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CHAPTER 1
THE TEXT MESSAGE



Cameron doesn’t mean to look. He’s just grabbing Mara’s phone off the kitchen counter, the screen still lit from a recent notification.

Something flashes—part of a name he doesn’t recognize. “Travis (Red Truck).” A preview of a text: "Your mouth last night… fuck, I can still feel it."

His chest tightens.

He stands there a moment too long, the air around him thick, congealed. The smell of coffee and garlic from last night’s dinner hangs in the house like a memory he forgot to throw out. His thumb twitches. He opens the message thread.

Travis: "You begged me to cum on your tits. I almost didn’t make it to the truck."

Mara: "Almost? You could’ve just done it inside me."

Travis: "Next time I will."

Mara: "Good. My pussy misses you already."

His throat dries up like paper. His heart doesn’t beat—it pounds. Hard. Violent. Then silence. The kind of silence that feels like it’s holding its breath with him. He locks the phone and sets it back exactly where it was. His hands shake.

He doesn’t say a word when she comes downstairs ten minutes later in yoga shorts and one of his old college t-shirts, her hair damp, fresh from a shower.

"Hey, baby," she says casually, leaning in to kiss him. Her lips brush his cheek. He doesn’t react. Her scent is coconut and clean skin, warm, innocent.

She walks past him toward the fridge.

"You know someone named Travis?" he asks.

She pauses, hand still on the fridge handle. Doesn’t turn. Doesn’t blink.

Then: “Yeah.”

His voice is flat. “Red truck Travis?”

Now she turns. Her face changes, but only for a second. The muscles in her jaw twitch before she smooths herself over. “Why?”

“I saw a message.” He meets her eyes. “Your phone was lit up. I wasn’t snooping.”

Mara leans back against the fridge, arms crossing beneath her breasts. Her mouth presses into a line. “Okay.”

He waits. She offers nothing. His stomach churns.

“Is there something going on?”

She shrugs. “There was.”

“You slept with him.”

Her lips part like she might deny it. But she doesn’t.

"Yes."

The word is quiet. Confident.

The floor feels farther away than it did a moment ago. Everything tilts sideways. Cameron can’t believe how calm she is. Her voice didn’t even crack.

“When?” he asks.

“About a month ago.”

“How many times?”

She thinks about it. That alone makes his stomach clench.

“Three.”

He stares at her. There’s a sharpness at the edges of his vision, a pressure at the back of his head like someone’s holding a lighter to his skull.

“Why?”

Her answer is so fast it must’ve been waiting in her throat: “You haven’t touched me in almost a year.”

That hits harder than anything else. His knees feel weak.

“I didn’t know you felt like that,” he mutters.

“You didn’t want to know,” she says.

Silence. He can hear the fridge humming. A dog barking somewhere on the next block. His ears are hot.

“Was it good?”

She doesn’t blink. “Yeah.”

He nods. His legs carry him toward the door like they belong to someone else. She doesn’t follow. He grabs his keys. Doesn’t look back.

He sleeps in his car that night.

It’s not about punishment. It’s because he can’t look at the bed without picturing her in it—on all fours, her hair in someone else's fist. The back of a red truck. The smell of sweat. Her thighs spread. Her voice, begging.

The car is cold. He doesn't care. His cock is hard for half the night and he doesn’t know why. He refuses to touch it. Instead, he stares at the dashboard light and thinks about her text.

“My pussy misses you already.”

When the sun rises, his face feels numb. He drives to a gas station, washes up in the bathroom with brown paper towels and watered-down soap. His reflection looks like someone coming off a three-day bender. Pale. Cracked around the eyes.

At 8:13 AM, he walks back into the house.

She’s at the kitchen table, drinking coffee and flipping through her phone. Still wearing his shirt. No makeup. Her eyes flick up when she hears him come in. No apology in them. No fear.

“Sleep okay?” she asks.

“Not really.”

He drops his keys in the bowl by the door. Shrugs off his jacket. Stands there.

“I want to know everything,” he says.

She tilts her head. “Everything?”

“I mean it. Don’t hold back.”

She watches him for a long second. “You’re sure?”

He nods.

She takes a sip of coffee, sets it down, then leans back in the chair, stretching her legs out in front of her. “It started at the gym.”

Of course it did. She goes four days a week. He hasn't gone in over a year.

“He helped me load some weights one day. Talked to me in the parking lot after. Then he started texting.”

“You gave him your number?”

She smirks faintly. “Yeah.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to.”

That lands in his chest like a punch.

“He said I looked tight,” she continues. “Like he wanted to stretch me open.” Her voice doesn’t shake. She looks him straight in the eyes.

Cameron’s cock twitches.

She sees it. Her smirk deepens.

“The first time, I let him eat me out in the back of his truck,” she says. “Right there in the parking lot behind the gym. He pulled my leggings down, told me I was already wet. I was.”

Cameron swallows hard. His face is flushed.

“The second time, he bent me over the tailgate. No condom. I told him to pull out. He didn’t.”

His jaw clenches.

“Third time, I rode him in the front seat. I didn’t even take my shirt off. He pulled my tits out of the bra and said I had the best nipples he’s ever seen.”

She says it like a confession—but it doesn’t sound like regret. It sounds like memory. Like ownership.

“Why are you telling me this?” Cameron asks, his voice raw.

“You said you wanted to know.”

There’s a beat of silence.

“I thought I’d be angry,” he whispers. “I am angry. But I’m also⁠—”

His voice trails off. He can’t say it.

Mara stands. Walks slowly toward him. Her bare feet are soft against the tile. She stops a foot away. Her scent hits him like a wave.

“You’re hard again,” she murmurs.

“I don’t know why.”

“I think you do.”

She reaches down and presses her palm against the bulge in his pants. He jerks away like her skin is fire.

“I’m your wife,” she says. “You’ve barely kissed me in a year. Now you’re turned on by another man’s cum in me?”

He flinches.

She smiles. Soft. Dangerous.

“You’re not who I thought you were,” she whispers.

“I don’t think I am either.”

She leans up, kisses his jaw, then walks upstairs. Leaves him standing there, heart pounding, cock straining, mind full of images he can’t shut off.

The tailgate. Her moaning. Her whispering another man’s name.

The coffee is still warm when he sits down and drinks it in silence.


CHAPTER 2
WHAT SHE DID



Cameron doesn’t go to work. He texts his boss, says he’s sick, which isn’t even a lie. His stomach won’t settle. His chest is tight like someone’s pulled his ribs inward with a wire.

The house is quiet. Too quiet. The silence feels like a trap. He moves room to room just to prove he can. Her perfume lingers on the stairs, in the bathroom, on the bed. Every scent of her is amplified, unbearable.

He paces. Then sits. Then paces again.

When she finally comes downstairs—hair dry, in tight jeans, makeup on—he’s sitting at the dining table like a man waiting for a verdict. She doesn’t speak. Just walks to the fridge, takes out almond milk, pours it into her cereal bowl.

“You’re really going to pretend nothing’s happening?”

Mara turns slowly, spoon in her mouth, her expression blank. She finishes chewing before answering. “No. I’m just waiting for you to figure out what you actually want from me.”

Cameron exhales sharply through his nose. “I want you to tell me everything.”

“You said that already.”

“I mean all of it.”

She sets the bowl down, leans her hip against the counter, and folds her arms. “You want to know how he touched me? How he kissed me? What his cock felt like inside me?”

His throat is bone dry. “Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s already in my head. I’d rather hear it than guess it.”

Mara walks toward him slowly. Her jeans hug her thighs like they were painted on. She stops at the edge of the table, cocks her head.

“You want me to describe it?”

He nods once.

She pulls out the chair across from him, sits, crosses her legs. Her lips are slightly parted. Her voice stays low.

“Okay. First time was in the parking lot, after class. I’d had a rough day. I was angry. You’d canceled date night again.”

He closes his eyes.

“He came up behind me while I was loading weights into the trunk. Said my ass looked amazing in leggings. I laughed. He didn’t. He meant it.”

She pauses. He opens his eyes.

“I told him I wasn’t wearing panties. He didn’t believe me.” Her smile curves lazily. “So I proved it. Bent over and pulled the waistband down, just enough for him to see everything.”

Cameron doesn’t move.

“His face changed. He didn’t even say anything. He just stepped forward, grabbed me by the hips, and pressed his face right into my pussy. Through the leggings. Then under them.”

She’s watching his reaction now. His jaw is clenched. His knuckles white on the table.

“He ate me right there. No teasing. Just went for it. Two fingers inside me. Tongue on my clit. I came in like… sixty seconds. Maybe less. I was so wet.”

Cameron swallows.

“I didn’t stop him. I wanted it. I wanted more. So I pulled him into the car. Told him I’d suck his cock if he didn’t ask questions.”

His voice cracks. “You gave him head?”

She nods slowly. “Pulled his pants down. Took him deep. He grabbed my hair. Came on my tongue.”

Cameron’s cock twitches.

“I spat it out onto my tits and rubbed it in.” She says it like she’s daring him to flinch. “He called me a slut. I liked it.”

He’s breathing harder now. His hands ball into fists.

Mara leans forward, elbows on the table. “The second time… that was dirtier.”

“Tell me.”

“He texted me at midnight. Said he was drunk. Wanted to see me. I said yes. Didn’t even think about you. I drove to his place in sweatpants, no bra, no makeup. He opened the door hard, didn’t even say hi. Just pulled me in by the shirt, dragged me to the garage.”

Cameron’s mouth opens, then closes.

“He bent me over the tailgate of the truck. My cheek on the metal. Pulled my pants down. Didn’t even finger me first. Just spat on his cock and shoved it in.”

His voice is quiet. “You let him?”

“I begged him.”

His face darkens.

“He was rough. Slammed into me over and over. My tits bounced off the tailgate. He grabbed my throat from behind. Told me to take it like a bitch. And I did. I moaned. Loud.”

“Did he come inside you?”

She meets his eyes. “Yes.”

Cameron looks away.

“I told him to pull out. He didn’t. I laid in the backseat afterward, legs shaking, cum leaking down my thighs. I came home and climbed into bed with you. Remember?”

He nods faintly. He remembers. She smelled different. He thought it was just her shampoo.

“Why didn’t you tell me then?” he asks.

She shrugs. “I wanted to see if you’d notice. You didn’t.”

Silence stretches between them.

“What about the third time?” he asks.

She smiles like she’s remembering a song she likes. “That was in his car. I sat on his lap. Put it in myself. Drove my hips while he bit my neck. I came twice before he did. He pulled my shirt down, sucked my nipples. Told me I was better than his ex-wife.”

Cameron is silent for a long time.

“You liked it,” he says.

“I loved it.”

“You wanted to hurt me.”

She shakes her head. “No. I wanted to feel wanted.”

He slumps in his chair.

“I still love you,” she says, quieter.

“Then why not tell me before?”

“Because I thought you’d leave.”

Cameron runs a hand through his hair. “I thought I would too.”

She leans back, watching him. Her eyes narrow.

“You’re hard again,” she says softly.

He doesn’t deny it.

Mara stands. Walks around the table. She reaches down, presses her hand against his cock through his pants. He breathes in sharply.

“I think you like this,” she whispers.

“I don’t know what I feel.”

“I think you do.”

She unzips him, slow. Her hand wraps around him, warm and firm.

“I can’t believe you’re this hard hearing about how someone else fucked your wife,” she murmurs.

He grits his teeth. “It’s not like that.”

She strokes him. "Then what is it?"

"I don't know."

She kisses his neck. “I could call him again. Right now. Let you watch this time.”

His cock twitches in her hand.

"You want that?" she whispers.

He closes his eyes. “Maybe.”

She grins.

Then lets go. Steps back.

“Then prove it,” she says. “Tell me to fuck him again.”

His eyes open.

“What?”

“Say it. Out loud.”

He stares at her, chest rising and falling.

“I…”

“Say it,” she repeats, her voice harder now. “Say you want me to take his cock again.”

Cameron feels like the world is collapsing in slow motion.

“I want you to fuck him again,” he says, his voice cracking.

Mara’s smile is dangerous. She kisses him on the forehead like he’s her favorite toy.

“Good boy.”

Then she walks away. Leaves him there with his pants half-open, her scent on his lips, and his heart pounding like a war drum in his chest.


CHAPTER 3
WATCH ME



Cameron doesn’t expect her to go through with it.

When she disappears upstairs, he sits motionless at the table, hard, aching, throat full of something like humiliation and heat all at once. Her scent still lingers on his skin, a mix of sweat and perfume and something worse—desire.

He hears her footsteps. The closet door sliding. The rustle of fabric. Hangers clinking. A drawer opening and shutting. Then silence.

She doesn’t come back down.

He waits fifteen minutes. Then thirty.

She’s not bluffing. Not playing.

His phone buzzes at 9:04 PM.

MARA: “You said it. Don’t back out. Front door’s unlocked. Don’t knock. Come upstairs.”

He stares at the screen like it’s a detonator.

The house is dark. Quiet. The kind of silence that feels staged, like the set of a show that hasn’t started yet. His pulse is a roar in his ears as he walks up the stairs one step at a time, slow, heavy, deliberate.

The bedroom door is cracked.

Inside: low light, shadows, heat.

And her.

She’s on the bed. Kneeling. Wearing the sheer black bodysuit he bought her for their anniversary two years ago, the one she said was too slutty for her. Her nipples press against the mesh, hard and obvious. Her hair is down, messy, wild. Lipstick deep red. Eyes rimmed dark.

And behind her—no, beside her—is a man.

Travis.

He’s taller than Cameron expected. Broad shoulders, tattoos on both arms, a backwards Braves cap on his head. He doesn’t look nervous. He doesn’t look smug. He looks like he’s home.

Cameron’s throat tightens. His skin goes cold, then hot.

Mara turns her head, meets his eyes. Her lips curl.

