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Chapter 1

Mike and Amy Harper had moved into the quiet cul-de-sac in Willow Creek exactly thirteen months ago—two weeks before the little pink plus sign appeared on the stick. They’d come from a noisy apartment downtown, desperate for a yard, a driveway, and neighbors who didn’t blast music at 2 a.m. The house was a modest two-story with a pool they hadn’t known how to take care of and a backyard that backed up to another just like it, separated only by a low wooden fence and a row of crepe myrtles.

Amy was four months along the first time they actually spoke to Katie Ellis from next door. It was one of those sticky June evenings when both women waddled out to collect the mail at the same time, bellies leading the way like proud little battering rams.

“You look like I feel,” Katie laughed, resting a hand on the shelf her daughter had made of her torso.

“Tell me the misery ends,” Amy groaned, fanning herself with an envelope.

They got to talking—due dates (Katie was six weeks ahead), swollen ankles, the best maternity jeans—and inevitably the topic turned to baby gear.

“We’re drowning in registries,” Mike had said when he joined them a minute later, wiping pool chlorine off his hands. “How many monitors does one kid need?”

Katie’s eyes lit up. “Get the audio-only VTech DM221. My sister swore by it with her twins. No video, no creepy hacking nightmares, and it’s like sixty bucks. Crystal clear, two parent units, and the range is insane. We pick up the garbage truck three streets over sometimes, but mostly it’s just sweet baby sighs.”

Amy had laughed. “No video feels saner. I don’t need to watch myself trip over laundry at three in the morning.”

“Exactly,” Katie said. “Plus, if you get the same model as half the neighborhood, you save on buying the fancy ones later when you inevitably lose a parent unit.”

Two clicks on Amazon Prime and forty-eight hours later, the little white-and-silver VTech sat on the nursery dresser, its green power light glowing like a tiny lighthouse. They tested it that night—Amy whispering “sweet dreams, little man” from the kitchen while Mike stood in the nursery grinning like an idiot when her voice floated through the parent unit crisp and close, the way Katie had promised.

They never imagined that same crystal-clear signal would one day carry a lot more than lullabies and baby snuffles from the house tucked just behind the crepe myrtles.

The afternoon sun slanted through the half-open blinds, painting warm gold stripes across the living-room rug. Little Ethan had finally surrendered to sleep after twenty minutes of rocking, humming, and the desperate bargaining only new parents know. Amy eased the nursery door shut with the slow, exaggerated care of someone defusing a bomb, then padded barefoot down the hallway. She collapsed sideways onto the couch, one leg tucked beneath her, the other stretched out so her toes could rest on Mike’s thigh. He was already sprawled there, head back, eyes half-closed, one hand lazily tracing circles on her ankle.

For a blessed minute the house was nothing but the soft hum of the air-conditioner and the distant chir of cicadas outside.

Then the baby monitor on the coffee table crackled—like someone dragging a fingernail across dry leaves.

Amy’s eyes snapped open. She lifted her head just enough to frown at the little white-and-sapphire unit. “He can’t be up already.”

Another pop of static, louder, followed by a low male voice, velvet-rough and amused.

“...baby, you looking good.”

The words floated into the room, intimate as breath against an ear.

Amy froze. Mike’s hand stopped moving on her ankle.

A woman answered—light, teasing, a smile you could hear. “Thanks.”

It wasn’t Ethan. It wasn’t even a baby.

The realization hit them at the exact same second. Amy’s lips parted in a silent O. Mike’s eyebrows shot up so high they nearly disappeared into his hairline. Their eyes locked—wide, startled, then narrowing with the same wicked understanding.

Amy’s pulse kicked hard in her throat. Heat rushed to her cheeks, part embarrassment, part something else she didn’t want to name yet.

Mike’s mouth curved into a slow, crooked grin that said he already knew exactly what he wanted to do about this.

She reached for the monitor, fingers hovering over the power button. “We should turn it off,” she whispered, but the words came out thin, almost like a question.

Mike caught her wrist gently, thumb brushing the inside of her palm. His voice was low, rough at the edges. “Hell no.”

The monitor crackled again, expectant, as if it knew they were listening now—knew, and didn’t care.

Amy swallowed. The living room suddenly felt smaller, warmer, the air thick with the scent of sunscreen still clinging to their skin from the morning by the pool and something sharper underneath: anticipation.

She let her hand drop back to her lap. Mike’s fingers slid from her wrist to lace through hers, squeezing once. A silent pact.

Whatever was happening on the other end of that frequency, they were in it now.

