.

She steps through. Hailey.

Only a loose towel around her. A bead of water runs down her spine, catching the honey light.

Jesus. I’m a lucky bastard.

I lift my head and smile as she climbs onto the bed. The mattress dips. Heat rolls in.

“Done with work?” Her voice is rough from the hot shower.

“Yeah. Done.”

She nestles close, cheek on my chest. Her breath seeps through the cotton, carrying soap and clean skin, and my lungs tighten like a fist around them. I slide my fingers into her damp hair.

“I’m sorry,” I say quietly. “I can’t go home with you for Thanksgiving.”

She looks up, dark brown eyes steady, voice soft.
“I know. They just want to meet their future son-in-law.” She smiles. “I’m staying with you.”

I breathe in. Thankful. Guilty. The mix spreads warm, like a swallow of liquor.

“I’ll make it up to you. Just the two of us. A real trip.”

“Come on,” she whispers, kissing my chin. “I get it. You’re building our future.”

I look at her. Pride swells, and that low ache rises with my pulse.

Hailey slips off the bed to pour wine. In the light her body is all sun-browned lines and tight muscle. The towel skims off one shoulder, revealing the thin black script—breathe.—inked just behind her right shoulder.

I swallow.

“Have I told you—your tattoo drives me crazy?”

She laughs under her breath. “You tell me every time I shower.”

She sets the glass down and crawls back up the bed—slow, deliberate. Eyes locked on mine. The towel shifts, baring the slick inside of her thigh.

We kiss.

It starts slow, but the hunger is immediate. Her mouth is hot, wet, tasting of wine and the clean steam of her shower. My tongue traces her lower lip, and she opens for me with a soft sigh that lights a fuse low in my gut.

My hand finds the knot of the towel at her hip. I pull. It whispers over her skin and pools on the mattress, leaving her bare.

The lamp licks gold over her tanned skin, a soft, warm glow.

"Jesus, Hailey."

My hands shake slightly as they roam, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip, the taut muscle of her thigh. I kiss my way down her collarbone, lingering on the black script—breathe. My mouth closes over the peak of her breast.

She gasps, sharp and sudden. Her fingers tangle in my hair, gripping tight. "Don't stop."

Her skin is scorching. I taste her—salt, soap, and pure Hailey. Her hips start to move on the bed, a slow, seeking rhythm.

I shift, parting her thighs. She’s slick, her heat washing over my fingers as I test her readiness. She’s dripping.

"Please," she whispers, her voice thick.

I position myself, watching her eyes—dark, dilated, locked on mine. I push in.

Her back arches off the bed. A low sound, almost a prayer, tears from her throat as she takes all of me. I pause, letting her body stretch, letting us both feel the perfect, tight fit.

She moans, deeper now, and starts to move.

I meet her thrust for thrust. This isn't slow anymore. It's raw. Her fingernails score sharp tracks down my back that burn long after they pass. She’s trembling, her core clenching around me.

I growl, pulling her hips flush against mine, burying myself to the hilt—pure instinct, like I’m stamping a claim. Keeping her from the world.

This is mine.

The world shatters into heat and sensation. We collapse, slick with sweat, our breath ragged in the warm air.

Then, the quiet settles back in.




Chapter 2

Three days before Thanksgiving.
The apartment was quiet. Rain whispered against the window, and the faint scent of vanilla drifted from the wooden candle. The TV cast a soft blue glow on the wall. I sat on the couch, scrolling through my phone.

From the bathroom came the steady rhythm of water and the lazy bass of lo-fi from the Bluetooth speaker.
Hailey—predictable as clockwork. This hour meant shower, skincare, music. She lived by rhythm, and I liked that. It made things feel safe. Steady.

But sometimes I wondered what she thought about during those long, silent baths.

The water stopped.
The door opened.

Hailey stepped out—not wrapped in a towel, but in her real pajamas: a thin white tank and gray shorts. Her hair tied high, a few wet strands clinging to her neck, her skin still flushed from the heat.

I kept scrolling. Didn’t turn off the screen.

She leaned over my shoulder. Warmth and the scent of her body wash hit me. Her eyes flicked over the phone screen. A slow smile curved her lips.

“I thought you only read tech news,” she said. “Your Reddit feed’s got… some interesting stuff.”

“Just curious,” I said, not moving my thumb.

On the screen: r/cuckold.
Title front and center: “My wife’s first time with another man – Thanksgiving edition.”

She raised an eyebrow. Half teasing, half testing. Instead of pulling away, she sat down beside me, curling into my arm, head resting on my shoulder.

“You look at that often?”

“No… sometimes.” I swallowed. “What do you think?”

A small pause. Her breath warmed my neck.

“Kind of crazy,” she whispered. “But… kind of hot too.”

I laughed, awkward. But her eyes weren’t judging—they were warm, and there was a shimmer there, like an open door.

She picked up her half-finished wine and handed it to me.
“You know,” she said, swirling the glass, “there are couples like that at my gym. Husbands watching their wives train with the instructor. The way they look… hard to explain.”

My chest tightened. “And what do you think of that?”

“I just think… they must really trust each other.”

That word—trust—stabbed deep.

I looked at her, voice low. “Maybe I should try trusting you like that.”

Her eyes widened for a beat, then she laughed—bright, careless.
“Are you saying… share me with someone?”

She leaned in, brushed my cheek with a kiss. “You’re bad.”

“Not my fault you’re too sexy.”

We both laughed, but the air had changed—warmer, charged.

She stretched out on the sofa, voice airy.
“Oh, by the way…”

“What?”

“An old friend from high school. Ryan. He’s a writer, lived in Germany for a few years. He’s back this week. No family around. I thought I’d invite him to spend Thanksgiving with us.”

I turned to her. Kept my voice even, but my gaze hardened.
“Old friend?”

“Mm-hm. My first love, actually.”

Silence. Rain tapping the glass.
First love.

“Oh. I see.”

“Don’t get the wrong idea,” she said quickly. “We only kissed. Then he moved to Germany with his parents.”

I smiled—half real, half forced—swallowing the chill in my stomach. I pulled her closer, voice rough.
“I’m not jealous. But what if… you wanted to finish what you started?”

I expected her to laugh. She didn’t.

Her cheeks flushed deeper, color rising from her neck.
“You’re insane.”

“Just kidding.”

“That subreddit’s getting into your head,” she said, laughing and swatting my chest before sliding onto my lap. Her breath thickened.

The joke stopped there.

I gripped her waist, eyes locked on hers. The TV’s blue light painted her face—half shadow, half glow.
“I just think… if someone saw you like this, I’d lose my mind.”

She swallowed. Her lips parted. Her whisper brushed my ear:
“Maybe I’d… like that.”

A signal.

I pulled her closer. Our mouths met. The kiss deepened—wine, warmth, and a dangerous edge of curiosity.

She lifted the tank top over her head, her movements slow, deliberate. The TV’s blue wash moved across her toned stomach, then up to the small tattoo, breathe., visible just behind her right shoulder.

I kissed her neck, my voice a rasp, the question I barely dared to whisper already forming.

“I keep imagining someone else watching this,” I murmured against her skin.

Hailey gasped, a sharp, quick sound, tilting her head back, her nails dragging lightly down my shoulders, not enough to hurt, just enough to mark.

“And you still don’t stop,” she breathed, her voice a mix of challenge and surrender.

The thin shorts were next. My hands found the waistband, and she arched her hips, helping me strip them away, her legs scissoring around my waist. She was hot, slick, ready for me already.

I lifted her, shifting until she was straddling me on the couch, my erection pressing hard against her damp core. My eyes locked on hers, searching for any sign of hesitation. There was none. Only that shimmer, that open door.

The couch springs groaned softly under our weight. I thrust up, burying myself inside her. She cried out, a sound half pleasure, half shock, as I filled her completely.

My gaze flickered to the phone on the coffee table, the glowing screen of the subreddit. My wife’s first time with another man – Thanksgiving edition. The image flashed through my mind: Hailey, her legs wrapped around a different man, the thrill of her defiance, the shame of my craving.

The thought, vivid and sharp, made me harder, pushing deeper, faster.

Hailey met my thrusts with frantic abandon, her hips slamming against mine, her body arching and twisting. She was a wild thing, all tangled hair and gasping breaths.

“God,” she whimpered, her voice breaking, nails digging into my biceps. “What are you doing to me?”