“Hey, baby,” she purrs. “Right on time.”

Travis doesn’t even acknowledge him. He’s already got one hand on her ass, squeezing it like it belongs to him. The other is unbuttoning his jeans.

Cameron doesn’t speak. Doesn’t move. He just stands there, frozen in the doorway.

“You said you wanted to watch,” Mara reminds him. “Don’t get shy now.”

Travis finally looks up. Brief eye contact. Not threatening. Just dismissive. Like Cameron’s not the main character in the room.

“Sit down,” Mara says, patting the armchair across from the bed. The one he always reads in.

Cameron crosses the room, slow, heartbeat hammering. He sits. His hands tremble. His cock throbs in his jeans. He doesn’t know if he should look away or never blink again.

Then Travis pulls Mara onto his lap, facing away from him.

Her thighs spread.

She’s already wet. Cameron can see it—slick glistening between her legs, soaking the black lace of the bodysuit.

“You’re dripping,” Travis mutters, pulling the fabric aside. “Shit, you missed me, huh?”

“I missed your cock,” she says sweetly. Then glances at Cameron. “He missed it too.”

Travis chuckles.

“Watch close,” Mara says to her husband. “You said you wanted to know everything.”

Travis spits on his hand, strokes himself, then lines up at her entrance. No warning. No gentle buildup. He slides inside her in one smooth, obscene thrust.

Mara moans. Loud. Unapologetic.

Cameron flinches.

“God—fuck—yes,” she gasps, throwing her head back. “I forgot how thick you are.”

“Still tight as hell,” Travis grunts, grabbing her hips and fucking up into her. The sound is wet and violent and intimate all at once.

Cameron’s mouth is dry.

He watches her bounce on another man’s cock—his wife—and he doesn’t stop it. He doesn’t yell. He doesn’t move.

His cock is so hard it hurts.

Mara’s eyes roll back. Her breasts bounce with each thrust. Travis pounds her from beneath, his grip bruising. Cameron can see her cunt stretching around him, every inch slick and hungry.

She looks at Cameron mid-thrust, breathless.

“You watching, baby?”

He nods, unable to speak.

“Does it make you hard? Knowing he’s deeper than you’ve ever been?”

Travis laughs. “Damn. That true?”

Cameron doesn’t answer.

Mara leans back against Travis, her legs shaking.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpers. “Right on his cock. Gonna soak him.”

And she does. Right there. Loud, trembling, spasming. Her whole body arches, her thighs clamp down, her cunt squirts around Travis’s cock with a wet splash that hits the sheets.

Cameron nearly comes in his pants just watching.

Travis doesn’t stop.

He flips her forward onto her stomach, grabs her hips, and fucks her hard—deep, savage, relentless. Her face presses into the mattress, ass up, pussy still gushing.

“She’s fuckin’ perfect,” Travis groans. “This pussy’s made for me.”

Mara moans into the sheets, face turned to the side. Her eyes flutter toward Cameron.

“Do you see it now?” she whispers. “What I need?”

His voice barely escapes his throat. “Yes.”

Travis pulls out. His cock is soaked. He smears it against her ass, jerks himself fast.

Mara raises her head. “Cum on me,” she breathes. “Paint my back.”

Cameron’s stomach flips.

Travis grunts once, twice, then shudders. Hot white ropes spurt across Mara’s back, her ass, dripping down her thighs.

She moans at the contact like it’s holy.

And then, silence.

Travis steps back, pulling up his pants, breathing hard. No words. No gestures. He walks past Cameron like he’s invisible.

The door closes behind him.

Mara stays on the bed, cum on her spine, face flushed.

She looks at Cameron.

“Well?”

He doesn’t know what to say. His cock is painfully stiff. His hands shake.

He stands slowly. Walks to the bed. Looks down at her.

“You liked watching,” she says.

He nods.

“You’re gonna jerk off now, aren’t you?”

He nods again.

She smiles, rolls onto her back, and spreads her legs.

“Then do it here. Right in front of me. Show me what it did to you.”

Cameron unzips. His cock springs free—wet at the tip, angry, throbbing.

He strokes himself slowly, eyes locked on her pussy still gaping open, glistening with another man’s cum. Her fingers spread her lips. She’s swollen. Used. Perfect.

He groans.

Mara watches him like a cat.

“You like this filth,” she whispers. “You like knowing I’m not yours.”

“I do,” he chokes out.

“You want me to take more cock.”

His hips jerk. His knees tremble.

“Cum for me, baby,” she breathes. “Cum knowing you’re not enough.”

His orgasm rips through him like a storm. He shoots across her stomach, across the mess Travis already made. His body spasms. He almost collapses.

Mara licks her lips. Smiles wickedly.

Then grabs his wrist and pulls him onto the bed beside her.

“Now clean me up,” she whispers in his ear.

And he does.


CHAPTER 4
AFTERGLOW AND ASHES



Cameron wakes in the middle of the night to the scent of sex still clinging to the sheets—sweat, cum, latex and saliva, and something more animal than human. His mouth is dry. His body is warm. The bed next to him is empty.

He sits up slowly, disoriented.

The digital clock on the nightstand blinks 3:19 AM in soft red.

There’s a faint sound from downstairs. A fridge door. A glass clinking.

He slips out of bed, still naked, cock sore, thighs sticky from where his release had mixed with hers and dried on their skin. The hallway is silent, carpet soft underfoot. He walks without thinking.

In the kitchen, the light is low. Mara is standing at the counter in a robe—his robe—drinking water.

Her hair is tousled. Her skin flushed. Her thighs bare.

She doesn’t look at him right away.

“You should be asleep,” she murmurs, setting the glass down.

“So should you.”

She turns. Her lips are a little swollen. Her eyes are unreadable.

“Couldn’t stop thinking.”

He leans against the doorframe, arms crossed.

“About what?”

She shrugs one bare shoulder. “Tonight.”

He watches her. “You mean Travis.”

Her smile flickers like a dying spark. “Not just him.”

Cameron feels it all over again—what it was like watching her ride that man, moaning for him, coming on him. The part that makes his chest tight isn’t the sex. It’s the look she gave him while doing it. The eye contact. That smile.

She drinks again.

“I haven’t come like that in… years,” she says softly.

He says nothing.

She walks past him, stops, her shoulder brushing his chest. She smells like sweat and cum and toothpaste.

“You still angry?”

He considers. “I don’t know what I am.”

“You looked turned on.”

“I was.”

“You still are.”

Her hand drifts down, brushes against his cock. He’s already half-hard.

“I don’t get it,” he says.

“You don’t have to. Just feel it.”

She leads him back upstairs by the wrist.

In bed, she straddles him, still wearing the robe. She doesn’t rush.

She runs her fingers across his chest. His stomach. Down to his cock. She strokes him lazily, eyes on his.

“I love you, Cam,” she whispers.

He nods, not trusting his voice.

“Then why doesn’t this feel wrong?” she murmurs.

He doesn’t answer.

She climbs on top of him, easing down slow. Her pussy is slick again. Ready. Warm.

He gasps as she sinks onto him.

“Because it’s us,” she breathes. “Even with him... it was always still about you.”

His hands grip her hips.

She rides him slow. Gentle. No theatrics. No noise. Just the heat of her skin, the flush in her cheeks, the way her breath catches every time she grinds down just right.

She’s not moaning anyone’s name now.

She’s here. With him.

He cups her face. Kisses her.

She kisses back, soft, deep, patient.

When he comes, it’s without drama—just a deep groan, his cock pulsing inside her, hips lifting once, twice. Her walls squeeze around him.

Afterward, she lies on his chest, cheek pressed to his skin.

For a long time, neither of them says a word.

By morning, the warmth is gone.

Not physically—she’s still curled into his side when he wakes—but something is colder.

She’s quiet over coffee. Looks at her phone a lot.

He doesn’t ask if she’s texting Travis again.

Instead, he clears his throat.

“That thing last night,” he says, “watching you…”

Her eyes flick up.

“I want to do it again,” he says. “But I want to choose.”

Her brows lift.

“You want to pick the guy?”

He nods. “If I’m going to watch you with someone… it’s going to be on my terms.”

She considers.

“Okay,” she says, voice unreadable. “You pick.”

She kisses him lightly, then heads upstairs.

That night, he can’t sleep.

He lies in bed thinking about how she looked—her face, her body, the sound she made when she came on someone else’s cock.

And something eats at him.

The way she kissed Travis.

Not just fucked him. Not just moaned.

She kissed him. Tongue. Passion. Tenderness.

That’s the part that haunts him.

Not the cock. Not the cum. The kiss.

The next morning, she’s texting again at the kitchen table.

Cameron walks in, towel around his waist, and she snaps the phone face down.

He notices.

“You said I could choose,” he says.

“I’m just talking to Jessie,” she says.

He nods.

“Set it up,” he says. “Whoever I pick. This weekend.”

She licks her lips. “Okay.”

He walks past her, doesn’t kiss her cheek. She watches him go, something tight in her throat.

Later, when she showers, he picks up her phone.

The screen is still open.

She lied.

It wasn’t Jessie.

It was Travis.

“Can’t stop thinking about your pussy. Dreamt about it last night. You moaning my name.”

“Wish I could taste you again before the weekend.”

“You gonna let him pick some loser while I’m right here still hard for you?”

Cameron doesn’t react.

He sets the phone down.

His hands are shaking.

But his cock is already hard again.


CHAPTER 5
JESSIE KNOWS



Jessie shows up uninvited.

It’s Thursday, early afternoon, and Cameron’s working from home when the doorbell rings. He opens the door and she’s there on the porch, oversized sunglasses hiding half her face, a venti iced coffee in one hand and a smirk on her glossy lips.

“Hey, stranger,” she says. “She home?”

Cameron hesitates, then steps aside without a word.

Jessie walks in like she owns the place. Her tight workout shorts cling to her ass, and the sweat-stained sports bra tells him she either just left the gym or wants him to think she did. She always dresses like that—low effort, high effect.

“Mara’s upstairs,” he says.

She hums. “I know. She told me she’d be around. Just didn’t say you would be.”

Her voice has an edge. Teasing. Something more dangerous underneath.

Cameron closes the door. “You want coffee or something?”

Jessie cocks her head. “You offering to make me one, Cam?”

He shrugs. “I’m just being polite.”

She sips her drink, watching him over the straw. “We both know that’s not what you are.”

He doesn’t answer. Just walks back toward the kitchen. She follows.

“I saw her yesterday,” Jessie says, setting her drink on the counter. “We had lunch.”

“Yeah?”

“She told me things.”

He stiffens.

“She’s always told me things,” Jessie adds. “But now they’re… different.”

Cameron turns. “Different how?”

Jessie leans forward on the island, arms folded under her chest, cleavage pushed up deliberately.

“She told me you watched her fuck someone.”

Cameron’s jaw tightens. “She told you that?”

Jessie grins. “Mm-hmm.”

His pulse ticks louder in his ears.

“And you’re okay with that?” she asks, tilting her head. “Letting your wife ride another man while you just sit there with your dick in your hand?”

“I didn’t exactly⁠—”

“Come on, Cam.” She steps around the island. “You jerked off, didn’t you?”

He swallows. “She told you that too?”

“She didn’t have to. I know you.”

He says nothing.

Jessie circles him slowly. Like a lion around prey.

“You always had this… thing about her,” she says. “The way you looked at her when you thought no one saw. The way you’d stiffen up when she wore those tight jeans.”

Cameron shakes his head. “That’s my wife.”

“Exactly,” Jessie says, stopping behind him. “So how’s it feel knowing she’s got other dicks in her now?”

He turns. “Why are you here?”

Jessie steps in close. “Because I wanted to see the look in your eyes when I asked that.”

Cameron’s face hardens.

She brushes her fingertips against his chest. “You think she’s going to stop with Travis? You think she won’t start slipping up, sneaking around, fucking them when you’re not watching?”

“She already has.”

Jessie blinks. “She told you?”

“I saw the texts.”

Jessie hums again. “So you like the cheating part too.”

Cameron doesn’t answer.

“Fuck,” Jessie whispers, biting her bottom lip. “That’s even hotter.”

He steps back. “What the fuck is this?”

She smirks. “Relax. I’m not judging. Honestly? I get it.”

He looks at her.

She shrugs. “I let my ex watch once. Different context. Not as… raw. But still.” She steps closer again. “Some people get off on that shame. That helplessness. It’s hot, Cam. You’re not a freak.”

He doesn’t move.

Jessie leans in. “She’s got you twisted up, huh?”

“Completely.”

Her hand slides down his arm. “You need a release valve.”

“I have one.”

“Do you?” she whispers. “Because you look like a man about to explode.”

She kisses him.

It’s fast. Hot. Tongue immediately. Her hand slips between his legs before he can stop her.

Cameron jerks away. “Jess⁠—”

“She’d love it,” Jessie says, breathless. “Watching you get your cock wet without her.”

“I can’t.”

“But you want to.”

His silence says everything.

Jessie grins. “Think about it. Maybe next time… we let her watch.”

She walks out of the kitchen, ass swaying, hips exaggerated.

Mara’s voice drifts from the stairs. “Jessie?”

Jessie looks over her shoulder, voice bright. “Hey, babe!”

Cameron listens to them talk upstairs. Laughter. Footsteps.

He’s still hard.

That night, Mara comes to bed late.

She slides in beside him, cold toes against his calves.

“Jessie said you were quiet today,” she murmurs.

Cameron stares at the ceiling. “We talked.”

“About me?”

“About you. About the fucking.”

She doesn’t speak for a moment.

Then: “She’s curious.”

“I know.”

“She asked me if I’d let her watch sometime.”

Cameron turns his head.

“You said yes?”

Mara smirks. “I said I’d think about it.”

He watches her face in the dark.

“You want her?” she asks softly.

“No.”

She raises a brow.