The silence stretched, thick and teasing. Mike kept his eyes on the monitor as though staring at it might will the voices back. His thumb rubbed slow circles over Amy’s knuckles, a nervous habit he didn’t even realize he was doing. The living room felt suspended. Sunlight poured in, dust motes drifting lazily, yet everything inside him had gone on high alert. He could feel Amy’s pulse fluttering against his fingers, quick and light like a bird trapped under skin.

Minutes dragged. Four, maybe five. Long enough that embarrassment started to creep in. This is ridiculous, he told himself. Just a freak overlap. It’s not going to—

Amy untangled her hand and pushed up from the couch. “Iced tea,” she announced, voice a little too bright, like she needed an excuse to move. She disappeared into the kitchen, bare feet whispering across the tile, ponytail swinging against the nape of her neck.

Mike exhaled, leaned forward, elbows on knees. He reached for the monitor, thumb hovering over the channel button. One flick and it would be over. They could laugh about it later, tell their friends about the weird porn bleed they’d accidentally picked up on baby Airbnb.

He never pressed it.

The fridge door thumped shut. Ice clinked into glasses. Amy’s footsteps came back, slower this time, deliberate. She appeared in the doorway holding two tall glasses beaded with condensation, watching him with a look that said she’d felt the exact same temptation and resisted it too.

She handed him a glass. Cold against his palm. Their fingers brushed, lingered half a second longer than necessary.

They’d just settled back. Amy curling into the corner of the couch, Mike stretching one arm along the backrest behind her, when the monitor woke up again.

A soft rustle of fabric. A low, masculine chuckle that made the tiny speaker vibrate. Then the same voice, deeper now, edged with hunger.

“Damn, girl... those tits still look heavy. How much time we got?”

Amy’s breath caught so sharply Mike heard it over the monitor. The iced tea glass froze halfway to her lips.

A beat of silence from the woman, then her answer, husky, amused, utterly unashamed.

“My husband’s gone till six... maybe seven.”

The words landed between Mike and Amy like a match dropped on dry leaves.

Amy’s eyes flew to Mike’s. Her pupils were huge, dark swallowing the hazel. A bright flush raced from her throat to her cheeks, and she pressed her thighs together without thinking, the movement small but unmistakable. Mike felt it like a jolt straight to his groin. The air in the room shifted, suddenly too thin, too warm.

He set his glass down blindly, afraid if he didn’t he’d drop it. His arm tightened along the back of the couch until his hand found the soft skin at the base of her neck, thumb stroking once, twice, grounding them both.

Neither of them moved to turn the monitor off.

Neither of them even blinked.

The monitor crackled again, sharp and hungry.

“Damn, those tits are nice,” the man said, voice thick with lust, riding a wave of static that couldn’t quite hide the words. “How much time we got?”

A low, throaty laugh from the woman, then the answer, easy and shameless. “My husband won’t be back for hours.”

Amy’s lungs forgot how to work. The glass in her hand trembled; a cold drip slid off the bottom and landed on her bare knee, making her flinch. She stared at Mike, eyes huge, lips parted in a silent what the fuck.

Mike’s hand had gone still at the nape of her neck, fingers suddenly tight enough to feel her pulse rabbiting under the skin.

More noises spilled out, wet little kisses, the rustle of sheets, a soft feminine moan that curled straight into Amy’s belly and lit it on fire. Then the woman again, breathless and laughing.

“...take me to bed, come on.”

Amy’s free hand flew to her mouth. Her cheeks burned so hot she was dizzy with it. She leaned forward, elbows on her thighs, staring at the monitor like it was alive.

“My God,” she whispered, the words shaking out of her. “Who is that?”

Mike swallowed hard, his voice coming out rough. “I don’t know, but they’re close. These things only carry across the yard, maybe the next house over. That’s it.”

Amy’s eyes snapped wider. She went very still, listening to the next moan drifting through the speaker, and then it hit her like a slap.

“Mike.” Her voice cracked. “Mike, that’s Katie. I swear that’s Katie.”

The name dropped between them like a stone into deep water.

Katie Ellis. Their sweet, chatty neighbor who baked banana bread and swapped maternity-clothes horror stories over the fence. Katie who had pressed this exact monitor into Amy’s hands with a cheerful “Trust me, you’ll love it.”

Katie, who was right now, this very second, getting railed in her own bed while her husband was gone and her baby slept down the hall.

Mike felt the realization slam into his chest. His mouth went dry. His dick gave a hard, involuntary jerk against the inside of his shorts.