In that moment, I imagined Hailey as those women on the screen. I saw her legs, strong and tanned, wrapped around another man. Ryan. Her first love. The image burned, a perverse fuel, making me pound into her with an almost violent possessiveness.

“Mine,” I growled, the word ripped from my throat, a primal claim. “You’re mine.”

She screamed softly, her climax hitting her like a wave, her body seizing around me, squeezing every last bit of control from my mind. I followed quickly, collapsing against her, spent and trembling, the ghost of another man’s touch still lingering in the air.

Later, only our heavy, ragged breathing filled the room. The rain tapped against the window, a gentle counterpoint to the storm we had just unleashed.

The TV still glowed. The phone on the table still showed the post: “Couples who tried sharing fantasies – and what it did to them.”

I looked at the screen. Then at her.

Hailey was asleep, a faint, almost secret smile still on her lips.

Maybe it was just a joke.

But sometimes, every joke is how it really starts.




Chapter 3

Thanksgiving evening.
The last gold light of the day slid through the window, stretching long across the kitchen floor. The rain had softened, just a quiet rhythm underneath everything. Hailey was setting the table—cream knit dress hugging her hips and toned thighs, blond hair loose, a small apron tied at the waist. I opened the second bottle of white. Norah Jones filled the air.

The house smelled like her—warm, alive. A scent I hadn’t known I was missing until she came along.

“You cut the potatoes too thick,” she said, eyeing the tray. “My guest might complain.”
“If he does,” I said, smiling, “he doesn’t eat.”

The doorbell rang. The spell cracked for a beat.

She took off the apron, smoothed her dress, and went to the door. I stayed still, holding the bottle.

The door opened. Ryan Miller.
His coat was soaked, brown hair damp from the rain. Ordinary-looking. A little thin, a little hesitant. He held a bottle of Cabernet.
“Hope it’s okay I brought a gift,” he said.

Hailey laughed—different from usual, lighter, younger.
“God, Ryan Miller! It’s been forever! Come in.”

She hugged him. Polite—hands on his shoulders—but longer than safe. Three, maybe four seconds. My chest tightened.

Ryan took off his coat. I poured wine. The three of us gathered in the kitchen, finishing the table. He helped slice bread, toss salad, talked about life in Germany. His tone was soft, words halting now and then.

Hailey laughed more. Her eyes were brighter. She was talking to a piece of her past I could never touch.

“Did I show up too early?” Ryan asked. “Or is this what Americans call 'on time'?”
“Perfect timing,” I said. “The stove hasn’t exploded yet.”
“If he hadn’t come,” Hailey added, “I’d be having a Thanksgiving pizza.”

We laughed. It sounded real. But underneath, something new had settled between us—thin, invisible.

My phone buzzed. Work email. Urgent.
“Shit,” I muttered, glancing at the screen. “Give me ten minutes.”
Hailey nodded—relieved, maybe. “Go ahead. We’ll handle the salad.”

In the dark office, the clack of keys merged with the rain. Through the wall, her soft laugh floated in.

•••

Fifteen minutes later I stepped into the hall. Laughter again—not polite this time. Real. Intimate.

I stopped at the doorway.
They were on the sofa. Not touching, but close enough. Wine glasses in hand. The yellow light slid over Hailey’s bare shoulder where the knit dress had slipped. Ryan’s eyes stayed fixed.

His voice low and warm: “You look just like you did, Hailey. No—better.”
Hailey smiled shyly, proud but soft. “You’re exaggerating.”
“Not really,” he said quietly. “I still remember that last kiss. It rained that night too.”

I froze.
Cold clenched my chest. Then a dark heat crawled up my spine. Anger—twisted with something sicker. Arousal.

I walked in, voice even. “Sounds like you two have plenty of memories.”

Hailey flinched, turning. Ryan stiffened, forcing a smile.
I set my glass down, slipped an arm around her waist in front of him, pulling her close—a deliberate claim. Her body tensed, then eased. She smiled to soften it.

I looked at Ryan. “Can’t decide if I should thank her for inviting a guest… or get jealous of her memories.”
Ryan took a sip and looked away. The air thickened. Hailey went to the kitchen.

The thought from a few nights ago flashed back.

•••

The small kitchen glowed gold. The smell of wine and turkey lingered. Hailey leaned over the counter arranging strawberries; the knit collar dipped, fabric sliding down her back, skin gleaming soft.

I came up behind her. My breath mixed with the warmth of her skin.
I wrapped my arms around her, chin brushing her shoulder. She startled, then relaxed.

“I’ve got an idea,” I whispered.
She smirked. “Now?”
My voice dropped to her ear. “Remember the dress I bought last week?”
“The wine-red one? Off-shoulder, barely there?”
She turned halfway in my arms. “Really? It’s too much, Evan. I was saving it for something private.”

I kissed the edge of her ear, slow. “I know. But this isn’t an ordinary Thanksgiving.”

A pause.

“Besides,” I said, tightening my hold, “I want Ryan to see how lucky I am.”

She frowned, meeting my eyes. “Are you jealous?”
I smiled, heat pulsing under the light. “Maybe. But I’ve got good reason.”

I kissed her neck. “He got your first kiss… but I’ve got everything after.”

Her breathing deepened. Color rose in her cheeks. Jazz hummed in the background. In the living room, Ryan coughed awkwardly.

She nodded once, lips trembling. “If that’s what you want…”

She slipped from my arms and walked to the bedroom.

I stood alone, burning with victory—and unease. I couldn’t tell if I was proving something or lighting myself on fire. Maybe both.

•••

I carried my wine back to the living room. The light swayed faintly. Ryan sat spinning the stem of his glass, looked up when he saw me, said nothing.

Then—the bedroom door opened.

Hailey stepped out.

Wine-red dress. Thin as breath, clinging to every curve like a second skin. Bare shoulders. Deep neckline catching the light on her tanned skin. The hem shorter than I remembered, slicing high on her thigh, shaping her hips and ass.

I froze. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

I’d told her to change the dress. She escalated. The silk clung tight, revealing everything. Her nipples hard—sharp outlines pressing against the red. Aimed straight at Ryan.

He shot to his feet. Eyes wide, body locked. I heard the dry sound of him swallowing.

“God…” he muttered. “Hailey… you look—”

Hailey laughed softly, shy but sure. She glanced at me. “Evan said I should wear it. For fun.”

I leaned on the wall, lifting my glass in salute. “Told her the truth—she's too beautiful, it's hard to think straight.”

Ryan chuckled weakly, but his gaze betrayed him—tracing from her shoulders to the faint peaks under silk, then down the lit edges of her thighs. Hunger.

Hailey stood in the glow between us—one from her past, one from her present.

I recognized Ryan’s look. The same look I had the first time I saw her.

And strangely, the jealousy thinned. All I wanted now was to see how far it would go.

Hailey eased into the armchair across from Ryan. The dress slid higher as she sat; for a flicker, the hem brushed his knee.

On the wooden table, the wine reflected the light—a dark red streak, silent as blood.




Chapter 4

The table was set.
Light shimmered across the wood, catching the roast turkey, the steaming bowl of mashed potatoes, the dark strip of cranberry sauce. The second Cabernet was open. Rain tapped the windows; Norah Jones drifted lazy from the living room.

A perfect suburban Thanksgiving—except for Hailey’s dress.

She sat between us, a red flame flaring between me and Ryan. I forced normal, focused on carving. Her bare shoulders held a quiet tension. Ryan tried to be polite, but his eyes slipped—every few seconds back to her cleavage, then down to his plate.

We talked food, work, Ryan’s years in Germany.
“Remember this?” Hailey tapped the potatoes.
“Nothing like it in Berlin,” Ryan said with a small smile—and when she slid her chair, his gaze fell down her thighs again.

I clocked everything. I threw in a tease. “Told you. You should open a restaurant and ditch the gym.”

Everything felt warm. So perfect it bordered on fake.

•••

Near the end I refilled Ryan’s glass, tone a shade friendlier.
“What are you doing in Germany these days?”
“Writing,” he said evenly. “Travel essays… and an unfinished novel.”
I tilted a smile, half joke, half nudge.
“Let me guess. Romance?”
Ryan looked up, met my eyes. “How’d you know?”
“Call it a hunch. I’ll go further—first love that got away?”

The table hit a half beat of silence.

The heater ticked. Wine thickened the air. Hailey’s hand stalled on her glass.
Ryan swallowed, then answered low, honest:
“Yeah. Seeing Hailey again… I wanted to feel a little of that old spark.”