“I didn’t say I didn’t think about it.”

Mara presses her palm against his chest. “Good.”

His eyes narrow. “Good?”

“You’re not dead inside after all.”

She kisses him then, slow and full.

And somewhere inside his chest, something breaks loose.

The next day, he finds the man.

It’s not Travis.

It’s someone else—someone new.

Cameron scrolls the gym’s private Facebook group, eyes scanning faces. He pauses on one: tall, Black, shaved head, built like a linebacker. Comments full of praise. Name’s Dre. Certified trainer. Forty-one. Divorced.

Mara’s liked three of his posts in the last month.

Cameron DM’s him from a burner account.

“You ever train couples? Looking for something private. My wife’s curious.”

Within ten minutes, Dre responds.

“Sure. Send a pic. What’s her goal?”

Cameron sends a picture of Mara in leggings, looking back over her shoulder.

“Confidence. Strength. Something she can really feel.”

Dre: “She’s fine as fuck. I can work with that.”

Dre: “You watching or participating?”

Cam: “Just watching.”

Dre: “Even better.”

Dre: “Send me an address. I’ll make her sweat.”

Cameron closes the chat.

His heart pounds like he just cheated.

He tells Mara the next night.

She’s in bed, one leg bent, reading something trashy on her Kindle.

He leans on the doorframe, arms crossed. “I picked someone.”

She looks up. “Already?”

He nods.

She closes the Kindle slowly. “Who?”

“Trainer. Dre. Big. Strong. Older.”

She grins. “That your type?”

“Yours.”

“Is he rough?”

“I hope so.”

Mara licks her lips. “Where?”

“Here. Saturday. I told him I’d be watching.”

Her eyes go dark with interest. “You really set it up?”

“I did.”

She bites her bottom lip. “You’re getting good at this.”

He walks over, climbs onto the bed, pins her beneath him.

“I’m not playing anymore,” he says.

She breathes in. “Good.”

He kisses her hard.

And for the first time since it all started, he feels like he’s in control.

At least for now.


CHAPTER 6
SECOND GUEST



Saturday arrives too quiet.

The kind of stillness that feels like a held breath—air charged, thick, humming with a secret. The house is clean, every light dimmed just enough. There’s music low in the background, some slow, moody R&B Mara picked out.

She’s in the bedroom, getting ready.

Cameron waits downstairs, pacing the floor with a drink in his hand, glass slick with condensation. Ice clinks against his teeth when he sips. He keeps checking the time, even though he knows exactly what it is.

8:56 p.m.

The front doorbell doesn’t ring. There’s a knock—deep, confident.

Cameron opens it.

Dre stands on the porch like a fucking statue. Broad. Tall. A black gym bag slung over one shoulder. Shaved head catching the porch light. His dark eyes scan Cameron with clinical efficiency and no fear.

“Cameron?” he asks, voice low and smooth.

He nods once. Steps aside.

Dre walks in like a man who already knows he’s wanted.

“She upstairs?”

Cameron closes the door. “Yeah.”

Dre drops his bag by the stairs and doesn’t wait for permission. He climbs them two at a time, slow but deliberate. Cameron follows, heartbeat a drumbeat in his throat.

By the time they reach the bedroom, Mara’s standing by the window.

She’s barefoot. Wearing a white silk robe tied at the waist, nothing underneath. Her hair is curled, glossy. Lips painted blood red. She looks expensive, like something made to be ruined.

She turns slowly. Eyes meet Dre’s first.

“Damn,” she says softly.

Dre smirks. “You’re even better in person.”

He steps closer. No handshake. No small talk. Just the air between them thickening with each breath.

Cameron stays near the door, eyes glued to her.

“You okay?” Mara asks him, voice teasing.

He nods, too tense to speak.

“You sure?” she purrs. “Because I feel amazing.”

She unties the robe and lets it fall.

Dre exhales through his nose like he’s just been handed dessert.

“Fuck,” he murmurs. “You didn’t tell me she looked like this.”

Mara steps toward him, hips swaying. She runs her fingers across his chest, down his abs, stopping at his belt.

Cameron watches every movement like he’s underwater.

“I’ve never been with someone like you,” Mara says, voice soft.

Dre smiles. “I’ve been with plenty like you, baby.”

She grins. “Not like me.”

He grabs her by the hips and lifts her onto the bed like she weighs nothing. Her legs part instantly.

Cameron’s cock is hard already.

“Take it off,” she tells Dre.

He pulls his shirt off over his head. Abs like stone. Tattoos down both arms, shoulders wide enough to block the room. He unbuckles his belt, pants dropping to reveal thighs thick with power.

His cock is already half hard, long, dark, veined.

Mara moans under her breath. “Jesus Christ.”

Dre climbs onto the bed, between her legs, hands gliding up her calves, her thighs, her waist. He kisses her stomach, her ribs, her neck.

Cameron doesn't move. Just watches.

Dre lowers his face between her legs.

Mara gasps.

His tongue is slow at first, patient, then faster, more aggressive. She grabs the sheets, arches her back, breath hitching.

Cameron’s heart thuds out of rhythm.

Dre eats her like it’s his job. Like she’s the first woman he’s ever wanted to taste. He slides two fingers into her, then three, curling them just right. Mara moans louder. Her legs tremble.

“Fuck—right there, yes—oh God—yes⁠—”

She comes hard. A shiver rolling up her spine, her hips grinding against Dre’s face like she can’t get enough.

Dre pulls back, lips wet. “You taste perfect.”

Mara giggles, breathless.

“Ready for the main course?” he asks.

She nods like a girl offered candy.

Dre rolls on a condom, grips her ankles, and flips her onto her stomach.

Spreads her legs wide.

Mara turns her head to look at Cameron. Her smile is wicked.

“Watch me.”

Dre positions himself, cockhead pressing against her slick entrance.

Then he pushes in.

Slow.

Thick.

Mara cries out.

“Oh my God—he’s fucking huge⁠—”

Cameron sways slightly, knees weak.

Dre buries himself fully, then pulls out halfway, then slams back in with a deep grunt.

Mara screams into the sheets, fists clutching the pillows.

Dre grabs her hips and fucks her like he’s molding her body to his rhythm—every thrust deep, brutal, wet. Skin slapping. Groans echoing.

“Goddamn, you’re tight,” he growls. “You fuck your husband with this pussy?”

Mara gasps, voice strained. “Not like this—not this deep⁠—”

Dre laughs. “Didn’t think so.”

He fucks her harder.

Cameron leans back against the wall, one hand gripping his own cock through his pants, not even pretending anymore.

Mara is losing her mind.

She’s drooling into the sheets, eyes glazed, moaning without meaning, hips moving back to meet every thrust.

Dre flips her again, lifts her legs over his shoulders, and slams into her deeper now, harder.

“Take it,” he says. “Fucking take it.”

Mara sobs, “I am—I am, Daddy—fuck—I’m coming again⁠—”

She screams as she explodes, pussy convulsing, squirting onto his cock, soaking the bed.

Dre doesn’t stop.

He slaps her thigh. “One more. Give me one more.”

“I—I can’t—fuck⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” he growls.

Cameron is trembling.

Watching his wife collapse under another man’s cock—moaning, crying, coming again—it’s everything he shouldn’t want and somehow can’t live without.

Dre grunts. “Where do you want it?”

Mara barely whispers, “On my tits…”

He pulls out. Rips off the condom. Strokes himself fast.

Cameron watches the way Mara presents her chest, licking her lips, eyes wide and waiting.

Dre groans.

Hot jets shoot across her chest, neck, even her cheek.

She moans as it hits her.

And then: silence.

Just breathing.

Heavy.

Spent.

Dre steps off the bed, grabs a towel from the bathroom. Tosses it on her stomach.

Mara just lies there, covered in cum, glowing.

She looks at Cameron.

“Still hard?” she whispers.

He unzips.

He strokes.

Mara grins. “Come here.”

He walks to the bed, cock out, fist tight around it.

Mara cups her cum-slick tits together.

“Mark me,” she purrs.

Cameron groans.

He comes with a raw cry, shooting over her face, her lips, mingling his mess with Dre’s.

She moans, licking some from her chin.

Dre watches silently, smirking.

Then he grabs his shirt. Pulls it over his head. Nods.

“Call me next time,” he says. “You’re fun.”

Mara doesn’t move.

She just smiles.

Later, when the house is dark again, and the sheets are still damp beneath them, Cameron lies next to her, wide awake.

He looks at her.

Eyes closed. Breathing slow. Satisfied in a way he hasn’t seen in years.

He reaches for her hand.

She opens her eyes. Smiles sleepily. Twines her fingers with his.

“Still okay?” she asks.

“I don’t know,” he admits. “But I want more.”

She kisses his knuckles.

And neither of them say what they’re both starting to feel:

This thing between them—it’s not just sex anymore.

It’s something bigger.

Darker.

And they’re not turning back.


CHAPTER 7
UNSPOKEN THINGS



Cameron starts waking up before her.

Every morning now. Not from nightmares. Not from guilt. Just raw energy, restless beneath his skin. His mind plays everything back in high-definition—the slaps of skin, the way her voice cracked mid-orgasm, the glaze in her eyes when Dre was inside her, stretching her open like she was made for it.

And the way she looked at him—Cameron—after. Like it was his fault she felt that good. Like she wanted him to feel every inch of it.

Sometimes, he jerks off in the shower without even meaning to.

Once, he catches himself moaning her name.

Not her name—his name, on her lips, the way she whispered it through cum-wet gasps. “Cameron, baby... you like seeing me used like this, don’t you?”

God, he did. He does.

But something’s shifting.

Not in his cock. Not in his stomach.

In his chest.

Mara’s texts aren’t as open anymore. She laughs more when she’s alone with her phone. She leaves the room to take calls.

And the sex between them is incredible—but it’s not intimacy. It’s possession. He fucks her hard, hand on her throat, mouth by her ear.

“Say who made you come.”

“You did.”

“No. Say my name.”

“Cameron—I’m *yours—*fuck, yes⁠—!”

But afterward, she always pulls away a little faster than before.

She always turns over.

She always sleeps with her back to him.

He tells himself he’s imagining it.

Until Thursday.

He gets off work early and drives to the gym on impulse. He’s not in workout clothes. He doesn’t even go inside.

He parks across the street and waits.

An hour passes.

Then Mara walks out the side exit. No ponytail. Hair down. Light makeup. No gym bag.

She’s wearing the sundress she only pulls out when she wants to get laid without having to undress all the way.

She’s not alone.

A man walks beside her. Not Travis. Not Dre.

He’s clean-cut. Probably late 30s. Button-up shirt. Business casual. Her hand brushes his arm as they laugh.

They get into separate cars.

But not before he leans in. Kisses her cheek. Too close to the mouth. Her lips stay parted after.

Cameron watches from across the street, hands clenching the wheel so hard his knuckles burn white.

She doesn’t see him.

He follows her.

Not out of rage. Out of need.

She drives five miles. Stops at a café. He waits. She goes inside. She’s smiling when she comes out. Alone.

Then home.

When he walks through the front door an hour later, she’s in the kitchen, slicing strawberries like it’s just another Thursday.

“Hey, babe,” she says. “Want a smoothie?”

He stares at her.

“Who was that?”

She freezes. Knife midway through a berry.

“What?”

“At the gym. You left with him.”

Her voice is ice. “Were you following me?”

“Answer the question.”

Her jaw works. She sets the knife down slowly.

“Just a friend.”

“Name?”

“Does it matter?”

“You kissed him.”

She blinks. “No. He kissed me. On the cheek.”

“You didn’t pull away.”

She turns to face him, arms crossed. “You’re the one who wanted this. You opened the door.”

“Not to this.”

“Then define it, Cam. Because last week you were begging me to let Dre fuck my throat while you watched and came in your pants.”

He flinches. “That’s not the same.”

“Isn’t it?”

She steps closer. “You wanted me to be the slut. The wife who moans for other men while you stroke your dick in the corner. You asked for that. You begged for it.”

“I didn’t ask you to fall for them.”

Her silence is louder than any scream.

“You’re not denying it,” he says, voice low.

Mara swallows. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips.

“I’m not fucking anyone behind your back,” she says. “But I could. If I wanted.”

He steps closer. “Is that what this is now? A threat?”

“No,” she whispers. “It’s a warning.”

They stare at each other. Breathing shallow. Tension thick as rope.

“You’re not the only one changing,” she says.

Then she walks past him. Doesn’t touch him. Doesn’t look back.

The knife is still on the counter. The strawberries are bleeding into the cutting board.

That night, she doesn’t come to bed.

He hears the bath run. Then her voice through the wall, low, soft. A phone call. A laugh.

He lays in the dark, hard as stone, cock untouched.

When she finally walks into the bedroom wearing a towel and nothing else, he’s wide awake.

“Who were you talking to?”

She pulls the towel off and tosses it onto the chair.

“You don’t want to know.”

“I do.”

She climbs into bed beside him. “Then watch me sleep and wonder.”

She turns her back. Pulls the covers up.

He doesn’t sleep.

He installs a GPS tracker the next morning.

Part of him hates it. The rest of him needs it.

It’s not about control.

It’s about truth.

He needs to know.

That night, she says she’s getting dinner with Jessie.

He smiles. Nods. Even kisses her goodbye.

She doesn’t know he’s got her pinned to the map.

She’s not at the restaurant.

She’s at his place—the man from the gym. The one with the dress shirt. The one who kissed her cheek like it was his.

She’s inside for two hours.

No movement.

Then back home.

When she walks through the door, he’s sitting at the table, phone in his hand, map open.

She freezes.

Her mouth opens.

But no words come out.

Cameron doesn’t speak.

He just looks at her.

Then sets the phone down.

Gets up.

Walks past her.

Into the bedroom.

He locks the door behind him.

And cries into his own pillow for the first time in years.