Amy turned to him slowly, cheeks flaming, hazel eyes blown dark, lips parted on a shaky exhale. She looked stunned, guilty, and so turned on she could barely sit still.

Neither of them said anything else.

They just sat there, fingers laced tight, hearts hammering in tandem, listening to the little white box spill every filthy secret their pretty neighbor had never meant for them to hear.

“This is unbelievable,” Mike muttered, the words scraping out of a dry throat. The image of Katie with her long blonde hair spilling over a pillow, those bright blue eyes half-lidded, slim legs hooked over some stranger’s hips flashed across his mind so vividly his stomach twisted with a hot, confusing spike of jealousy.

Amy’s shock had already burned off, replaced by the bright, almost giddy focus she got when she smelled a mystery. She set her glass down and leaned forward, elbows on her knees, voice low and conspiratorial. “I wonder who the guy is. I’m telling you, it’s gotta be Chris Stevens.”

Mike’s brows shot up. “Chris? The tennis-pro dad from the end of the block?”

“Exactly. He’s a total dog. Always finding excuses to lean over fences and talk to the wives when the husbands aren’t around.”

Mike turned to look at her fully. “Has he ever hit on you?”

Amy’s eyes flicked away for half a second, just long enough to be noticable. “No,” she said, too quickly, then tucked a strand of hair behind her ear like that settled it.

Mike filed that away for later.

Amy’s grin turned mischievous. “Go look. Just... walk Milo around the cul-de-sac or something. I’ve got the baby excuse locked and loaded.” She wiggled the monitor receiver at him like evidence. “New-mom privilege. I literally can’t leave the house.”

Mike huffed a laugh despite himself. “What am I supposed to do, just stroll by their driveway and peek in the windows?”

“Take the dog, pretend you’re checking the mail, I don’t care. Just go see if his Porsche is there.” She bit her lower lip, excitement sparkling in her eyes. “Come on, Mike. We have to know.”

He dragged a hand through his hair, already standing. “You’re way too into this.”

“Says the guy who practically dove for the monitor when I tried to turn it off,” she shot back, voice teasing.

He couldn’t argue with that.

Mike grabbed Milo’s leash from the hook by the door. The retriever bounded over, tail whipping like a helicopter blade, blissfully unaware she was about to become a covert operative. As he clipped the leash to her collar, Amy caught his wrist.

Her fingers were warm, grip surprisingly firm. “Text me the second you see anything,” she whispered, eyes bright. “And hurry. I want to know who’s making Katie sound like that.”

Mike felt the same pull, that same curiosity laced with something darker, hotter that was tugging him out the door and down the street toward whatever was waiting behind Katie Ellis’s sunny yellow front door.

Ten minutes later, leash in one hand and Milo’s golden tail thumping against his leg, Mike rounded the corner and slowed as the Ellis house came into view. A white van sat in the driveway, sun glinting off the windshield. Even from twenty yards away the logo was unmistakable: CLEARWATER POOLS in bold navy letters across the side panel.

Mike’s stomach did a slow flip. Same company. Same everything.

He quickened his pace home, practically jogging the last stretch. The second the front door slammed behind him he shouted, “Amy, you’re not gonna believe this!”

She appeared in the hallway, barefoot, eyes wide. “What? Tell me!”

“Clearwater Pools van in their driveway. Exact same service we use.”

Amy’s mouth actually dropped open. “The pool guy? Our pool guy? The tall Black guy?”

“Pretty sure. We’re on the schedule for later today, so unless they’ve got twenty identical vans, yeah. It’s him.”

Amy shook her head hard enough to send her ponytail whipping. “No way. Katie? With the pool cleaner? There’s literally no way. Maybe he’s just back there working and she’s inside with somebody else.”

Mike lifted both hands. “Could be.”

Amy’s eyes narrowed, all traces of disbelief replaced by pure detective mode. “Go look over the fence.”

Mike barked a laugh. “Seriously?”

“Dead serious. The crepe myrtles need trimming anyway. Grab the long shears, climb the step stool, and peek. You’ll see the whole backyard from the corner.”

“What if I get caught? I’ll look like the neighborhood pervert.”

“You’ll look like a conscientious homeowner keeping his landscaping tidy,” she said, already steering him toward the garage. “Go. I need visual confirmation. Now.”

Mike blew out a breath, grabbed the pruning shears and the little aluminum step stool, and headed for the backyard, Milo trotting happily beside him, blissfully unaware he was now part of Operation Peeping Tom.


Chapter 2

Mike stepped in close, letting the door click shut behind him. Amy’s eyes were still bright with that conspiratorial gleam, lips parted like she was about to launch into a dozen new theories. He didn’t give her the chance.