I kept smiling, but something metallic cinched in my head.
“How’s it feel now, young novelist?”
Ryan gave a faint laugh, eyes still on Hailey.
“If I went home right now… I could write all night.”

I turned the stem, voice dropping.
“Anything you still regret, Ryan?”

Hailey paused mid-fork, turned to look.

His lips parted—then closed. He drew a breath. The room was quiet enough to hear the rain on the eaves.

“I’ll grab dessert,” Hailey said, standing, cleaving the silence in two.

The thin dress hugged her hips; light poured down her back like silk sliding.

Ryan didn’t look away—not a glance but a look, steady and deep, until I could hear my own heartbeat thudding.

“I know your regret,” I said, voice level, colder by a half step.

He tore his gaze from her and faced me. He didn’t deny it. He only exhaled, rough.
“You’re lucky, Evan. Truly. Say it ten times and it’s still true.”

I lifted a hand in a small sign, half a smirk.
“Glad we agree on that.”

Quiet returned. Only the faint clink of a spoon in the kitchen, and rain on the porch.

I raised my glass, rolled the wine, threw out a line—half joke, half blade:
“If you had one wish tonight… would you finish it?”

Ryan froze. His eyelids fluttered fast.

Across his face flickered confusion, fear… and a spark that had no business between two men at the same table.

Just then Hailey came back with dessert.
“What are you two talking about?” Bright voice—off by a beat.
“Wishes,” I said. “Men all have a few unfinished ones.”

Ryan cleared his throat and drained his glass.
Hailey set the plates down, trying to relax the air; I still saw the fine tremor in her hand.

Ryan turned, smiled lightly, words a shade tipsy.
“Evan… can I ask Hailey for a dance? Just… for old times?”

I looked at Hailey. She stilled, eyes full of waterlogged memories both of us were wading through.

I smiled, low and slow.
“Of course. Stinginess doesn’t fit this holiday… does it, Hailey?”

She gave a small smile—shy, unmoored, so beautiful it pinched my heart.

Ryan stood and held out his hand.

Jazz kept humming. Rain brushed the frame of the window.

Hailey laid her hand in his, and I sat there, watching them step into the middle of the room.

My glass tilted. Red light spilled across the table, staining the wood.

Tonight, everything was still a joke—until none of us could swear it was a joke anymore.




Chapter 5

I stood.
The room held its breath—only rain on the eaves and a flicker of lamplight.

I crossed to the Bluetooth speaker. Not pop. Not a bright ballad. I chose “Come Away with Me.”
Norah Jones poured in—soft, low, like a whispered regret.

Hailey looked up, eyes wide. “You still remember this…”
I smiled. “Hard to forget. Fits the night.”

Ryan was already there. He offered his hand. Hailey set hers in his.

The first bars. Ryan’s hand hesitated at her waist. Hailey’s hand settled on his shoulder.

I sat back down. Lifted my glass. I was the audience.

I thought it was still a joke. But as the music spread, no one smiled.

Dim gold light. Wine heavy in the air. The world outside disappeared.

Part of me burned. Another part just wanted to see deeper.

Their steps stumbled, then synced. They turned slow on the wood floor. Breaths brushed.

Hailey lifted her face, eyes full of a sweet, dangerous confusion.
Ryan trembled, then drew her closer. The red silk pressed hard into his stomach.

I knew that look.
Not nostalgia. Something alive, breathing, right in front of me.

Between them wasn’t love. Not exactly lust. A crack that had never sealed.

The tempo eased. Hailey’s breathing quickened. Her chest rose under the thin silk.

Ryan bent. Their faces hovered until their breaths mixed.

I stayed put. Didn’t move. My fingers tightened on the stem, knuckles white.

The bridge—Norah’s voice sank, a last murmur.

Hailey tilted her head, eyes almost closed.
Ryan looked at her, then flicked his gaze to me. A flicker of hesitation. Asking permission.

I held his eyes. No nod. No shake.

He leaned in.

Ryan’s mouth touched hers.
A short, shaking kiss. Hailey didn’t pull away.

Just a second.

Then deeper—like a hunger held for years snapping open.

And Hailey… God, Hailey… her arms went up around his neck.

They kissed deep.

I saw their tongues catch, hungry, clumsy, like a seventeen-year-old first time.

A cold blade of jealousy ran down my spine. Anger.
But as they kissed harder, mouths stuck and wet, heat flared raw between my legs.

I was hard. Christ. And I kept watching.

Ryan’s hand left her waist and grabbed her ass, full and tight. The red silk stretched and warped under his fingers.
Hailey moaned, the sound swallowed in their mouths. She didn’t stop—she pressed herself harder into him.

It went on… and on. The music had died somewhere back there.
Only breathing now. Only the slick sound of kissing.

At last Ryan broke away.

He was breathing hard. So was Hailey—face flushed, lips swollen and slick.

Ryan stared at her, then seemed to wake. Panic skittered across his eyes toward me.

He nodded, shaky. “Thank you, Evan… I—I should go.”
He said it fast and snatched his coat—

running from the room, from me, from the moment he’d just broken the one rule he wasn't supposed to break.




Chapter 6

He grabbed his coat and nearly ran for the door.
“Ryan!”

My voice came out harder than I expected.

He froze on the threshold and turned. His eyes were confused, wet with guilt.

I don’t know why I said it. It left my mouth like instinct.
“It’s cold,” I said, calm to the point of eerie. “And it’s raining. Stay. Crash here tonight.”

The room fell dead silent.

Ryan stood there, caught between the urge to bolt and the last line of courtesy.

Hailey looked at me, stunned. Her lips were still swollen, red.

“Stay, Ryan… it’s really cold out,” she said softly, voice shaking.

The table lamp flickered, casting strange shadows. The rain thickened.

The three of us drifted inside a damp silence—embarrassed, tipsy, lost.

•••

In the end, Ryan nodded.

No one mentioned the kiss.

We cleaned in quiet. Dishes, rain, a little jazz, and the weight of wine on the air.

I pulled pillows and a blanket from the hall closet and handed them to Ryan. He’d take the couch.
“Sleep well, Ryan,” Hailey said with a strained smile.
“Thanks. Good night.”

I locked the windows. Poured more wine and didn’t drink it.

The dark red in the glass swirled, a chaotic mirror to my thoughts.

•••

In the bedroom, the nightstand lamp spread a soft glow.

Hailey sat on the edge of the bed, fingers twisted tight. Hailey sat on the edge of the bed, still in the red dress, fingers twisted tight. The image of the hard points under silk wouldn't leave my head.

“I…” Her voice wavered. “I’m sorry, Evan.”

I sat beside her and took her hand. Cold.

“It’s… okay.”

She looked up, eyes glossy. “I don’t know why I did that… It felt like I wasn’t myself.”

I watched her. That fragility… hotter than the confidence from before.

“I get it,” I said slowly. “If it were me, I might not have stopped either. When something’s been bottled that long, it has to burst.”

She stared, surprised. “You mean that?”

I nodded. Smiled—a tired, bitter edge to it. “I do. I’m hurting. But…”

She flinched, barely.

“…I don’t want you living with regret. If you’re happy, I feel it too.”

Hailey tilted her head and eased her forehead to my shoulder. We sat in silence. Rain kept steady outside, like a heartbeat thudding in my chest.

My arousal hadn’t gone anywhere. It pulsed, low. I stroked her hair and breathed the clean, warm scent of her shampoo. When I spoke, my voice rasped.

“Hailey…”

She lifted her face. Her breath brushed my mouth.

“If… I give you permission…”

She stilled. Her pupils widened.

“…would you want to keep Ryan warm tonight?”

The words dropped into the rain. Long. Heavy. Unreal.

Hailey went rigid. Eyes wide, shining and unsteady.
“What… did you say?”

I didn’t answer. I only held her gaze with a worn-out, honest smile.

Maybe I’d gone too far.
Or maybe—finally—this was the truth I’d been dodging.

Her breath quickened. Her shoulders trembled. The warm light slid across her eyes—fear there, and want, and something waking up.




Chapter 7

I pressed into the shadowed hallway.
The apartment lay in darkness, only a weak gold wash from the living room and the steady rain outside.

The bedroom door creaked. I held my breath.
Her silhouette slipped past.

The red dress. Christ. I’d bought it for a night that belonged to us.
Now it was his.

My breath snagged. My heart kicked—guilt, betrayal, and a sick, coiled hunger folding into one.