The next morning, she’s already up when he walks out.

She’s dressed.

Lipstick on.

He says nothing.

She turns slowly.

“I didn’t fuck him,” she says. “Not yet.”

He looks at her. “Are you going to?”

She doesn’t answer.

That’s the answer.

But that night—she crawls into bed beside him, naked.

No teasing. No words.

She just presses her body to his, soft and warm.

“I need you,” she whispers.

And he fucks her like it’s the last time he’ll ever get to.

Hard. Deep. Possessive.

She comes on his cock, moaning his name, nails clawing his back like she’s trying to draw blood.

Afterward, she kisses his chest.

“I love you,” she murmurs.

He closes his eyes.

“I know.”

But he doesn’t say it back.

Because it’s not just love anymore.

Not with her.

Not with them.

And not with himself.


CHAPTER 8
THE LIE



Sunday morning smells like betrayal masked in brewed coffee and lavender detergent.

The sun cuts clean lines through the blinds. Mara’s in the kitchen again, same robe, same mug, same soft hum under her breath—like nothing is wrong, like she wasn’t somewhere else last night, letting another man make her laugh in the dark.

Cameron stands in the doorway watching her.

His heart doesn’t pound anymore. It just ticks, slow, dull, mechanical. He’s past the fire. Past the outrage. This is the ash now.

“What’d you two eat?” he asks casually.

She doesn’t turn. “Huh?”

“You and Jessie.”

“Oh,” she says quickly, like she forgot the lie. “Somewhere on Edgewood. That Thai place.”

“Was it good?”

“It was okay. We split spring rolls.”

He steps into the kitchen. “You were gone three hours.”

She stiffens. Just slightly. Enough.

“We talked for a while.”

He nods.

“I thought maybe you stopped by Zach’s.”

Now she turns. Eyes narrow.

“Who?”

“The guy from the gym. Khaki pants. Crisp hair. Tight smile. You let him kiss you Thursday afternoon.”

She blinks once.

“I didn’t⁠—”

“You did.”

Cameron moves toward her, slow and calm, like he’s not holding something sharp behind his ribs.

“I followed you Friday too,” he says. “I know where he lives.”

Mara swallows.

“Want to keep going?” he asks.

Silence.

“Say it,” he says. “Say his name.”

Her voice is small. “Zach.”

“There we go.”

She places the mug down carefully. “I didn’t fuck him.”

“I know. You said that.”

“I didn’t even kiss him.”

“I watched you. Your lips parted. You leaned in.”

“That wasn’t a kiss.”

“That wasn’t a cheek kiss.”

“You followed me?” she snaps, her voice suddenly sharp.

He doesn’t flinch. “You lied to me. You left here wearing no panties and came home smelling like another man’s cologne. I followed you, Mara, because you stopped being honest.”

She exhales. Her hand rises to her temple. “It wasn’t like that.”

“Then what was it?”

“He’s just…”

“Just what?”

She looks at him finally, and there’s something raw there. Something that wasn’t there before.

“He listens,” she says. “He doesn’t just watch.”

Cameron takes a step back.

“He asks how I’m feeling,” she continues. “Not just how many men I want to fuck, not just what position made me come harder. He looks me in the eye. He touches my wrist when I talk.”

“You mean he treats you like you’re not a slut.”

Mara’s eyes flash. “I’m not a slut.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”

That’s when she slaps him.

The sound is small, sharp, and final.

She breathes hard through her nose. “Don’t you dare use that word.”

“You called yourself that when Travis came on your face.”

“That was in the moment. That was for us.”

“No, Mara,” he growls. “That was you, slipping away from me, one inch at a time, with every cock you let inside you.”

“You wanted this,” she hisses. “You invited it.”

“I wanted to watch,” he snaps. “Not lose you.”

She blinks. Like she didn’t realize that was the cost.

Cameron steps close again. “You think this Zach guy’s going to be different? You think he wants you for your sparkling fucking personality?”

Her chin lifts. “I don’t know. But he makes me feel seen.”

“So do I.”

“Not anymore.”

Those three words hit harder than the slap.

He steps back.

The kitchen goes quiet except for the sound of the fridge humming. The sunlight feels hostile now, like it’s exposing everything too clearly.

Mara breathes. “If you want me to stop, say it. I’ll stop. I’ll cancel everything.”

He looks at her.

She looks serious.

Tired.

Not cruel. Just done pretending.

“You’ll stop?” he asks.

She nods. “I’ll delete their numbers. I won’t answer their texts. I’ll do it all—if that’s what you want.”

Cameron stares at her.

And realizes he can’t say it.

He could lie. He could scream. He could threaten. But he can’t ask her to be someone else again. Not after what he’s seen. Not after what they’ve already done.

Because he’s part of this now. Not just the victim. Not just the voyeur.

He’s complicit.

“I don’t know what I want,” he says quietly.

She nods.

She already knew.

That night, she doesn’t come home.

She leaves around six, says she’s seeing Jessie again.

He doesn’t follow.

He doesn’t text.

He just pours a drink and opens his laptop.

For the first time, he doesn’t scroll news or stocks or porn.

He opens the folder. The folder.

The videos.

She didn’t know he saved them.

The one with Travis. The first night. Her eyes on him while she rode someone else’s cock like she was born for it.

The one with Dre. Her squirting, sobbing, screaming.

The hotel footage from the night with two men—her moaning, her pussy stretched, her mascara running.

He watches them all.

Not jerking off.

Just watching.

Studying.

And he sees it clearly now.

She looked at him every time. Every orgasm, every sloppy thrust, every brutal fuck—she always looked for him.

But the last video?

No eye contact.

She was gone. Eyes closed. Moaning someone else's name.

He pauses the video. Zooms in.

It’s not Zach.

It’s someone new.

And she never told him.

She comes home at 1:13 AM.

Quiet. No heels. No perfume.

She peeks into the bedroom, finds him still awake.

“You’re up.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

She stands in the doorway. Doesn’t move.

He says nothing.

She says nothing.

Then she climbs into bed, still fully dressed.

Lays on her side. Facing the wall.

Cameron stays on his back.

The silence screams between them.

At 3:44 AM, he whispers.

“I want you to do it again.”

She doesn’t turn.

“Do what?”

“Fuck someone else.”

Mara’s voice is tired. “You sure?”

“No,” he says. “But I want to feel something.”

She’s quiet a long time.

Then: “Okay.”

Just that.

And Cameron lies there, eyes wide, chest hollow.

Because it’s not just about fucking anymore.

It’s about losing her slowly enough to still touch her on the way down.


CHAPTER 9
CUM ON THE COUCH



He tells her to bring him home.

No more hotel rooms. No more dim-lit rentals with unfamiliar sheets. If she’s going to fuck other men, he wants it here. Where he can smell it on the furniture, hear it echo off the walls.

Where he can see everything.

She agrees too easily.

Like she was waiting for him to say it.

“Friday night,” she says over breakfast, voice casual as coffee. “His name’s Troy. You’ll like him.”

“I don’t care if I do.”

She smirks behind her mug. “You will.”

Troy is older.

Forty-something. Confident. Real estate guy, button-downs that cost more than Cam’s car payments. He’s the kind of man who doesn’t knock—he presses the doorbell once and waits, full of the arrogant stillness of men who never hear no.

Cameron opens the door.

Troy sizes him up with one look, then nods like they’re doing business.

“Evening.”

“Yeah,” Cameron mutters. “Come in.”

Troy steps into the house. Smells like wood polish and a sharp, expensive cologne. He doesn’t ask where Mara is. Doesn’t need to. He knows how this works.

Cameron gestures to the living room. “She’s in there.”

He expects hesitation.

Troy walks in without a glance back.

Mara is on the couch, barefoot, red silk robe falling open just enough to reveal the curve of one breast. Her legs are crossed. There’s a glass of wine in her hand, untouched.

She lights up when she sees Troy. “You’re late.”

“I’m worth the wait,” he says.

They don’t speak again.

He pulls her up by the wrist, kisses her without asking. She melts against him instantly, mouth open, tongue searching. Her robe slips off her shoulder. One hand slides up his chest, the other into his hair.

Cameron walks in slowly. Sits in the armchair. Same spot as before.

Mara glances at him over Troy’s shoulder, lips already wet and swollen.

“Hi, baby,” she whispers.

He nods.

Troy turns her toward him like she’s weightless. Unbelts her robe. Lets it fall.

She’s not wearing anything underneath.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “You look edible.”

“I am,” she purrs.

He drops to his knees.

Her legs part for him like instinct. She sets the wine down, fingers already weaving through his hair as his mouth finds her.

Cameron watches.

No words.

Just the soft sound of her breath catching, her thighs tensing, the wet noise of his tongue stroking through her folds. She sighs like she’s being worshipped.

He makes her come once like that—quick, sharp, legs shaking. Then again, slower, with a finger curled inside her and her moans pitched higher, almost panicked.

“God, fuck, you’re good—don’t stop—don’t fucking stop⁠—”

She comes again, biting her lip, head thrown back.

Troy stands, lips glistening. Unbuttons his shirt.

“I’ve been thinking about this pussy all week,” he says.

Mara giggles, breathless. “Then fuck it.”

He unzips.

No teasing. No buildup. He lifts her by the hips and fucks her down onto the couch, hard and full, her legs tossed over his arms, cunt stretched wide to take him.

Her moan breaks in half.

“Oh God—oh fuck—Troy—yes—yes⁠—”

Cameron’s fists clench on his thighs. He doesn’t touch himself.

Troy fucks her like he owns her. Not rushed. Not brutal. Calculated. He watches her face as he thrusts, eyes locked on her lips, her tits, the way her body welcomes him.

And Mara?

She’s somewhere else.

Gone.

Moaning his name in rhythm.

Begging for more.

“You like that, baby?” Troy asks, voice smooth.

“Fuck yes, yes—don’t stop—harder, just like that—oh my God⁠—”

Cameron shifts in his seat. His cock’s stiff, pressed awkwardly under his jeans.

He watches her grip Troy’s wrist. Watches her mouth go slack when he hits deep. Watches her shudder as her thighs shake and she screams through another orgasm.

“Right there—oh God—I’m gonna cum again⁠—”

“Do it,” Troy says, hips snapping.

She explodes.

It’s messy. Loud. Her body jerks. Her eyes roll back. She clenches around him and howls.

Troy grins like a man winning something.

Cameron feels sick.

And hard.

At the same time.

Afterward, Troy pulls out, breathing heavy. His cock is wet, twitching.

He strokes it once, twice.

Cameron’s heart starts pounding.

“Where you want it?” Troy asks.

Mara looks at her husband.

“Cameron?”

His throat is dry. “Your stomach.”

She spreads her legs wider, tits rising with every breath.

Troy jerks faster.

Then he groans—loud and deep—and ropes of cum spill across her belly, her tits, her thighs.

She moans like the heat of it gets her off again.

Her hands rub it in.

“Taste yourself,” Troy says.

She licks her fingers without hesitation. Smiles.

Cameron nearly comes untouched.

Troy zips up like a man who’s done a job well.

He doesn’t thank anyone.

Doesn’t apologize.

He nods at Cameron once. “Solid setup.”

Then he leaves.

The door closes.

Silence.

Mara stays on the couch, glowing.

Sticky.

Beautiful.

She turns her head. “Well?”

Cameron stands.

Walks over.

She’s still covered in cum.

Still smiling.

“You watched the whole thing,” she whispers.

“I did.”

“And?”

He kneels between her legs.

“Clean me,” she says.

He licks the cum off her thighs first. Then her stomach. Then her breasts.

She moans.

When his tongue hits her nipple, she jerks.

“Fuck…”

He keeps licking.

Keeps cleaning.

When he’s done, she pulls him up, undoes his pants, and strokes his cock while looking him dead in the eye.

“You’re hard as fuck,” she says.

“You made me this way.”

She guides him inside her.

And it’s soaked.

He fucks her slow, possessive. She wraps around him like she’s still dripping from Troy.

He whispers, “You’re still open from him.”

She moans. “I know.”

He comes inside her in five thrusts.

Not even embarrassed.

Because it’s not about performance anymore.

It’s about ownership. Even if he only gets the leftovers.

That night, she falls asleep on the couch.

He watches her chest rise and fall.

Then checks her phone while she sleeps.

No passcode.

Still trusting.

There’s a message from Troy:

“Next time, we fuck in your bed.”

Cameron stares at it for a long time.

Then closes the phone.

And lies down on the floor beside the couch like a guard dog that can’t decide whether to protect or devour.


CHAPTER 10
THE TAPE



Cameron doesn’t sleep that night.

He lies still on the floor next to the couch where Mara’s curled under a throw blanket, the scent of cum still faint in the air. Her breath is soft, rhythmic. Innocent. He watches her mouth twitch in sleep, dreams pulling at her like strings.

He doesn’t touch her.

He watches the message on her phone replay in his mind like a virus:

“Next time, we fuck in your bed.”

Not our bed.

Your.

A line drawn. A claim made. And she hasn’t pushed back.

The thought burns slow in his chest.

By morning, the rage is gone again.

Replaced by curiosity.

By obsession.

He gets out of bed while she’s still sleeping. Closes the door gently. Walks to the office and opens the locked drawer in his desk.

There’s a black box inside. Small. Sleek. A spy cam he bought two weeks ago and never used. He holds it in his hand, thumb brushing the smooth edge.

He hides it under the bookshelf facing the couch.

Then another upstairs, angled toward the bed.

He tells himself it’s not about catching her.

It’s about knowing.

Three days later, she tells him.

“I think Troy wants to come back.”

They’re folding laundry.

Cameron doesn’t look up. “Yeah?”

“He liked the energy. Liked how you watched. Said it turned him on.”

He smirks. “Glad I could help.”

She glances at him. “Would it bother you… if we used the bed this time?”

There it is.

The test.

He swallows. “No.”