She was barefoot. Soft steps on wood. The dim light slid over her bare back, the cling of thin silk, the hem riding high to bare almost all of her tight ass. Her nipples were hard, sharp through the fabric, pointing forward.

She was hunting.

I stayed still. Cold sweat tracked my neck.

•••

Hailey stopped by the sofa—a red blaze in the dark.

A rustle of fabric. Ryan jolted up, voice rough with sleep and panic.
“Hailey… what are you doing here?”

She sat on the cushion’s edge, close to where he lay. Her voice was small, nearly breath.
“Shh… I just… couldn’t sleep.”

Ryan glanced around the dark room. “What about Evan?”

“He’s out.”

A lie soft as wine. I saw the tremor of her smile in the warm light.

Silence. Only their breathing, threaded with the rain.

“Why aren’t you sleeping?” Hailey asked.

Ryan whispered—so low I had to stop breathing to hear it:
“That kiss… it was incredible, Hailey. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

She tilted her head, a small smile. “Me too.”

The space between them dissolved.

Breath touched breath. Ryan’s hand rose and traced her bare shoulder. Her skin pebbled. She shivered.

•••

Hailey let a quick breath out.
Ryan took her hand. She didn’t pull away.

Consent.

They leaned in.

The first kiss—slow, testing the flame.
Then deeper.
Then gone.

Wet, urgent breaths. Mouths and tongues catching. The scent of warm skin and old wine lifting in the room.

Ryan slid his fingers into her hair and drew her closer. Hailey’s nails grazed his shoulder and held.

I stood there. Shaking.

Jealousy. And want. A toxic blend.

I wanted to drag him off her.
But my body wouldn’t move—pinned between pain and pleasure.

Both pounded in my chest—and drove hard between my legs.

They broke for air. A soft, wet pop in the dark.

Hailey gasped. Her voice was husky, heavy with heat.
“I… I want, when you go back to Berlin…”

She drew a breath.
“…there’s nothing left to regret.”




Chapter 8

I stood in the dark.
Her words hung in the air, sharp as a knife point:

“I want, when you go back to Berlin… there’s nothing left to regret.”

Silence.
A clean cut. Jealousy, fear, and a stunned kind of awe.

I started this. I pushed her here.
But hearing Hailey say it—plain, raw, choosing it—I felt the blade go straight through my chest.

No fantasy left to hide behind.

Ryan exhaled, frozen. His voice shook, honest.
“Hailey… I want you. But Evan—he’s good to you. I can’t do that to a man like him.”

Another man guarding my honor while my woman leaned in to kiss him.

I saw myself in Ryan. A man caught between virtue and hunger.

My jealousy cooled and made room for something else: sympathy, hot and warped.

Maybe I didn’t only want the chaos.
Maybe I wanted to see her free—truly.

And because Ryan was decent, because he loved her with restraint, she was safe.
That, more than anything, made this bearable.

•••

Hailey moved. She took the lead.

She knelt by the edge of the sofa, her fingers resting on his cheek. Her voice went low, soft as wine.
“It’s okay, Ryan… he’s out cold. Just a little secret between us.”

A secret.

The word hit me harder than any kiss.

I was being betrayed. And I was hard for it.

I’d given her freedom—and she was using it.

Ryan started to speak, but Hailey laid a finger on his lips. Shh.

Then she kissed him.

No hesitation.

Deep. Wet. A small sound slipped from her throat as their mouths sealed.

Their shadows merged in the dim light.

Wine, warm skin, hot breath braided together.

Her blond hair spilled down, brushing his face. When she tilted, the light skimmed the tattoo—breathe.

My body shook. I didn’t back away.

Pleasure as torture.

Ryan stopped resisting. His hand slid down her thigh, over the red silk.

Hailey closed her eyes. One long breath. Her chest rose hard. Her breathing filled the quiet room like my heart hammering.

His hand moved to her back and lower, gripping her.

Not a stroke—an eager squeeze. The red silk stretched and warped under his fingers.

Hailey’s moan broke between their joined mouths.

The dress climbed. Bare hip. Arched spine. The tattoo breathe. flickering in the warm light.

I set my palm on the cold wall and panted.

She wasn’t only mine anymore.
But this moment—only I got to see it.

They kept kissing. Ryan’s hand slid higher, under the dress.

Hailey gasped, pulled back for one strangled breath.

Breathe…

I repeated it in my head.

Yes. Breathe.
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The air went thick.
Rain hissed at the window. I stayed against the wall, heart pounding in my ears. The weak gold from the living room lit only broken shapes—and I saw them.

Hailey’s shadow, bent over the sofa. Ryan’s shadow, kneeling in front.

From my angle I could see her shoulder tremble, the red dress pulled tight, rising and falling with her breath.
Silk rustled. Then a wet sound, a sharp inhale.

Ryan’s voice came low and shaking:
“…You’re so wet, Hailey.”

She answered in fragments:
“Mm… yeah… right there, Ryan… a little deeper…”

I stopped breathing. A little deeper burned into my skull like flame.

“I…” Ryan said under the rain. “I don’t have much experience… tell me how…”

Hailey moaned—caught, damp. “Mm… you’re doing fine… keep going…”

His hand moved in shadow. Her sounds got softer, faster.

“Two fingers… yeah, like that…”

Her voice was soft, but it ruled.

The wet rhythm filled the room—sliding out, pressing in, sliding out.
Her hips rose off the cushion. Toes curled. Her breath broke into pieces.

Every “mm” from her drove my nails into the wall. My palm slicked with sweat.

“Aah…” Hailey arched. The moan stretched and snapped into heavy breaths.

Ryan bent—not down, but up.

His face buried in her chest.

Light caught—her nipple showed through the thin silk, his mouth over it. The sound of suckling rose, wet, hot, real.

Hailey’s moan choked. Ryan’s breath flared through his nose.

They were breathing for me.

Not a dream.

She was shaking, being pushed toward madness by another man—and I was still here.

Every breath she took lit my gut.

The ache in my pants bordered on pain, and I still didn’t stop.

I moved with them—not the husband being robbed, but the man sharing pleasure.

Rain hammered the glass.

Hailey panted, close to a sob. “Ryan…”

He answered, voice rough.

I shut my eyes and let my head tap the cold wall. Sweat ran down my spine.

She was coming apart… and not because of me.

•••

Her breathing grew heavier. Moans cut into the rain.
The slick friction rose between their breaths.

I braced my back to the wall, fingers biting the grout, knuckles white.

“I’m not looking,” I told myself, “but every sound she makes punches through me.”

His fingers slid out and pressed in again, faster.
Her shoulder twitched. Her thighs opened wider in the warm light.

Then her voice came—caught but clear:
“Let me see it, Ryan…”

Not a plea. A wet, sovereign order.

Ryan froze. His breath surged. He let her go.

A dry rasp. A zipper.
Fabric peeled from skin.

He stood. The light washed his abdomen—slick with sweat. Not big, but lean and tight.

The light dipped lower.

There it was—hard, heavy, dark, twitching with each breath.
The head shone wet, catching the gold.

A real shape. Raw. Threatening. Dark against Hailey’s sun-browned skin.

She looked up at him, eyes glossy and bright. Her breath clipped.
One hand braced behind her, chest heaving, the dress fallen to bare one breast.
The pink peak stood tight, flushed in the lamp glow.

Ryan bent—not for her mouth.
He sealed his lips over her bare breast, drawing the tight, pink peak into his mouth.

Hailey hissed.
I watched, chest clamping, frozen hard.

I pictured that thickness sliding into her—and shuddered.

Ryan lifted his head, voice strangled and hoarse, breath tearing:
“Can I… go in?”

The room locked. Rain kept falling. Their breaths braided.

Hailey raised her head. Her eyes were hazy, but her voice came slow, sharp as a blade:
“Not yet, Ryan.”

He stilled.
His breath broke.

His hand stayed on her hip—rigid, trapped on the line between control and surrender.
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“Not yet, Ryan.”

I froze. My heart slammed into my throat. I’d been waiting for the moment he pushed into her. And Hailey said “not yet.”

I held my breath, eye to the sliver of wall.

Hailey pressed a palm to Ryan’s chest. He stumbled back and landed flat on the sofa.

She straightened. She didn’t look at Ryan. She didn’t look toward me. She stared into the dark ahead, like she was performing for herself.

Both hands found the hem of the red dress at her hips.

Silk rose—inch by inch.

The thin fabric slid off her tight thighs, skimmed her waist, swept over her breasts. The dress fell and pooled at her feet, a puddle of red.

Warm lamp light licked her sun-browned skin. Curves flashed alive. Breasts high and full, nipples pink and hard. The round of her ass threw a shadow on the wall.

Ryan went slack-jawed.

My throat went dry. I've known this body intimately. I’ve tasted it. Touched it. But tonight I was watching from the dark. What’s mine, bared for another man. My chest tightened.

My cock was rock hard. Sore.

•••

Ryan lay back, swallowing. His voice cracked like a prayer.
“God… you’re beautiful.”

Hailey smiled. Satisfied. Arrogant. A goddess accepting worship.

She walked to him, slow. Stopped right in front of his face.

She planted one bare foot on the cushion beside his hip. The pose exposed everything. Her perfume mixed with warm sweat, sweet and sharp.

“Eat my pussy, Ryan.”

Not an invitation. An order. Cold. Final.

Her finger pointed straight down at the wet cleft between her legs.

Ryan slid lower and dropped to his knees. He looked up, staring at Hailey’s pussy, dazed like he was kneeling before a relic.

His tongue slipped out, slow. He licked.

From here—by accident or design—I saw everything.

Hailey keeps it smooth. I’ve always loved that. The light hit and her pink lips shone, slick, opening with pride.

Ryan’s hand shook. His tongue went deeper.

Hailey tipped her head back. Her eyes cut toward me—toward the shadow where I hid.

Her mouth parted. A thin, hot sound slipped out.

She was looking at me. Clearly.

My chest cinched. Air stuck in my throat.

I understood. This was for me. A live performance—harder than any porn I’ve ever watched.

•••

Hailey reached out—not to steady herself.

She grabbed a fistful of his hair. Pressed Ryan’s face hard into her. Firm.

“Ah… mmm…”

Her moans evened out, solid. The wet sounds of his tongue filled the quiet room. The fridge hummed. Everything funneled into the space between her thighs.

And she kept looking at me.

Through the dark. Eyes bright, wet, daring.

I couldn’t stand still anymore. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t step in.

I chose something else.

While Ryan stayed worshipping, I stepped one pace out from the wall. Just enough for the living-room light to catch me.

Enough for Hailey to see better.

To see my hand wrapped around my hard cock.

To see me stroke it, slow, matching her breath.

We were silent. Our eyes locked.

As soon as she saw my hand move, her eyes blew wide. Her breath shattered.

“God…” she hissed through her teeth. “Ah… I’m gonna die… that feels so good.”

Hailey lost control. Her whole body tightened. Both hands locked on Ryan’s head. Her hips drove into his face, fast and deep.




Chapter 11

The moment her eyes locked on my hand, her proud smile shattered.
A hiss—“S-s-s-s”—slipped through her teeth.

She wasn’t commanding anymore. She was begging.

Both hands clenched in Ryan’s hair—not to control, but to hold on. Her hips jerked, shaking, out of rhythm.
“Harder… don’t stop, lick deeper!” Her voice broke between breaths.

Ryan buried his face deeper; the wet sounds tangled with her splintering moans.
“Mmm— yeah… right there… harder…!” she cried, high and ragged.

No more power. Only need.

Her moans braided with Ryan’s choked grunts. He was pinned between her thighs, barely breathing.

I stood there with my fist tight around my cock. My pulse matched my hand. I watched her quads harden, the quick, relentless clench beneath her sun-browned skin.

“I—I’m gonna cum! Don’t stop, fuck!” she screamed, almost sobbing.

Then it hit.

One last convulsion. Her whole body arched, back bowing like a drawn bowstring.

Not a stream.
A jet.

A hot spray snapped loose, spattering everywhere. The lamp caught the droplets, glittering. It splashed his chin, his cheek, coated Ryan’s face.

He jolted, let her go, coughing. His face shone with her.

Hailey slid down, limp, trembling. Her breath stuttered; her chest heaved like she’d finished a race. Her legs stretched, twitching in small aftershocks.

I stayed where I was. My cock hard as stone in my grip, my breathing as heavy as hers.

I’d never seen her like this. Completely let go.

Did she reach that edge because of his tongue?
Or because of me—the man in the dark, stroking, watching her be utterly free at another man’s mouth?



Ryan crawled up her body, face still dripping. He knelt between her shaking thighs, voice rough, reverent with shock.
“Jesus… you just squirted all over my face.”

Hailey was still gasping. She smiled, lazy, wrecked, radiant.
“It… it was too much,” she whispered. “I couldn’t hold it.”

“I’ll remember that feeling for the rest of my life,” Ryan said, breath heavy, hand closing around his glossy-hard cock, still twitching. “Now… can I go in?”

Hailey didn’t answer at once. She reached up, dragged a fingertip through her own wet on his cheek, and held his eyes.
“Hurry, Ryan… I need you inside me.”

Ryan growled low in his throat.
“I’ll show you what really makes you cum.”

He edged closer, their breaths mixing.
“Watch me when I enter you, Hailey. Watch.”

The moment. Finally here.

I held my breath.

Ryan braced one hand on the cushion, the other guiding his cock to the soaked, open pussy waiting for him.

He pushed in.

The swollen head vanished between her slick pink lips.
A wet sound ripped the quiet—thin, sweet, like fabric tearing.

He slid deeper, slow and sure. Inch by inch.

Hailey bit her lip, eyes never leaving his.
“God—yes…” she choked.

His shaft disappeared, and then—
Christ—he was buried to the hilt.

They exhaled together.
Their moans broke at the same time, blending—thick, wet, primal pleasure as he filled the woman who used to be only mine.




Chapter 12

They held there.
One second. Two. The air thickened.

All three of us stopped breathing.

Ryan exhaled, a strangled growl in his throat. He dipped to Hailey’s neck and breathed in deep—like he was inhaling seventeen again.

Then he moved.

The first pullout. Slow. Heavy.
I watched every slick inch slide free—dark, swollen, gleaming with her. The lamplight turned it into something alive, trembling.

Then he pushed. Hard. Clean. To the hilt.

“A—ahhh!”

Hailey broke, her cry cracking—pleasure spliced with old longing.

Ryan paused a beat, forehead to hers, voice shaking like tears wrapped around a smile.
“Hailey… I… I finally get to fuck you.”

She panted, voice husky-soft. “Ummm… how’s my pussy, Ryan?”

“God…” He swallowed. “Perfect… it’s gripping me… so tight…”

The next stroke went deeper, wetter, locked in.
Hailey’s low sound spilled out. “Ahh… it’s not a first time anymore… it’s had other men…”

Ryan’s eyes opened, sweat running down his temple.
“No… with me… it’s always the first time, Hailey.”

Dirty. Hurt. True.

He started to thrust.

Third. Fourth—faster, thicker.
The sofa squealed. Their breaths collided.

Each draw back flashed wet light on his shaft.
Hailey clutched his shoulders, her body rising to meet him.

Ryan grated, “Fuck… you’re squeezing me… too much…”
“God… Ryan… don’t stop…” she hissed.

She didn’t look at me now. Her eyes rolled, wet and wild.

I knew it—right then, she belonged to him.

I stayed in the dark, fist tight on my cock, breathing to their rhythm.

Hailey hooked her legs around his hips, her heels digging into his back, locking him in.
“Deeper. Harder.”

Ryan growled, words breaking:
“I’m going to make tonight unforgettable.”

The next drive slammed the sofa into the wall.

Thud. Thud.

Like my heart breaking open in my chest.

Hailey threw her head back, moaning without sound. Ryan bit her shoulder, voice choking.
“Hailey…”

She opened her eyes and saw the red rims of his eyes.
“Are… you crying?”

“No…” he whispered, ragged. “I’ve just… waited so long for this.”

She smiled through the moan.
“You should thank Evan… thank him for letting you stay tonight…”

Hailey tilted her head, breath jagged, smile crooked.
“Tomorrow morning… try telling him… that you fucked his girlfriend—his future wife—all night.”

Ryan’s answer was a hoarse snarl. The next thrust pounded, relentless.

The sofa hammered the wall. Flesh on flesh, her cry scaling higher.

Hailey’s voice split, her hands clamping his head, her mouth open, breath in shards.
“Ahh… god… deeper… right there…”

I stayed and watched them in the smeared light—skin, sweat, wet—everything merging.