Lie.

But she believes it.

Or pretends to.

“Okay. Friday, then.”

Friday comes.

Mara cleans the sheets. Wears the perfume she hasn’t worn since their honeymoon. The one he used to fuck her to, slow and careful.

She wears black lingerie this time—lace, sheer, no bra. Her nipples show through. Her cunt’s already bare and glistening between her thighs.

Cameron sits on the armchair.

But the camera will see what he can’t.

Troy arrives fifteen minutes late, like always.

He doesn’t knock. Just walks in with a grin.

“You missed me?” he asks her.

“I never stopped,” Mara whispers.

Cameron doesn’t speak.

Troy strips fast this time. There’s no foreplay. No warm-up. He lifts her by the thighs and pins her against the bedroom wall before Cameron even blinks.

Her moans are breathless. Immediate.

He’s inside her in seconds.

“Fucking wet already,” Troy mutters. “You’re just dripping for me.”

“I knew you’d come back,” she gasps. “I knew it⁠—”

They fuck against the wall for five minutes before hitting the bed.

Troy flips her onto her stomach, presses her face into the mattress, and pounds her like he’s angry.

“Taking it so fucking good,” he growls.

“Don’t stop—oh my God—don’t stop⁠—”

Cameron watches.

But what he can’t see—the camera does.

Later, when they’re gone, and Mara is asleep again beside him, lips swollen, legs still twitching from aftershocks, Cameron takes the SD card from the bookshelf.

He closes the office door. Inserts it into his laptop.

And watches.

The angle is perfect.

Wide enough to see the entire bed.

He fast-forwards. Skims through the foreplay, the wall fucking, the positions. He’s seen it all before.

Until something new happens.

He hears it first.

Troy’s voice, low. Smug.

“You’re not even looking at him.”

Mara moans.

“Look at your husband.”

She doesn’t.

He grabs her face. Turns it toward the chair.

She closes her eyes.

Troy laughs.

“He doesn’t do it for you anymore, does he?”

“Shut up,” she breathes.

“No, say it.”

Cameron’s heart starts pounding.

“I can give you what he won’t,” Troy says. “What he can’t.”

Mara gasps. “You already are.”

Silence.

Then—Troy leans in, kisses her mouth.

Soft.

Intimate.

Too slow.

Cameron’s hand clenches the mouse.

He watches as Mara opens her eyes—not to look at him.

But to stare at Troy.

She reaches up.

Touches his face.

Strokes his cheek like she’s memorizing him.

It’s not fucking.

It’s something else.

Cameron closes the video.

Stares at the black screen.

His hands are shaking.

She doesn’t know he saw it.

Not the kiss.

Not the eyes.

Not the way she whispered “stay” after Troy pulled out and rolled off.

He didn’t stay. He laughed. Got dressed.

Left her there, skin glowing, mouth raw, cunt dripping onto their sheets.

But she wanted him to stay.

That’s what matters.

That night, Cameron doesn’t touch her.

She tries.

Presses her ass into his lap under the blanket.

Whispers, “You hard for me, baby?”

He says, “Not tonight.”

She pauses.

“Why?”

He doesn’t answer.

Because if he opens his mouth, he’ll say something he can’t take back.

Three days later, she’s texting again.

He doesn’t ask who.

She doesn’t offer.

But she smiles when the phone buzzes.

Smiles in that way a woman does when her phone holds someone else’s heartbeat.

He goes back to the tape.

Watches it again.

Frame by frame.

The kiss.

The touch.

Her mouth shaping “stay.”

And this time—he rewinds. Freezes the frame.

Catches something else.

After Troy leaves… she doesn’t just lie there.

She opens her phone.

Text thread opens.

A name: Zach.

The man from the gym.

“You free soon?”

A reply almost instant:

“Always for you.”

She sends a photo.

It’s her. Lying naked. His cum still drying on her stomach.

She writes: “Wish it was yours.”

Cameron stares.

Doesn’t blink.

Doesn’t breathe.

Then slowly—carefully—he closes the laptop.

Deletes the video.

Shuts the drawer.

And walks to the bedroom.

Mara’s in bed. Reading.

She looks up. “Hey.”

He climbs in beside her.

“I want you to do it again,” he says.

She raises a brow. “Troy?”

“No,” he says. “Zach.”

Her breath catches.

She blinks.

Then smiles slowly.

“Okay.”

Cameron turns the light off.

And stares at the ceiling.

Because he’s finally realized⁠—

It’s not about controlling her anymore.

It’s about surviving her.


CHAPTER 11
THE FIRST NO



Cameron watches her get ready for him.

Not for him, technically. For Zach.

The man she’s already emotionally halfway inside.

It’s not lingerie tonight—it’s a short black dress, no bra. The fabric clings to her hips like a secret, the neckline low enough to make it clear what she wants, what she’s offering. She stands in front of the mirror, adjusting her lipstick, her eyes calm, sharp, untouchable.

He sits on the edge of the bed, heart beating slow and thick.

“You don’t look nervous,” he says.

Mara meets his gaze in the mirror. “Why would I be?”

“He’s not like the others.”

“No,” she agrees. “He’s not.”

He swallows. “You like him.”

She turns. Her bare feet whisper across the floor. She stands between his knees, tilting his chin up with her fingers.

“I like what he makes me feel.”

“And what’s that?”

“Desired. But not used.”

He flinches. “That what I do?”

Her fingers slide away. “Sometimes.”

He nods. The words feel like a fresh cut, but he doesn’t back away. He stares up at her, breathing through it.

“Do you want me to watch?” he asks.

She hesitates.

That’s the answer.

“You want to be alone with him.”

“I think I do,” she whispers.

His hands flex on the blanket. “You want to fuck him behind my back.”

“No,” she says. “I want to fuck him without you owning it.”

He stands. “Then tell me that’s what you’re doing. Don’t dress it up.”

She nods once, slowly. “Okay.”

He exhales. “So this is it, then.”

“What is?”

“The line,” he says. “You cross it, it’s different. You go from my wife who fucks other men... to a woman who’s just cheating.”

Something flickers in her face—defiance, pain, lust, he can’t tell.

“I haven’t yet.”

“But you will.”

Silence.

“Say it,” he whispers. “Say it out loud so we both have to live with it.”

She looks him dead in the eye.

“I’m going to fuck Zach tonight. Alone.”

She leaves at 8:42 PM.

No kiss goodbye.

No “I love you.”

Just a click of heels and the soft hiss of the door closing.

Cameron stands in the hallway for a long time, staring at the door like it might open again. Like maybe she’ll come back. Maybe it’s a test.

But she doesn’t.

And it’s not.

He doesn’t follow.

He could. He has the GPS. He could sit outside Zach’s condo like before, watching her silhouette move through a stranger’s curtains. He could tell himself it’s protection.

But it’s not.

It would be surrender.

Instead, he opens the liquor cabinet. Pours two fingers of scotch. Sits on the couch where Troy came on her stomach a week ago.

Drinks it.

One glass.

Then two.

He stares at the blank TV screen, his own reflection faint, fractured.

And then he does something he hasn’t done since this all started.

He picks up his phone.

Opens Jessie’s name.

“You up?”

It takes her four minutes to respond.

“Always.”

“Come over.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

He doesn’t think.

He just unlocks the door.

And waits.

She arrives wearing a crop top, jeans, no bra. Her hair’s up. She looks like she was waiting for this exact message.

“Where is she?” Jessie asks, stepping inside.

He closes the door behind her. “Out.”

She walks into the kitchen. Grabs a glass. Pours herself a drink without asking.

Then turns.

“So, what are we doing?”

He looks at her. “Whatever you want.”

She raises a brow. “Dangerous words.”

He doesn’t move.

Jessie takes a long sip. “You want revenge?”

He shakes his head. “I want to feel like I exist again.”

Her lips part. She sets the glass down and walks toward him.

“I can do that,” she whispers.

He reaches for her. She’s already warm, soft, familiar.

Her kiss is different. Slower. Less performative than Mara’s. More real.

But something inside him revolts.

He stops. Pulls back.

Jessie blinks. “What?”

Cameron breathes hard. “I can’t.”

She frowns. “Why not? You brought me here.”

“I know.”

“You asked for this.”

“I know.”

Her expression tightens. “Is this about her? You can’t touch me because you’re still letting her fuck other men?”

“No,” he says quietly. “Because I’m not like her.”

Jessie steps back. “So what am I? A placeholder?”

He shakes his head. “You’re a friend.”

She laughs. “Not tonight.”

“I’m sorry,” he says.

She grabs her keys. “You always fucking were.”

And just like that, she’s gone.

He’s still sitting in the dark when Mara comes home.

2:13 AM.

He hears her heels on the porch.

The door opens.

She stops when she sees him.

Then closes the door quietly behind her.

They stare at each other across the living room.

Her makeup’s slightly smudged. Her lipstick is worn off. There’s a red spot on her neck.

He doesn’t ask. He doesn’t need to.

Mara crosses her arms.

“Did you fuck her?”

He looks at her.

“No.”

She exhales. Relief? Disappointment? He can’t tell.

“Did you fuck him?” he asks.

Her voice is flat.

“Yes.”

His jaw works. But he doesn’t speak.

She walks toward the stairs.

Then stops. Turns halfway.

“It wasn’t the same.”

“How so?”

She doesn’t look at him when she says it.

“I didn’t think about you this time.”

She walks upstairs.

And for the first time, he doesn’t follow.

He lets her go.

Later, he lies in bed next to her.

She’s already asleep, curled on her side.

Cameron turns his head.

Watches her in the dark.

Wonders what she looked like underneath Zach. What she said. What she let him do.

He whispers, “You said you wouldn’t go behind my back.”

She doesn’t answer.

Because she’s not really here anymore.

Not all the way.

And he finally says the word he’s been avoiding since the start.

Out loud.

To the empty dark.

“Cheating.”


CHAPTER 12
MARA’S CONFESSION



Mara doesn't speak to him for two days.

Not angry—just… absent. Present in body, polite in words, but distant in all the ways that matter. She doesn’t touch him. Doesn’t joke. Doesn’t ask if he’s coming to bed.

She wakes early. Showers alone. Her phone is glued to her hand like a second skin, and Cameron notices she silences it when she leaves the room now.

She’s not hiding what she’s doing anymore.

She just doesn’t care if he sees it.

And that—that—is worse.

Tuesday night, he cooks dinner.

Chicken marsala, her favorite.

She doesn’t come downstairs.

He knocks once on the bedroom door.

No answer.

She’s not crying.

He knows that sound. He's heard it before—soft, choked, trembling in the throat.

This is worse.

This is silence.

He opens the door anyway.

She’s sitting at the edge of the bed, still in leggings, hair messy, hoodie zipped halfway, phone face down beside her.

She doesn’t look at him.

Cameron steps inside.

“I made dinner.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“You didn’t eat lunch.”

She shrugs.

He watches her hands—fingers knotted in her lap like she’s holding something inside her.

He walks over slowly. Kneels in front of her.

“I need you to tell me the truth,” he says.

“I already did.”

“No,” he whispers. “You told me facts. I want the truth.”

Her eyes lift slowly. The lashes are wet. Her mouth opens, then shuts again. He waits.

She exhales.

“I didn’t plan it,” she says softly. “With Zach.”

“Then how did it happen?”

“He kissed me in the car. I kissed him back.”

“And?”

“I let him undress me. I didn’t stop him when he went down on me.”

Cameron’s jaw flexes.

“Did you think of me?”

She shakes her head.

His throat tightens. “Not even once?”

“No,” she says. “That was the worst part.”

He blinks.

“I felt free,” she confesses, voice cracking. “I didn’t feel like your wife. I didn’t feel like a wife at all.”

He stands. Walks to the window. Looks out into the quiet, dead neighborhood.

“You wanted this, Cam,” she says behind him.

He turns, voice sharp. “No. I wanted us to explore something together. Not for you to go behind my back and fuck someone you were falling for.”

She flinches.

“You kissed him in our bed,” he says. “I saw the video. You looked at him like he mattered. You never looked at me like that.”

Mara doesn’t move.

“I gave you permission to fuck,” he growls. “But you gave yourself permission to feel.”

She stands now, suddenly—defensive, angry. “You think I wanted this to get out of control? You think I meant to fall?”

“No,” he says. “I think you liked it more than you liked me.”

She’s shaking. “That’s not true.”

“Then tell me you love me,” he demands. “Right now.”

“I do,” she says, voice barely a whisper.

“No,” he says. “You loved me. Past tense. Before.”

Before the first man. Before the thrill.

Before Zach.

She walks past him to the door.

Stops.

“I don’t want to lose you,” she says.

“Then prove it.”

Her eyes narrow. “How?”

“No more lies. No more secret texts. No more solo meetings. No more Zach.”

Her lips part. She hesitates.

That’s all he needs to see.

Cameron shakes his head. “You can’t even say yes.”

“I can,” she says. “But it wouldn’t be honest.”

“So you choose him?”

She looks away.

“I don’t know who I’m choosing,” she admits.

He nods. “Then don’t choose at all. Just go.”

She packs the next day.

Only one bag. Just clothes and a few essentials. She doesn’t cry. Neither does he.

He helps her carry it to the car.

The house feels smaller after she leaves.

Quieter.

He stands in the doorway for a long time after her tail lights vanish.

Then walks upstairs. Opens the bedroom.

The pillow still smells like her.

He doesn’t sleep that night.

He just lies in the dark, remembering every moan, every name she whispered that wasn’t his.

The next afternoon, she comes back.

Not with a bag.

With a folded piece of paper.

She hands it to him without speaking.

Cameron opens it slowly.

It’s a letter.

Written in her tight, slanted script.

Cam,

I wanted you to be angry. I wanted you to scream. I wanted you to hate me, because it would’ve made this easier. But you didn’t. You just kept watching me fall out of reach, and I kept pretending I didn’t care.