My hand moved faster, matching Ryan’s drives.
I wasn’t just watching anymore.
I was with them.



I don’t know how long they went. Five minutes. Ten. Time dissolved, ground to paste under the rough, wet tempo.

The thudding broke apart. Ryan’s rhythm lost its evenness—now frantic, urgent, a drowning man clawing for one last breath. He wasn’t making love. He was surviving.

Hailey’s sounds blew past control. No more soft ah. Now it was shredded, hoarse—half sob, half scream.
“More… faster… Ryan… fuck me… yes!”

Ryan roared—raw, sandpapered, desperate.

His hair was soaked, plastered to his forehead. Sweat dripped to Hailey’s chest, beading into dim streaks. He was a machine now, nothing but thrust after thrust, as if his life hung on that motion.

Then he jerked. His whole body went taut. His breath tore like an animal cornered.

“I—” he gasped, voice breaking. “Hailey… I can’t… I’m about to—”

My gut clenched.

No. Stop.

My hand on my cock froze halfway.

Hailey lifted her head. Her hair was wet, stuck to her cheek. Her eyes blazed—mad and bright in the lamp glow. She stared straight at him.
“Then…” she exhaled, words fractured. “Come inside me, Ryan.”

Her voice rang clear now—no tremor. Authority.

“I want it.”

I stood locked. The room lost its air.

Ryan went still.
“You… sure?” His voice tore. “Hailey… we…”

“Shh.”

Hailey pressed one sweat-slick finger to his mouth.

She held his gaze—devoted, near worship.
“Yes,” she whispered. “I want it. I want tonight… complete.”

Complete.

The word knifed through me.

Complete meant there was no place for me.

She drove her heel into his ass. Hard.

A silent order. Cruel. Perfect.

And Ryan roared—the last sound, thick and ragged—breaking open into the hot, humid room.
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They didn’t part.
They lay stacked on the sofa, sweat-slick in the fading lamp glow.
Ryan stayed greedy—I knew he would. He only had tonight, and he was clutching every second.

His cock stayed lodged inside her, an anchor sunk deep, refusing to leave.

Now they only looked at each other. No more wild thrusts. Just lazy, short kisses, tasting of sweat and skin.
Ryan smoothed the wet strands off her cheek.
Hailey looped her arms behind his neck and nuzzled his throat.

No words. Only breath. Only skin sliding on skin.

And me—I was adrift.
No longer the instigator, not even the audience high on heat.
I was an outsider in my own life.

Looking at them… they were beautiful, in a crooked way.
An unfinished schoolyard thing finally completed—in every sense.

The scorching jealousy cooled and left something colder: envy.
I didn’t feel betrayed. I envied their completeness.

“Um…”
Hailey’s small sound pulled me back. Her voice was sleepy, rough, surprised.
“…You’re hard again.”

My throat closed. I swallowed, trying to drown the chaos rising in my chest.

Ryan chuckled low, satisfied to the point of cruelty. He kissed her forehead.
“Yeah… I’m savoring every minute, Hailey. I’m going to fuck you… all night.”

He wasn’t joking.

He started to move—slow, deep, a lazy friction.
Then the sound returned.

That small, wet slap—quiet and merciless.

Every time he drew back, I saw it.
Hailey’s pussy… leaking.

Milky cum, mixed with her slick, ringed the base of his shaft with each stroke.
It greased the very act that kept going.

Stark. White. Undeniable.

I stopped watching.

The arousal drained out, leaving a cold hollow.

I turned and walked to the bedroom.
The wet slap followed me down the hall.

I closed the door. The sound still slipped through the crack.

I sat, numb, on the edge of the bed—our bed—and stared at the window, where the rain kept falling.

Why?

Why was I sorry now?

A bitter taste climbed my throat.
I had pushed her away.
And now I wasn’t sure… if I could bring her back.
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The rain suddenly thickened, like someone had turned up the world’s volume.
It whipped the window frame, hissing in urgent, icy bursts.

I lay there with my eyes open, watching the water streak down the glass.
Sleep wouldn’t come.
I couldn’t switch off the reel in my head—their bodies, their breath, her voice still echoing in me like an aftershock that refused to die.

The rain kept falling, steady as the heart of someone fading.

And me… I couldn’t tell if I was breathing because I was alive or because I hadn’t dared to stop.

Sometimes the thought skimmed past—let go.
Not because I’m weak. I’m not afraid of Ryan.
I’m afraid of the truth that Hailey found herself again, and there… there might be no room for me.

She laughs with him.
The kind of laugh I haven’t seen in months.
The laugh of someone forgiven and set free.

The way she screamed, the way she let go completely—
it made me jealous, and it relieved me.
Because for the first time in too long, I saw her happy.
And maybe… I never took her that far.

I lifted a hand and touched the blanket. It still held her warmth.
A faint trace of perfume, threaded with the smell of rain seeping through the sash.

All of it was her. None of it was mine.



Click.

Small sound. It cut through the rain like a bullet.

The whole room went still—only rain—and then click—one pulse of life in a dead night.

I jolted. My heart kicked hard, like someone had yanked me out of the water and forced me to breathe.

The doorknob turned.
The door opened with a creak, the hinge catching.

A thin wash of hallway light slid across the floor—pale, cool, lonely, like the last breath of a tired lamp.

I froze. My heart missed a beat.

A naked body, wet and glistening in the dark, stepped in.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t stop.
Her shadow moved through the air, slow as a dream I didn’t dare trust.

She slid a hand under the blanket and came straight beneath it—like she was slipping back into my chest, the place she’d left.

Her body poured in—warm, heavy, soft, real.
Her skin pressed to my back—hot, damp, lightly trembling.
My heart pounded until it hurt, each thud echoing in an empty ribcage.

And under the warmth… the smell.

Strong sweat.
Sex. Skin and semen. The scent of another man.

Ryan.

Hailey wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me close.
Her breath slid over my nape, hot and wet.

Her voice came rough and small, sticking to my skin.
“Hey…”

A long quiet passed.

“You couldn’t sleep… could you?”
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“You couldn’t sleep… could you?”

I didn’t get to answer.

That small, warm, simple question sliced open the wound I thought I could bear.

I turned to her on instinct.

She was there, right in front of me—skin warm, damp, clinging.

Without thinking I pulled her in. Held her tight, like if I let go she’d vanish again.

My chest locked.
My eyes stung. My breath broke in my throat.

I didn’t care what clung to her skin anymore—the sweat, the smell of Ryan, the scent of a night I couldn’t erase.
All I knew was… I was holding my woman, and she was here—really here.

Hailey squeezed back. Her arm slid behind me, fingertips warm tracing down my spine.

“Hey,” she whispered. “You thought you lost me, didn’t you?”

I nodded, my chin trembling.
My voice cracked. “Yeah… I did. I thought it was over.”

She smiled—small, tired, but bright in the dark.
“Dummy. He’s the past. It’s finished, and it’s complete.”

She pressed her forehead to mine, voice low and soft as the rain.
“And you… you’re the one I'm building my life with.”

I looked into her eyes. No lust there now—only something worn and gentle.

She brushed my cheek with her mouth and breathed a confession:
“What man lets the woman he loves finish an old dream?
You did.
And I…”—her breath warmed my lips—
“…I’m truly happy with you.”

I couldn’t speak. Warmth flooded me, clean and total.

I wanted that. Wanted her recognition.
I wanted to hold this quiet and make it last.

Hailey didn’t let me think.

She took my hand—hot, a little shaky—
guided it down across her flat belly, over her waist, to her hip—lower.

Her skin was slick heat.

My fingers slid over the smooth mound… and then there.

A wet cleft. Slick.
I felt the slide, the heat… and the cum.

Thick. The salt of him. The sweet warmth of her. Mixed.

“It’s still inside me,” she breathed, her words sticking to my ear.

Her voice melted into the smell of skin and sex, and my whole body lit.

Heat rushed through me.
My cock, denied all night, swelled hard again, pounding, aching, grinding against the fabric.

She felt it. She shifted, pressing into that heat, slow friction—deliberate, ruthless, sweet.

Her whisper wasn’t comfort now. It was a naked invitation:
“Do you want to fuck me?”
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I couldn’t tell where pleasure ended and regret began.
Everything boiled in my chest, rolling, ready to blow.

I wanted to kiss her, crush her, make her mine again—even if her skin still held another man’s scent.

A growl ripped up from deep in my ribs. In a heartbeat I lunged over Hailey—not to caress, but to claim.

I sealed my mouth on hers, teeth grazing, the kiss thick with skin, sweat, and Ryan.

My hands didn’t pet. I gripped her full breasts hard—hard enough to draw a hiss into my mouth. I wanted my marks on her. I wanted to erase the rest.

My cock, iron-hard, slid between her thighs. Slick. Hot. Drenched.

Hailey met me.

No resistance—she hauled my head in, fingers raking my hair. Her legs opened, ready, offered.

A sound tore from both our throats.

I didn’t have to search. The heat led me.

One short glide, and I was in.

Her pussy—wet, deep, slick with both of them—swallowed me whole.

It tightened, gripped, sucked at me.

I groaned, shaking. A long, heavy sound that thudded inside my chest.

A whole night of pressure—images, sounds, scent—blew apart.

I drove deep, hard.

Each stroke burned my skin raw, like every inch of me was dragging through flame.

The smell of sex, of Ryan, of her—thick, cloying, almost sweet enough to sicken.

Hailey exhaled. Her face wasn’t twisted by fevered pleasure anymore.

No. She’d already ridden every edge.

What was left was joy. Quiet. Happiness.

Her eyes shone in the dark.

She looked at me—not a woman being taken, but a woman handing everything back.

She smiled—soft, satisfied.

“That’s right, Evan…”

She whispered between broken breaths.

“Move… let me feel you… let me remember I still belong to you…”
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I collapsed on top of her, feeling her heart hammering wild beneath my chest.
I don’t know how long it took, but my breathing finally slowed. Hailey slid lazily up and rested her head on my chest.

She smiled—face loose with happiness, eyes bright in the dark as she looked up at me.

“It… felt so damn good, baby,” I rasped.

Hailey giggled—small, warm, a little mischievous.
“Thanks to Ryan’s cum?”

I pinched her cheek lightly, half a laugh, half spent.
“Because… I know I haven’t lost you.”

I paused, then snorted at myself.
“And, maybe… yeah, thanks to Ryan’s cum too.”

“So,” she arched a brow, teasing, “should Ryan thank you, or should you thank him?”

I let out a rough laugh. “Both. I made his wish come true.
And he… fucked my future wife all night.”

Hailey laughed and shook her head.
“Fine, I’ll pass along your thanks in the morning.”

“Think he’ll put it in his novel?” I asked, half joke, half not.

She shot me a side look, a crooked smile.
“A story about a husband who likes being cuckolded?”

I swatted her butt. “You’re bad.”

“I know…” She nuzzled into my chest, breath sticky-warm on my skin.
“…and, Evan.”

That tone—the one she uses when she’s about to ask for something.

I went quiet and waited.

“Tomorrow…” she hesitated, “I want… to keep going with Ryan.”

She saw me stiffen and rushed on:
“Just through tomorrow. He flies back to Germany the day after.”

I looked at her a beat, then laughed—deep from my chest, rough and hollow.
“Baby,” I said, stroking her hair, “one time, two times, ten times… what’s the difference.”

Her eyes lit. She pushed up and peppered my face with kisses.
“Thank you, husband…”

We held each other tight.

The sheets were still damp.
Her skin stuck to mine, and every small shift made a tiny wet pop—crude, real, familiar.
Rain, sweat, the scent of all three of us braided together.

I laughed with her, but something still pinched inside—a dirty happiness we were both choosing.

Maybe forgiveness isn’t forgetting. Maybe it’s knowing everything… and opening your arms anyway.

We didn’t say anything else.
Just listened to the rain.
And to each other’s breathing.

Damp.
Warm.
Enough to forget the world outside.




Chapter 18

I woke to first light slipping through the curtains.
No hollow feeling. No nightmare.
Only Hailey’s skin still on the pillow—sweet, warm, real.

She lay on her side, back to me.
Her hair was a tangle over her shoulder, a few strands stuck to her neck where my mark still showed faint and red.
Her skin held a soft sun-kissed tone in the morning light, impossibly smooth.
The round of her hip and ass peeked from the sheet, that curve tightening my chest—tenderness and hunger braided.

I eased the blanket up over her and bent to kiss her bare chest.
A slow, long kiss, the small sound of skin on skin clear in the quiet.

She sighed in her sleep, lips parting on reflex.
I smiled.

Last night wasn’t a dream.
It happened.
And somehow, a strange calm settled in me.



The living room was full of sun.
On the table, two mugs of coffee sent up thin steam.

Ryan sat upright, staring out the window.
The place was spotless—the sofa throw changed, wine glasses cleared—only the faint, dried echo of sex beneath the coffee in the air.

He turned when I came in.
“Morning,” he said, voice small.

I nodded and pulled out the chair across from him.

Silence.

He glanced at me, then down at the mug.
The bravado from last night was gone. What stayed was awkwardness—some fear, a little guilt.
I saw his throat jump every time he started to speak.

I let out a small laugh and set a hand on his shoulder.
“Good job.”

Ryan went still, eyes tightening like he’d misheard.
“Huh…?”

I kept a straight face, meeting his eyes, saying it like the simplest thing in the world:
“You did a good job… fucking my future wife.”

He froze.
His eyes blew wide; the coffee in his hand halted on the rim, about to spill.
A single drop slipped onto the floor and pooling dark.

I looked at it, then back up, still smiling—not angry, not mocking—just the smile of a man who’d lost, and gained, and wasn’t sure who he was anymore.




Chapter 19

Ryan swallowed, his voice unsteady.
“You… saw everything?”

I nodded slightly, the same tired smile on my face.
“Yeah. I asked Hailey to help you last night.”

The words stunned him.

His hand trembled on the coffee mug; his eyes fixed on me like he couldn’t believe it.
“W-why?”

I stopped looking at him.

My gaze went to the window—morning light spilling on the steps, leaves stirring, a few stray snowflakes drifting past the eaves.

I spoke slowly, voice dropping, like I was answering myself.
“I don’t know.”

I paused, breathed in.

“At first it just felt… strange, watching you and Hailey kiss.
I saw how much she wanted it.
And I… I wanted to see what the two of you would do next.”

I let out a small laugh with something caught inside it.
“When she went to the bedroom, I could tell she really wanted to sleep with you.
So I made the offer.”

My voice fell quieter.
“But later… when I watched her climax, watched her happy in your arms, I… regretted it. And I got scared.
Scared I was losing her.
Scared she wouldn’t come back.”

I looked farther, past the yard to the street.
“But then… she came back.”



Ryan stayed silent.

His fingers shook against the rim, porcelain clicking dryly in the quiet room.
We didn’t speak, but the air between us hung thick as smoke.

After a while he exhaled, slow, like swallowing words he wasn’t going to say.
“She…”

He stopped, lifted his head to meet my eyes.
“That night, I wanted her to sleep with me till morning.
But she said… what we had was complete. And it should end.”

He smiled a little—not happy, the kind of smile a man wears when he’s been forgiven.
“She said… now she was going back to you.
That you’re her future.”

I sat with that. Then let out a breath, almost a whisper:
“I realized I didn’t understand Hailey at all.
I realized… this is who she really is.”

Ryan’s gaze softened.
I met it, smiled, and nodded.
“Thank you.”

He nodded too. “Thank you.”

We sat there.

Two men, a cup of coffee cooling, and the snow thickening outside the window.
White flakes touched the glass and melted into long, sliding trails.




Chapter 20

Soft, light footsteps sounded behind us.
We both turned at once.

Hailey stood in the doorway, leaning on the frame.
A thin white towel was draped loosely over her shoulders.
Under the fabric, every line showed—full breasts, sun-warmed skin catching the light, bare legs misted with dew.
Her hair was damp and a little wild; drops slid along her collarbone.

She tilted her head, voice husky—lazy, with a wicked glint.
“What are my two gentlemen talking about? Saying anything bad about me?”

Ryan went speechless.
His eyes locked on her, his hand frozen mid-air with the coffee.

I smiled, slow, keeping my tone even.
“I was just telling Ryan that…”—I looked straight at her—
“…you begged me to let you keep fucking him today.”

Ryan instantly sprayed coffee, coughing, face flaming red.

Hailey burst into bright, ringing laughter that filled the room.
She walked toward us, hips smooth, sunlight climbing every curve.
She stopped beside me, resting a hand lightly on my shoulder.

“You’re wrong, Evan.”

I angled my head, not yet answering.

She smiled. Her hands slid lower, found the edge of the towel… and loosened.