But I do.

I’ve never stopped.

You gave me something no one else ever has: freedom. And I used it to find something I didn’t know I was missing.

But I also used it to run from everything we built.

I’m sorry.

Not for fucking them.

For not coming back to you after.

I miss your arms around me. I miss the way your breath slows when you sleep. I miss how you taste when you whisper my name.

If there’s any part of you that still believes in this—us—then let me prove I can still belong to you.

Not just in the bedroom.

In everything.

Choose me, and I’ll crawl.

Choose me, and I’ll burn the others.

Yours,

Mara

He reads it twice.

Then sets it down.

When he looks up, she’s still standing there.

Eyes full of everything she didn’t say.

He nods once.

Just once.

She walks to him.

Kneels.

Not sexual. Not pleading.

Just present.

And he pulls her into his arms.

Not like she’s his again.

But like she never stopped being.


CHAPTER 13
THE LAST FUCK



She’s trembling when she tells him.

Saturday morning, bare-faced, wearing one of his old T-shirts and nothing else, legs folded beneath her on the couch like a confession about to spill.

“One more time,” she says, voice quiet. “Just once.”

Cameron watches her across the room. The sunlight catches in her hair like fire trying to hold itself back. Her fingers twist in her lap. She’s not teasing. Not manipulating. She’s asking.

“With Zach?” he says, even though he already knows the answer.

She nods.

He waits for the spike of jealousy, the instinct to shut it down. But it doesn’t come like it used to. There’s something quieter inside him now. A hollow, aching ache that wants this chapter closed.

“Then I want to be there,” he says.

Mara blinks. “What?”

“I want to see it. Start to finish.”

Her lips part. “You said⁠—”

“I changed my mind.”

She watches him for a long time. Her voice is almost a whisper. “It won’t be like before.”

“I know.”

“He means something to me.”

“I know that, too.”

She swallows. “And after?”

“After,” he says, “you cut him off. For good.”

She nods slowly. “Okay.”

He stands. Walks to her. Cups her chin and tilts her face up.

“Let him fuck you like he owns you,” he says. “But when it’s over, I take you back.”

Her mouth opens slightly.

“Yes,” she breathes.

Zach arrives that night at 9:12 p.m.

He looks more nervous than the others. Cleaner. Pressed shirt, nice shoes. Like he’s trying to impress her father, not fuck another man’s wife.

Mara answers the door in nothing but a silk robe, short and black, tied loosely around her waist.

Zach’s breath catches when he sees her.

Then he sees Cameron.

Sitting in the corner of the room, a whiskey glass in hand.

He freezes.

“I—uh—wasn’t sure if this was…”

“It is,” Mara says. She smiles gently. “Come in.”

He hesitates.

Then steps inside.

Cameron doesn’t say a word. Just watches as Mara closes the door and leads Zach to the couch.

“You don’t have to be nervous,” she says. “He knows everything.”

“I’m not nervous.”

She grins. “Liar.”

She kisses him.

And it’s not like with the others.

It’s slower. Softer. Their bodies lean into each other, hands touching cheeks, arms, sides. Like they’re exploring—not claiming. Not conquering.

Zach whispers something into her ear.

She laughs.

Cameron swallows the ice-cold sip of whiskey without flinching.

They move to the bedroom ten minutes later.

No rush.

Just Mara taking Zach’s hand and leading him upstairs.

Cameron follows.

She doesn’t look back.

The lights are low. Candles flicker.

Zach sits on the edge of the bed while Mara climbs onto his lap, straddling him. Her robe parts, slips from her shoulders. She’s bare beneath it.

Their mouths meet again.

He touches her like she’s fragile.

He lifts her breast to his lips and suckles slow. Her head falls back. A soft moan leaves her throat.

Cameron stands against the wall. Watching.

Zach lays her down.

Undresses.

Kisses her from her thighs up to her collarbone. Worshipful.

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs.

Mara smiles. “No. I’m yours for tonight.”

He enters her slow.

Cameron sees her body tense—then open.

She gasps.

Zach groans, deeper than expected.

“You okay?” he asks.

“More than okay,” she says, breathless.

He fucks her slowly.

No roughness. No slapping skin. Just deep, long strokes.

Like he wants her to remember him when she falls asleep a week from now.

Cameron watches her face.

And that’s when it hits.

She’s not acting.

This isn’t for the camera. Not for the thrill. Not even for him.

This is real.

She’s fucking a man she could’ve left her husband for.

And Cameron can see her falling out of herself—losing control. Not to kink. Not to lust.

To feeling.

Her eyes flutter open mid-thrust and lock with his.

He expects guilt.

But there’s none.

Only a question.

Can you still love me after this?

He doesn’t look away.

Zach makes her come three times.

Each slower than the last.

By the end, she’s crying.

Silent tears. No sobs. Just wet trails down her temples.

Zach holds her face while he finishes inside her.

Cameron grips the edge of the dresser so hard his knuckles burn.

He watches as Zach pulls out, kisses her lips again, soft and reverent.

“I’ll go,” Zach says, standing.

Mara doesn’t stop him.

He dresses.

No goodbye.

Just a look at Cameron before he leaves.

Not defiant.

Not ashamed.

Just final.

The front door closes.

The house is still.

Mara stays on the bed, naked, legs still open, thighs sticky.

Cameron doesn’t move for a full minute.

Then walks to the bed.

Stares down at her.

She looks up at him, lips trembling.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers.

He nods. “I know.”

She reaches for him.

He strips silently.

Climbs onto the bed.

Spreads her legs wider.

She gasps as he enters her—still wet, still loose, still full.

He doesn’t move at first.

Just feels her.

The stretch. The heat. The echo of another man still inside her.

And he fucks her.

Hard.

Deep.

Not to punish.

To reclaim.

To remember.

She moans beneath him, hands clawing his back, tears still streaking down her cheeks.

“I love you,” she whispers.

He doesn’t answer.

He fucks her harder.

“I love you, Cam—please⁠—”

He kisses her then.

Tongue deep.

Fingers locking in her hair.

When he comes, it’s with a growl. A deep, shaking exhale. He spills himself inside her, mixing with what Zach left behind.

He stays inside her.

Still.

Both of them breathing, pressed together, sweat slick and broken.

After, she curls against him.

Face on his chest. Leg over his thigh.

He brushes her hair back.

“Is it out of your system?” he asks.

She doesn’t answer right away.

Then:

“Yes.”

He nods.

“Then we move forward,” he says.

“Together?”

“Yes.”

Mara kisses his chest. “No more lies.”

“No more Zach.”

“No more anyone,” she whispers.

He says nothing.

Because deep down, he’s not sure if he believes it.

But for tonight…

She’s here.

Warm.

Wrapped in his arms.

And the chapter is closed.


CHAPTER 14
STILL HERE



The next morning is quiet. No apology in the air. No ceremony, no tears. Just two people waking in the same bed, naked, exhausted, and unspeakably changed.

The sun hits her skin like a spotlight.

Mara lies curled on her side, arms folded under the pillow, lashes fluttering in half-sleep. Her hair’s tangled. Her thighs are still parted slightly—dried cum marking the inside of one leg. Faint bruises on her hips from where Cameron gripped her the night before.

He watches her breathe.

And wonders what parts of her are still his.

She wakes without speaking.

Gets up, walks naked to the bathroom. The toilet flushes. Water runs. She returns and slips into one of his T-shirts.

No eye contact.

No morning kiss.

She opens the closet, grabs leggings, pulls them on.

He sits up. “Where are you going?”

“Nowhere,” she says, still not meeting his eyes.

She ties her hair back. “Just… downstairs.”

“You always make coffee before you shower.”

She freezes.

Then shrugs. “Not today.”

He nods.

She walks out.

Downstairs, the house feels colder.

She moves through it like a guest—light on her feet, careful with her hands. She doesn’t play music. Doesn’t open the blinds.

Cameron watches from the top of the stairs.

It’s all changed.

The way she carries herself.

The way she won’t meet his eyes.

He pads down quietly, barefoot, leans against the doorframe.

“You’re not talking.”

She pours coffee. “Neither are you.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Then maybe don’t say anything.”

That stings.

He steps into the kitchen. “I let you do it.”

“You didn’t let me,” she says flatly. “You wanted it.”

“Not like that.”

She laughs once—cold, not cruel. Just tired. “You got off on it.”

“I got off on you. Not him.”

“Same thing.”

“No,” he says sharply. “It’s not.”

She turns to face him. “Then what is it, Cam? What is this?”

He doesn’t answer.

Because he doesn’t know.

He just knows the taste of her when she was filled with another man. The look on her face when she told Zach she wanted him. The way she cried while Cameron fucked her afterward, and how her moans still sounded like a prayer.

“I’m still here,” he says.

Mara blinks.

“I didn’t leave,” he continues. “I didn’t walk away.”

Her voice is soft now. “Should you have?”

“Probably.”

Silence.

Then: “But you didn’t.”

“No,” he says. “Because I love you.”

That lands like thunder.

She turns away. Grabs the counter. Breath catches in her throat.

Then she exhales.

“I don’t deserve you,” she says.

“I’m not sure I deserve me anymore either.”

They don’t have sex for a week.

Not because they’re angry. Not because they’re avoiding each other.

Because it would feel like using a wound before it’s scabbed over.

But they touch.

At night, her foot brushes his under the blanket.

In the morning, his hand lingers on her hip as she passes.

They share quiet.

More intimate than orgasms.

More dangerous than anything they’ve done.

Thursday night, she breaks.

They’re watching a movie neither of them is really paying attention to. She’s curled against him on the couch. Her head on his chest. One hand on his thigh.

Then she shifts.

Climbs onto his lap. Knees straddling him.

His hands find her waist.

She leans down, presses her lips to his neck.

“I missed this,” she whispers.

He kisses her shoulder. “Then take it.”

Her hips rock once.

He’s already hard.

She reaches down, slides his cock out, not even bothering with her underwear. She isn’t wearing any.

She sinks down on him.

Slow.

They both moan, faces pressed close.

It’s not fast.

It’s not porn.

It’s theirs.

Her arms loop around his neck. His hands grip her ass.

They move together.

Her breath in his ear.

His mouth at her throat.

No words.

Just feeling.

When they both come, it’s not messy or loud.

It’s deep.

Like something real returned to them in the middle of it.

And when she collapses against him after, sweaty and shaking, she whispers:

“Thank you for staying.”

He kisses her temple.

And finally says what he couldn’t say that night:

“I love you more than I hate what we’ve done.”

The next morning, there are no texts from Zach.

No calls.

She shows him the empty thread before he even asks.

He doesn’t say anything.

But she sees the flicker of relief in his eyes.

And she reaches across the table, takes his hand.

“I’m yours,” she says.

He squeezes back.

But neither of them says forever.

Because now they know better.

They go two weeks without anything outside the marriage.

No cameras.

No toys.

No flirting.

Just late-night drives, silent dinners, morning showers where she kisses his shoulder and he soaps her back.

They rebuild slowly.

Not like it was.

Like something new.

Stranger.

But honest.

The third week, she brings it up.

They're on the porch. Warm air. The buzz of insects in the dark.

“I miss it,” she says.

He looks at her. “Miss what?”

“The heat. The chaos. The way my body felt like a weapon.”

He exhales through his nose. “I miss watching you come.”

She smiles. “I miss you watching me come.”

Silence.

Then she turns her head. “We can do it again.”

He tenses.

She takes his hand. “Together.”

Not behind.

Not beside.

With.

Cameron studies her face.

She’s not begging.

She’s offering.

And for the first time, he doesn’t feel powerless.

He feels like a man who survived the storm.

And still has the woman.

Battered.

Dirty.

Real.

“Then we do it different,” he says.

She nods.

“Rules.”

“Boundaries,” she agrees.

“No falling,” he says.

Her lips curve. “No lying.”

He leans in. “And no more 'firsts' without me.”

She kisses him.

Slow.

Hot.

Honest.

Then whispers:

“Next time, we film it.”

He laughs.

And this time, it doesn’t hurt.

They go inside.

Lights off.

Shadows stretched across the walls like memory.

She undresses for him in silence.

And he watches.

Not with shame.

Not with fear.

With hunger.

Because they’re not who they were anymore.

And maybe that’s the point.

They're still here.

Together.

Somehow.


CHAPTER 15
HER BIRTHDAY



Mara turns thirty-five in October.

They don’t throw a party. No streamers, no group dinners with people they barely see the rest of the year. She tells him she doesn’t want “decorative attention.” Just something real.

“Real how?” he asks.

She takes a sip of red wine, leans across the table with a lazy smile, and whispers, “Let me fuck someone in front of you again.”

Cameron doesn’t flinch.

He stares at her over the rim of his glass. “That’s how you want to celebrate your birthday?”

Her lips glisten. “I want to feel something.”

“I can make you feel something.”

“I want more,” she says.

There’s no venom in it. Just honesty.

The kind that stings in all the right ways.

She gives him two names.

He vetoes one instantly. Too young. Too smug. The kind of guy who’d check his hair in the mirror while he came.

The second—Elijah—is different.

Thirty-eight. Former college football player turned personal trainer. Widowed. Quiet eyes. Cameron only agrees because Mara says Elijah has “the energy of someone who listens without trying to fix you.”

He wants to ask how she knows that.

But doesn’t.

Because the truth is—he’s already picturing her with him.

Bent over.

Open.

Moaning into the sheets.

The plan is simple.

Elijah comes over at 9 p.m.

Cameron plays the part.

Dinner. Wine. Laughs.

They sit on the couch together, Mara in a low-cut dress, no bra, her thigh pressed shamelessly against Elijah’s. The conversation turns flirty within minutes.

“You always this bold?” Elijah asks.

“Only when I know I’m being watched,” she says.

Cameron shifts in his chair, already hard.