The towel fell—slowly—as if time had been stretched.
Morning light poured through the window and washed over her.
The white snow outside made a backdrop for her tanned skin, her full breasts, the firm sweep of her hips, and the soft pink seam between her thighs—still a little swollen from the night.

Hailey looked straight at me—then at Ryan.
Her voice dropped, small and rough, a sinful invitation:
“I didn’t beg you to let me keep fucking Ryan…”

She swallowed and stepped half a pace closer.
“…I want both you and Ryan—to fuck me. Okay?”

No one spoke.
The air grew so thick I could hear the heartbeats of all three of us.

Light flooded in through the window, painting her body—bare, damp, proud.

Heat rushed through me, pooling low, tight, and boiling.
My throat went dry.

I let out a low laugh, ragged and honest.
“Yeah… that’s the woman I want to marry.”




Chapter 21

The air thickened. Ryan and I both held our breath—frozen by what she’d said and by the naked body soaking in the early sun.

Hailey broke the silence. She didn’t look at me. Her eyes pinned Ryan.
“Still sitting there, Ryan?”

Her voice was soft, sweet—and an order. Ryan jerked like he’d snapped out of a dream. He set his coffee down with shaking hands. “Hailey…” he stammered, eyes fixed on the flushed pink between her thighs.

“Stand up,” she said gently. “Take your pants off.”

Ryan swallowed. He flicked a quick, pleading glance at me. I only shrugged and sipped my coffee, letting the bitterness sit on my tongue. The boil in me hadn’t gone anywhere.

He stood. The zipper cut the quiet kitchen—dry, sharp. Fabric slid. Gray briefs hit the floor.

His cock sprang free, already hard. Not just hard—twitching with his pulse. The morning light hit it head-on, laying it bare—thick, long, flushed red with restraint. Heat surged through me—jealousy, hot and unwilling.

Hailey smiled—the hunter’s smile. She stepped in front of him, the warm mix of shampoo and skin spreading around us. She didn’t touch. She looked. Admired. Then she turned her back to Ryan and slowly arched, presenting her ass to me.

An invitation. Total exposure.

She bent. Her blond hair fell, veiling Ryan’s view—but giving me everything. From here I saw the tight round of her ass, and just below, her wet mouth—open, glistening in the sun. Her hand reached back and wrapped Ryan’s shaft.

“Last night…” she rasped, throat rough with want, “I didn’t get to taste it.” She lifted him and breathed him in.

She tilted her face up and locked on my eyes. “Baby.” A short breath. “What are you waiting for? Come behind me.”

I laughed low, breath heavy. I shoved my sleep pants down and stepped in, right behind her. Both hands spread on the heat of her ass. Her skin was smooth, taut. I pressed my swollen head to the slick mouth of her pussy. It slid.

The moment her lips closed over Ryan’s tip, I pushed—just the head.

Her body clamped around me, clinging.
One choked, wet moan broke from all three of us at once.




Chapter 22

I eased in, slow. One inch. Then another.
Her pussy was drenched, scorching, impossibly warm. It gripped me, pulsing in waves, alive like it had its own spirit.

From the front came a small gulping sound. She was taking Ryan down.

I set my rhythm—slow, deep—trying to feel every inner fold.
My hands spread on her ass—not to hold, but to savor. I gave a light smack.

Smack.

Clean and sharp in the sunlit kitchen.
Her skin flushed, trembling under my palm.

Hailey moaned, the sound strangled by what filled her mouth.
Her body rocked, the perfect counter—my strokes from behind, her mouth working in front.

I kept it slow. I couldn’t go harder—her mouth was busy.

Sun slanted through the window, turning the scene into a living canvas—beautiful, filthy, real.
Her lips stretched wide around another man’s shaft.
Spit spilled over, a silver string trailing from her chin to the floor, glittering in the light.

And I felt it.
Every time she sucked Ryan, her pussy tightened on me, clutching harder.

A live wire of pleasure snapped down my spine.

She was filled at both ends—and I was at the center of it all.
My lower belly clenched; jealousy and bliss fused into one.

This.
This was Hailey.
Not in spite of this—but because of this.

I stopped thrusting and held there, packing her full.

My voice tore out rough:
“Hailey.”

The wet sounds halted.
She let him slip from her mouth and turned. Sweat stuck to her brow; her lips parted; her eyes shone wet.

I looked at her and wasn’t sure who I was anymore.
Pleasure and love burned together, one flame.

“Hailey…” My voice cracked, almost a shout:
“Marry me.”

She froze. One beat. Two.
Sunlight skimmed her shoulder, washed her shivering chest.

Then she smiled—shaky, breathless.
“I…”—she hissed when I drove deeper—“…I will, you maniac.”

Her words melted into breath, into my rhythm, into the scent of our skin.

And to seal it, she turned back and took Ryan into her mouth again—harder, deeper.

That act—that yes—swept away the last of my control.

I growled and hammered, faster, urgent, pouring everything into her in hot, surging waves—buried to the hilt—while our breaths tangled, our moans broke, and sunlight shattered across the floor.




Epilogue

The next day.
The car glides. I’m driving, eyes on a road dusted with feather-thin snow. Heat hums from the vents, a soft blanket against the cold outside.
And the opposite of what’s burning in the back seat.

The wet slap of skin. Steady. Slick.
Breaths, quick and ragged.
Hailey’s voice, small and broken up, threading through the engine’s drone.

I smile. I don’t turn around.
I watch the rearview.

Her dress is shoved high. She’s riding Ryan, hips working in an even pulse.
Each dip her body makes her sun-browned ass bounce, sweat glittering in the early light.
She turns her head and meets me in the mirror—eyes wet, dirty, and warm in a way that feels almost tender.

I think about yesterday.
The apartment thick with sweat and cum.
My fiancée’s pussy swollen, almost purple, from being taken in turns by two men.
I came three times. Ryan came four.
This morning he still looked wrung out, and Hailey only laughed—bright and alive—as she wiped the pale streaks off her chest.

Now, in the car, she moans again.
A sigh threads through the rhythm of bodies, damp and even, like a heartbeat.
She presses Ryan down, rolls her hips in slow circles, spine arched—sin made beautiful.
I keep my hands on the wheel and breathe deep.
In the tight cabin, the smell of sex mixes with cold snow air and takes over everything.

We’re headed to the airport.
Hailey is tasting the last of it.
And me… I’m happy.
Not because I “have” her.
Because she’s free—and so am I.



We walk Ryan to the security line.
He turns and gives a small smile. No guilt now. No stiffness. Just peace.
Hailey nods back. They don’t hug. They don’t need to.

When he disappears past the checkpoint, I take her hand and we head for the lot.
No one speaks for a few minutes.
Snow drifts down. The wind finds our collars. Hailey’s skin is still hot.

She slides into the seat and tugs her dress, but I see it anyway—
a thin, pearly sheen between her thighs.
Ryan’s cum.
Faded now, but there. A fragile trace. Proof of a dream that ended and still lingers.

“What are you thinking, Evan?”
Her voice is light. Her mouth smiles. Her eyes carry a quiet ache.
Of course. She did love him once.

I smile back.
“I’m thinking…” I meet her eyes and take my time, “…who gets to fuck my wife next.”

Hailey blinks, then laughs—soft, bright, echoing in the white world outside.
She leans in, breath warm on my neck.
“You’re filthy, Evan.”

I squeeze her hand. “So are you. And you said yes to marrying me.”

“I did,” she says, voice gone husky, half joke, half truth.
“A husband who likes to be cuckolded.”

Our laughter fills the car with the wind and the snow.
Not the laughter of guilt.
The laughter of people who’ve touched a kind of freedom the world will never understand.

Author’s Note

Thank you for staying with me—and with Hailey and Evan—until the last page.

This book was written as a standalone trip, where desire, guilt, and love crash into each other without asking permission. If time allows, I’ll be back—with Book 2—diving into the wild and the dark at their wedding.

A wedding not just lace and vows, but flesh, erased lines, and a crooked kind of happiness that’s real.

For Thanksgiving, I wish you warmth, love, and laughter—whether you’re with family, with someone you adore, or alone beneath a small lamp.

And somewhere out there, you might cross paths with a couple like Hailey and Evan.
They may look ordinary. But behind their smiles, there could be another world—feral, honest, and free.

– Serena Vayne
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‘Don't leave with regrets,” my wife said.
| watched from the dark.. while she
warmed her first love.

SERENA VAYNE
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