She turns to him. “You want this, baby?”

He nods once.

“Say it.”

“I want to watch you take his cock.”

Her pupils dilate.

She kisses Elijah. Deep. Wet.

He groans into her mouth.

The clothes come off in layers.

Mara strips slowly, arms raised, hips swaying.

She kneels in front of Elijah, unbuckles his belt, and frees his cock like she’s unwrapping a gift.

“Goddamn,” she whispers.

Cameron watches her take him in—slow, then deeper, her throat relaxing around the shaft as Elijah groans and tangles his fingers in her hair.

“Good girl,” Elijah says, voice thick.

She moans around his cock.

Cameron grips the arm of the chair.

Elijah pulls her up, kisses her hard, then lays her back on the couch.

Spreads her legs.

And slides into her like he was made for it.

Mara screams.

Loud.

Raw.

Her back arches off the cushions as Elijah pounds into her with long, controlled strokes.

“You feel that, baby?” she gasps, looking straight at Cameron. “You see how deep he is?”

“I see it,” Cameron whispers.

“You like watching me get fucked on my birthday?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes roll back as Elijah slams into her, hips flexing.

“Harder,” she moans. “Fucking break me—fuck—yes!”

Elijah flips her onto her stomach, grabs her hips, and slams into her from behind.

Cameron watches her body ripple with every thrust, her ass bouncing, tits pressed to the cushions.

“You see how open she gets for me?” Elijah grunts.

Cameron nods, eyes wide.

“You think you ever made her come like this?” Elijah growls.

Mara chokes on a moan. “No—fuck—he never—never like this⁠—”

It’s the truth.

Cameron knows it.

And it wrecks him.

But it also feeds something.

Dark. Addictive.

He strokes himself through his pants, unable to look away.

Elijah pulls out just as Mara starts to tremble.

“Where do you want it, birthday girl?” he asks.

She doesn’t answer.

She looks at Cameron.

He swallows. “On your face.”

Her lips part. “Yes, sir.”

She kneels.

Elijah jerks himself fast—grunting, groaning—then comes in thick ropes across her lips, her cheek, her tongue.

She opens her mouth wide. Swallows.

Moans.

Then looks up at Cameron with cum smeared on her chin.

“Happy birthday to me,” she purrs.

Elijah dresses without ceremony.

Mara kisses his cheek. “Thank you.”

He nods. “Anytime.”

He leaves.

The door closes.

Silence.

Cameron crosses the room.

Mara’s still on her knees.

Still covered in cum.

He kneels in front of her.

“You were beautiful,” he says.

She smiles. “You were hard the whole time.”

“I still am.”

“Use me,” she whispers.

He slides his cock into her mouth without hesitation.

Fucks her throat slow and deep.

She gags. Chokes. Drool spills down her chest.

She moans around him.

When he comes, he holds her face still and paints her tongue.

She swallows again.

Then collapses into his arms.

Later, they lie on the floor.

Naked.

Sticky.

Breathing like lovers after war.

Mara rests her head on his chest.

“I don’t want more men,” she says.

He strokes her hair. “Okay.”

“I just want… the freedom.”

“You have it.”

She tilts her head. “Even if I want to taste them sometimes?”

“As long as I get to watch you.”

Her smile is lazy. “Deal.”

They fall asleep on the floor.

Limbs tangled.

Bodies raw.

Souls cleaner than they’ve felt in months.

Not because they’ve returned to who they were⁠—

But because they’ve accepted what they are.


CHAPTER 16
EXPOSURE



Three days later, the email arrives.

No subject line. No message. Just a link.

Cameron opens it out of instinct.

It takes him to a Dropbox folder.

He clicks.

And his stomach drops straight through the floor.

There she is.

Mara.

On the couch.

On her knees.

Elijah’s cock in her mouth, her eyes rolled back, cum glistening on her cheek.

The same scene from her birthday.

Only—it’s not the camera they set up.

It’s from another angle.

Hidden.

Up close.

Zoomed.

And below the video is a filename:

"WifeUsedByStranger_3k.mp4"

Cameron stares.

Frozen.

And then another truth slams into him⁠—

He didn’t upload it.

Mara didn’t upload it.

Which means⁠—

Someone else did.

She’s in the kitchen when he finds her.

Hair up, no makeup, a tea towel slung over her shoulder. Calm. Unaware.

He sets the laptop on the table, flips it around.

“Who the fuck filmed this?”

Mara’s eyes drop.

Then widen.

Her breath catches. “What the hell is that?”

“I was going to ask you.”

“I didn’t—” She reaches for the trackpad, fumbles. “This isn’t… this wasn’t from our setup.”

He watches her carefully. “Then who?”

She shakes her head. “I don’t know. Elijah never even touched the camera.”

He waits.

She leans against the counter.

Silent.

Then—

“Oh fuck.”

Her voice is small.

Panicked.

“What?”

“I didn’t turn off the Ring camera.”

He blinks.

“What Ring camera?”

“The old one,” she says. “The one I set up when I used to do yoga in here. It's still linked to my backup Gmail. I never deactivated it.”

His stomach twists.

“Was it facing the couch?”

She nods.

Mouth open. Hand on her chest. “I completely forgot.”

Cameron’s hands go cold. “So the footage went where?”

“To the cloud. To my account. But—only I had access.”

“Until?”

She closes her eyes.

“Until Elijah asked for the login once to send me a clip of a workout I recorded.”

His mouth goes dry. “You gave it to him.”

“I thought he’d delete it after. I thought⁠—”

Cameron slams his hand on the counter. The laptop jumps.

Mara jerks.

“You thought,” he growls. “You thought it was harmless.”

“It was, Cam—I swear—I never gave him permission to record that.”

He exhales. Eyes closed. “But he had the login.”

She nods. Slowly. Ashamed.

“And now your pussy’s on the internet,” he says coldly.

She looks like he slapped her.

Then whispers: “Our pussy.”

They sit in silence for a long time.

Cameron doesn’t touch her.

She doesn’t cry.

But her face cracks in slow motion.

“I’ll email him,” she says.

“No,” Cameron says. “I will.”

Elijah answers on the second ring.

“Cam. Hey.”

“Don’t hey me.”

A pause.

“What’s going on?”

“You uploaded the fucking video.”

“I—what? No—no, I didn’t⁠—”

“It’s in a Dropbox folder tied to your old business email. The one you had on your website before you shut it down.”

Silence.

Cameron listens to the guilt breathe on the other end.

Then: “It wasn’t supposed to be public.”

“So it is yours.”

“…Yeah.”

Cameron grips the edge of the desk. “You filmed it without telling us.”

“I—look, I was gonna send it to her. She was so fucking beautiful that night. I just—kept watching it.”

“So you shared it.”

“Not—not to porn sites. Just with… a friend. He must’ve posted it.”

Cameron’s voice drops an octave. “You shared my wife’s orgasm like it was a fucking meme.”

“I’m sorry,” Elijah says, low and real.

“Delete the file. Wipe the account. Burn it to ash.”

“I will.”

“And if it shows up again⁠—”

“It won’t.”

Cameron doesn’t thank him.

Doesn’t threaten him.

He just ends the call.

When he comes back downstairs, Mara’s curled on the couch, knees hugged to her chest.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers before he says a word.

“I know.”

“I didn’t mean for this⁠—”

“I know.”

She looks up at him. “Do you hate me?”

He kneels beside her.

“Not even close.”

Her lips tremble. “Then what do you feel?”

He brushes her hair back.

And for the first time since it all began⁠—

“I feel like I want to protect you again,” he says.

They spend the night offline.

Phones off.

TV dark.

Just the two of them in the quiet.

She fucks him on the floor. No script. No roleplay. No performance.

Just need.

Her legs wrap around him. Her moans are private again. Her mouth whispers his name instead of another man’s.

When he comes inside her, he stays there.

Soft.

Breathing.

Pressed to her skin like a man trying to erase everything but her heartbeat.

In the morning, the link is gone.

Dropbox folder deleted.

Vanished.

But it doesn’t matter.

They both know how the internet works.

Once it’s out, it never really disappears.

Mara sips her coffee quietly. “What if someone recognizes me?”

“They won’t.”

“What if they do?”

Cameron watches her.

“You look too happy,” he says. “No one would ever believe that’s a married woman.”

She smiles.

And finally⁠—

Laughs.

Not because it’s funny.

Because it’s fucked.

Because it’s theirs.

Later, she texts him a photo.

Nothing dirty.

Just her.

In the mirror.

A soft smile.

A white tank top with no bra.

She writes:

Still yours. Even after all this.

He stares at the screen.

Smiles back.

And replies:

Especially after.


CHAPTER 17
THE DINNER GUEST



It’s Cameron’s idea this time.

They’re at a wine bar—low light, moody jazz, Mara’s heels brushing his shin beneath the table—when he says it.

“We should invite someone again.”

Mara pauses mid-sip.

Lowers her glass. Tilts her head.

“I thought we were past that.”

He shrugs. “We’re never really past anything. We just keep choosing each other after.”

She watches him.

Like she’s reading a secret in his eyes.

“You want to watch again?”

“Yes.”

“And after?”

He leans in. “I want to clean you.”

Her breath catches.

He sees it—feels it—in the sudden stillness of her legs, the way her pupils widen.

“I want it messy,” he says softly. “Unapologetic. I want to see you wrecked and know you still crawl back to me.”

Mara leans across the table.

Kisses him slow, with tongue.

Then whispers against his lips:

“Then we pick someone together.”

His name is Marcus.

Forty. Clean-cut. Divorcee. The kind of man who wears fitted shirts without arrogance. They meet him for coffee first.

Cameron watches how Mara lights up across the table. Not flirtatious—curious. She leans in when he talks. Bites her lip when he laughs.

But what gets Cameron hard?

It’s when she doesn’t touch him.

When she keeps that invisible line between them like a dog on a leash.

Later, when they leave the café, Mara says, “He asked if we were really okay with it.”

Cameron snorts. “You told him you were on your knees for two strangers in the last three months.”

She grins. “I told him I’ve never had a man watch me like you do.”

Saturday arrives.

They set the scene like a ceremony.

Candles. Fresh sheets. Drinks poured and placed. The camera turned off this time.

No tech.

Just eyes.

Cameron sits in the corner chair again. Familiar now. A throne of pain and privilege.

Mara’s already in lingerie—black straps, sheer cups, garters that cut her thighs just right.

Marcus knocks once.

Steps in.

He sees her and doesn’t speak for a full ten seconds.

Then:

“Holy fuck.”

Mara smirks. “You gonna stand there or do something about it?”

Marcus walks forward.

Takes her hand.

Kisses her knuckles like a gentleman.

Then grabs her ass like a man.

She melts into him.

Cameron watches her eyes flutter closed.

Marcus kisses her neck, slow and deliberate.

“You ever been ruined properly?” he murmurs.

Mara shivers. “Not yet.”

“Let’s fix that.”

He undresses her like she’s art.

Not hurried. Not savage.

Just deliberate.

Strap by strap.

Her nipples harden as the cups fall away.

Her breath gets ragged.

Cameron shifts in his seat, hard already.

Marcus kneels.

Spreads her thighs.

Licks her like he’s mapping her.

Mara moans, low and long.

“Fuck, yes…”

Cameron can see the slick on her lips. The way her toes curl. The soft gasps when Marcus slides two fingers in and curls them just right.

“Oh—fuck—yes—yes⁠—”

Marcus doesn’t stop.

Even when she comes once, hips jerking, eyes rolling.

He keeps going.

Makes her come again.

Then again.

By the time he stands, her legs are shaking.

She’s already fucked open.

He doesn’t ask permission.

He flips her onto her stomach.

Pulls his cock out.

And slides in with a groan.

“Oh my God,” Mara gasps.

He fucks her hard. Slow at first, then faster.

Cameron watches her ass bounce.

Watches the sweat bead on her back.

Watches her surrender.

“Is that your husband watching?” Marcus says through gritted teeth.

“Yes,” she moans.

“You want him to see me wreck this pussy?”

“Yes—fuck yes—don’t stop—please—more⁠—”

Her voice breaks.

Cameron unzips himself.

Strokes his cock slowly.

She looks at him from under Marcus’s body.

Her mouth opens.

Tongue out.

Eyes glassy.

And Cameron loses it.

Marcus pulls out just before he comes.

“Where?” he growls.

Cameron answers.

“Her chest.”

Mara drops to her knees.

Looks up.

Marcus jerks hard—moaning—then sprays thick across her breasts.

One line hits her collarbone.

Another lands on her lips.

She smears it with her fingers.

Then sucks them clean.

Eyes locked on Cameron.

He walks over slowly.

Still stroking.

Her mouth opens automatically.

But he shakes his head.

“No.”

She blinks.

He pulls her onto the bed.

Pushes her onto her back.

Still slick.

Still messy.

Still leaking.

He slides in deep.

Mara screams.

“Mine,” he growls.

“Yours,” she gasps.

He fucks her hard.

Fast.

Her tits bounce, glistening with cum.

She claws at his back.

When he comes inside her, it’s like drowning.

Loud.

Raw.

Real.

Marcus dresses quietly.

“You two are… intense,” he says with a grin.

Cameron nods.

Mara’s still limp on the bed.

“Thanks for letting me,” Marcus says.

Cameron’s voice is calm.

“We didn’t let you.”

He looks back.

“We used you.”

Marcus laughs.

Nods.

Leaves.

Cameron returns to the bed.

Mara’s eyes flutter open.

“You okay?” he asks.

“I can’t feel my legs.”

He smiles.

“Perfect.”

She grabs his hand. Brings it to her chest.

“Was it enough?”

He strokes her nipple.

“Not even close.”

She smiles.

Wider this time.

Real.

“Then let’s keep going.”

And he knows⁠—

This isn’t just about fucking anymore.

It’s about the edge.

The high.

The truth they only find when someone else is watching.

When he’s watching.

And she’s never looked more alive.


CHAPTER 18
THE SLIP



She tells him on a Monday.

No lead-up. No wine. No eye contact.

Just a four-word sentence that drops like a blade between them.

“I saw Elijah again.”

Cameron doesn’t react at first. He just blinks. Slow. Heavy.

“Why?”

Mara stands by the sink, arms crossed, hoodie zipped high like it might hold in the truth.

“I didn’t plan it.”

“That’s not an answer.”

She exhales. “He texted. Said he wanted to apologize in person. I said yes.”

“You could’ve told me.”

“I was going to.”

“But you didn’t.”

“No,” she admits. “I didn’t.”

He walks out of the kitchen.

Not in a storm. Not in silence.

Just… distance.

Like her words built a hallway between them that keeps stretching the more she talks.

She doesn’t follow.

Upstairs, he stares at their bed.

The same sheets where she came for him.

The same pillows that still smell like her hair.

And now—somehow—it all feels different again.

A violation by omission.

A scar under makeup.

He sits at the edge of the mattress.

Wonders if she kissed Elijah.

If he touched her.

If she let him.

Worse—if she wanted to.

When she finally comes upstairs, her voice is soft.

“We didn’t do anything.”

He doesn’t look up. “You met him. You didn’t tell me. You lied. That’s something.”

“I didn’t lie.”

“You withheld. That’s worse.”

Silence.

She sits beside him. Just close enough for him to feel her body heat. Not close enough to reach.

“He asked if I missed it,” she says. “Missed us.”

“What’d you say?”

“I said I missed how easy it felt.”

He clenches his jaw. “Did you tell him you’d been used by two more cocks since then?”

“Don’t do that,” she says sharply. “Don’t turn this into punishment.”

“You made it that,” he fires back.

“Cam—” her voice breaks. “I didn’t fuck him. I didn’t even kiss him. I just… I needed to see if it still pulled at me.”

“And?”

Her eyes finally meet his.

“It didn’t.”

They don’t speak for the rest of the night.

They sleep back-to-back.

No touching.

No apology.

Just breathing in opposite directions.

The next morning, Cameron wakes first.

He watches her sleep. Hair in her face. Hands curled under the pillow like a child hiding from the world.

She stirs when he gets up.

Doesn’t speak.

Just stares at him with those wide, wet eyes that used to only break for him.

Now he doesn’t know who they break for.

He makes coffee.

Leaves hers untouched.

They sit at the kitchen table twenty minutes later.

Still not talking.

Finally, she says it.

“I’m scared.”

Cameron looks up.

“At what?”

“That we’ve passed the line.”

He sips his coffee. “We passed it months ago.”

“I mean—past past. Like no return.”

He shrugs. “We’ve always come back.”

“Maybe not this time.”

“Maybe,” he says.

She chews her lip.

Then: “Do you want to stop?”

He laughs under his breath. “Stop what, exactly?”

She doesn’t have an answer.

He leans forward. “You’re addicted to this.”

“So are you.”

“I’m addicted to you.”

She flinches.

He finishes his coffee.

Stands.

“You saw him again. You lied about it. Don’t pretend we’re the same.”

She doesn’t chase him.

Not this time.

Not until he’s halfway down the stairs, hand on the door.

Then—

“Wait.”

He stops.

Turns.

Mara stands barefoot at the top of the stairs, oversized T-shirt hanging off one shoulder, eyes swollen with sleep and shame.

“I can’t lose you,” she says.

“Then stop testing me,” Cameron says. “Because next time, I won’t pass.”

They don’t touch for four days.

No sex.

No talking about other men.

No watching porn together.

Just a ghost of what they were.

And for a while, Cameron wonders if it’s over.

If she is already gone.

Until Friday night.

He comes home late.

Work was hell.

Traffic worse.

The house is dim.

Candles flicker in the living room.

And Mara’s waiting.

On her knees.

Naked.

Collarbone sharp, nipples hard, thighs wet.

She looks up at him, cheeks flushed.

“I want to be good again,” she whispers.

He doesn’t speak.

She crawls to him.

Unzips him.

Takes him in her mouth slow. Tender. Reverent.

Not like porn.

Like penance.

She moans with him still half-soft in her throat.

Strokes him with both hands.

Pulls back.

“I’m not broken,” she whispers. “I just forgot who I belonged to.”

Cameron says nothing.

Just grabs her hair.

Pulls her up.

And fucks her on the floor like he’s reclaiming territory.

Afterward, they lie tangled on the carpet.

Her head on his chest.

Their breathing finally in sync again.

“I deleted his number,” she says.

He doesn’t ask if it was hard.

He doesn’t need to.

Saturday morning, he opens the browser on her phone.

She left it unlocked.

No history.

No messages.

No names.

Just a selfie she took in the mirror two nights ago.

Her hand between her legs.

A bruise still on her hip.

She never sent it.

It just… lives there.

Unshared.

Private.

Like a secret for him again.

He closes the phone.

Sets it on the nightstand.

Climbs back into bed and pulls her close.

This time when she stirs, she doesn’t pull away.

She burrows into his chest and whispers:

“Still scared.”

He kisses her hair.

“I am too.”

“But we’re still here.”

“Yeah,” he murmurs. “We’re still fucking here.”


CHAPTER 19
HER NIGHT ALONE



Mara brings it up in bed, her voice barely louder than the hum of the ceiling fan.

“Just one night,” she says, cheek pressed to his chest. “I need to feel like I used to.”

Cameron doesn’t speak.

Her finger draws lazy circles on his skin. “No rules. No cameras. No one watching. Just me. Away.”

He doesn’t stop her.

But he doesn’t say yes, either.

She lifts her head to look at him.

“I’m not asking to cheat.”

He stares at the ceiling. “Then what are you asking for?”

“To remember what it feels like to be unknown.”

That word hits like a sting.

He turns his head, meets her eyes. “You want a stranger.”

“I want to disappear into someone without explaining who I am,” she says. “Just for a night. And then come home.”

“You think that’s safe?”

“I don’t think it’s safe at all.”

He watches her. Quiet.

She doesn’t beg.

She never begs.

But her eyes are already halfway out the door.

She books a hotel two hours away.

Nothing upscale. Just clean sheets, dim lighting, a bar in the lobby.

Cameron doesn’t ask how she plans to find someone.

She doesn’t say.

He doesn’t want to know.

Not yet.

She packs a single small bag.

Black lace set.

One dress.

No wedding ring.

She kisses him once at the door.

“Still yours,” she whispers.

And then she’s gone.

The silence afterward is unbearable.

The house echoes with absence.

Cameron opens a bottle he shouldn’t.

Drinks straight from it.

Walks into the bedroom.

And lies on the bed she left warm that morning.

He imagines it all.

Her thighs wrapped around someone taller.

Her fingers tangled in unfamiliar hair.

The soft gasp when she lets herself give in.

He gets hard.

Hates himself for it.

Keeps drinking.

At 11:48 PM, his phone buzzes.

A text from an unknown number.

No words. Just a photo.

Mara.

In the hotel mirror.

Kneeling.

Nude.

Lipstick smudged. Eyes wild.

Cum on her tits.

Mouth slightly open like she just swallowed some.

Her caption reads:

I needed it.

He doesn’t reply.

He throws the phone across the room.

But he saves the picture.

She comes back the next morning.

Hair up. Sunglasses on. Hoodie pulled over a tank top. No makeup.

No apologies.

Just walks into the kitchen like she never left.

He sits at the table.

She pours coffee.

Neither of them speaks.

Until—

“Did you like the picture?” she asks.

His jaw works. “You sent it like a trophy.”

“I sent it like a confession.”

“Did he use a condom?”

She hesitates.

Shakes her head.

“Did you suck him first?”

She nods once.

Cameron stares at his cup like he could drown in it.

Then says: “Do you even remember his name?”

“No.”

That part almost helps.

Almost.

He stands. Walks to her.

She turns slowly.

“I need to know why,” he says.

She swallows. “Because I wanted to lose control.”

“You do that every time we play.”

“Not like this. When you watch, I’m still performing. Last night—I wasn’t anyone’s wife. Not even yours. I was just need.”

“And now?”

She presses her hand to his chest.

“I’m home. I’m yours. I swear to God.”

He stares at her.

Then turns and walks away.

He doesn’t touch her for two days.

Doesn’t sleep beside her.

Doesn’t ask for details.

But every time he closes his eyes, he sees her on her knees in front of that stranger, eyes closed, mouth open, body aching.

And every time, he gets hard.

The third night, she comes into the guest room.

Doesn’t speak.

Just kneels at the edge of the bed.

Naked.

Hair down.

Hands behind her back.

Cameron looks up from the book he’s not really reading.

“You think this fixes it?”

“No,” she says. “But maybe it starts something.”

He sets the book aside.

Stands.

Walks to her.

She doesn’t flinch.

Even when he unzips and shoves himself into her mouth with no warning.

She takes it.

Eyes closed.

Drool spilling.

He grips her hair. Fucks her throat hard. Relentless. Silent.

She gags.

Tears spill.

But she stays.

Lets him use her mouth like it’s owed.

And when he comes, he doesn’t pull out.

He holds her head down, buried, while he finishes against the back of her throat.

Then pulls free.

She coughs.

Wipes her lips with the back of her hand.

Looks up at him.

Eyes glossy.

Voice raw.

“I’m still here.”

He doesn’t answer.

He just picks her up.

Carries her to the bed.

And takes her all over again.

They don’t speak about the hotel after that.

Not in words.

Only in what’s said between skin.

But the photo stays on his phone.

And every time he looks at it—he hates how much he loves it.

And how much he still loves her.


CHAPTER 20
ALL THE WAY BACK



It’s the first snowfall of the season.

Mara stands barefoot on the porch, wrapped in his hoodie, steaming coffee cradled in her hands. The snow flutters down in heavy flakes, clinging to her hair, her lashes, the tops of her feet.

Cameron watches her from the kitchen window.

The way she stares out like she’s remembering a version of herself that only existed before them. Before the men. Before the hotel. Before everything got cracked open.

She shivers.

But she doesn’t come inside.

He brings her a blanket.

Wraps it around her without a word. His hands linger a moment longer on her shoulders.

She leans back into him.

“Cold,” she says.

“You knew it would be.”

“I wanted to feel it.”

They stand like that for a while.

The world white and quiet and slow.

“I think I’m done,” she says finally.

“With what?”

“All of it. The chaos. The games. The men.”

Cameron doesn’t speak.

“I loved it,” she admits. “I loved the power. The danger. The way it made me feel seen.”

“I know.”

“But it’s not enough anymore.”

He exhales. “It never was.”

She nods.

Her voice is quieter now. “I just didn’t want to come back to you as a lie.”

“You never left,” he says.

“Yes, I did.”

“Your body didn’t.”

“But my mind did. My mouth. My hunger.”

He presses his lips to the side of her neck.

“You’re back now.”

She turns. Looks up at him.

“I want to be more than your wife again.”

“You always were.”

“I want to be your everything.”

His mouth brushes hers.

“You never stopped.”

That night, they burn the box.

The one under the bed.

Where they kept the evidence.

Old toys. Unused condoms. Lingerie she wore for strangers. Notes. Names.

Even the phone he bought just for her hookups.

They don’t speak while they do it.

Cameron holds the lid open.

Mara tosses things in, one by one, like she’s exorcising parts of herself.

The last thing she throws in?

The printed photo of herself on her knees in the hotel.

He watches it curl and blacken in the flames.

When it’s gone, she turns to him.

“No more secrets.”

“No more strangers,” he adds.

“No more tests.”

They seal it with a kiss.

This time, it tastes like surrender.

Not defeat.

Freedom.

They don’t have sex for two weeks.

Not out of distance.

But because they’re learning each other again.

Kissing like teenagers.

Talking for hours in the dark.

Cooking together. Reading aloud. Showering with soft hands and no pressure.

Rediscovering the quiet in love.

And when they finally fuck again⁠—

It’s on clean sheets.

In silence.

Mara climbs on top of him, slow and careful, like she’s afraid he’ll disappear under her.

He just holds her hips.

And watches her move.

She doesn’t come fast.

Or loud.

She rocks on him, back arched, mouth open, eyes locked to his.

“I’m yours,” she whispers.

He nods.

“Say it,” she breathes.

“You’re mine.”

She smiles.

And for the first time in months, she comes without guilt.

After, they lie tangled in the dark.

No TV.

No music.

Just skin.

Just sweat.

Just truth.

“I don’t regret it,” she says suddenly.

“I know.”

“I regret how I hid it. Not what I did.”

“You didn’t hide from me,” Cameron says. “You hid from yourself.”

She breathes out slowly.

“Would you take it back?” she asks.

“All of it?”

“Yeah.”

He thinks.

Then: “No.”

She turns to face him.

“Why not?”

“Because it’s part of you now,” he says. “And I love all of you.”

She kisses him then.

Long.

Slow.

Deep.

Like a promise this time.

Winter thickens.

They stay in more.

Fireplace on.

Clothes off.

She paints again.

He writes more.

They fuck in the morning, slow and half-awake, her legs still warm from the covers.

They laugh more.

Share more.

And somewhere in the quiet—without fanfare or confession—they fall in love again.

One night, she curls up beside him on the couch, cheeks flushed from wine, and whispers:

“If I ever ask for more again…”

He looks at her.

“Tell me no.”

He nods.

“I will.”

“And if I ever forget who I am…”

“I’ll remind you.”

She smiles.

And lays her head on his chest.

It doesn’t need a ribbon.

Or a final twist.

No one gets punished.

No one leaves.

No one has to be saved.

Because sometimes, love survives the fall.

Even when it lands in places it was never meant to go.

And sometimes—if you're lucky⁠—

It comes back.

Wrecked.

Tested.

But whole.
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