He dropped the shears on the mat, cupped the back of her neck, and pulled her against him. She came willingly, a small, startled exhale escaping as their bodies met. He kissed her slow and deep, tasting the faint sweetness of iced tea on her tongue.

When he broke away, he trailed his mouth down the side of her throat, feeling her pulse jump under his lips. His hands slid down her back, over the soft curve that hadn’t quite gone back to its pre-baby shape, and settled on her hips. He pulled her tighter, letting her feel exactly what the afternoon had done to him.

Amy’s breath hitched. Her fingers curled into his shirt, then relaxed, then curled again. She made a quiet sound, half protest, half plea, and tilted her head to give him better access.

She would never admit it, not out loud, but her body had already confessed. The way she melted against him, the way her thighs pressed together for a second before she leaned in, told him everything.

Mike smiled against her skin and kept kissing her, slow and deliberate, while the monitor sat forgotten on the coffee table and the house stayed blissfully, perfectly quiet.

Mike and Amy had met five years ago at a mutual friend’s backyard barbecue. He was twenty-six, tired of first dates that went nowhere. She was twenty-four, freshly out of a two-year relationship that had ended with more relief than tears. They spent the whole evening talking on the patio, trading stories about work and travel and the dumb things people do in their twenties. By the time the burgers came off the grill, Mike already knew he didn’t want to let her walk away.

A year later he proposed on a hike they’d done a dozen times before, down on one knee at the overlook they both loved. Thirteen months after the wedding, Amy handed him a positive test with a grin so wide it hurt to look at. Now here they were: thirty-one and twenty-nine, decent jobs, nice house, beautiful baby boy asleep down the hall. The kind of life people post about and secretly envy.

Amy had always been the woman who turned heads without trying: five-seven, long dark hair, bright hazel eyes, the sort of easy smile that made strangers smile back. Before Ethan she’d been slim and strong from weekend runs and the occasional yoga class, the kind of body that looked good in everything and knew it without being arrogant about it.

The pregnancy had softened her in ways she was still getting used to. She’d carried thirty-five extra pounds by the end and had fought hard to lose twenty-five of them in the three months since delivery. The last ten clung stubbornly to her hips and lower belly, a gentle curve she hid under loose tees and forgave herself for on good days. Mike never saw it as something to forgive. He loved the new weight of her against him, the way her waist felt fuller under his hands, the quiet proof that she’d grown their son inside her.

Sex had been scarce the first couple of months: stitches, exhaustion, the constant terror that the baby would wake up the second they got started. But the last few weeks something had shifted. They were finding their rhythm again, slow and sleepy and grateful, like two people remembering how good it felt to speak the same language.

Mike pressed his forehead to hers in the quiet living room, both of them still buzzing from what they’d just heard through the monitor.

“Let’s go to bed,” he whispered against her ear, voice rough with everything the afternoon had stirred up.

Amy’s answer was the soft catch of her breath and the way she immediately reached for his hand.

Rather than answer with words, Amy grabbed his hand and pulled him down the hallway so fast he almost laughed. The bedroom door shut behind them with a soft click. Afternoon light filtered through the half-closed blinds, striping the bed in gold.

She reached for the button on his shorts, impatient, but Mike caught her wrists and eased her back onto the duvet. “Slow,” he murmured, voice low. He wanted to feel every second of this.

He started at her throat, lips brushing the frantic pulse there, then lower, tracing the neckline of her tank top. His palms slid over her ribs, her waist, the new gentle curve just below her navel that hadn’t been there a year ago. She arched into him, breath already coming quicker, thighs pressing together like she couldn’t help it.

When his hand slipped beneath the waistband of her shorts and found slick heat waiting for him, he had his answer. She was soaked, far more than usual, and the quiet groan she let out told him she knew exactly why.

Mike hooked his fingers in the fabric and tugged everything down in one slow motion. Amy kicked the shorts free, then reached for him again. He kissed her quiet, tasting the faint sweetness of iced tea still on her tongue, and let his mouth travel lower, over the slope of one breast, then the other, lingering until her back bowed off the bed.

Only then did he settle between her thighs, nudging them wider with his knees. The head of his cock brushed her entrance once, twice, teasing. Amy’s hips lifted, chasing him.

“Ohhh... it’s about time,” she breathed, half laugh, half desperate moan.

Mike pushed in with one smooth stroke, burying himself to the hilt. They both stilled for a second, savoring the perfect, tight heat of it, then started to move together like they’d never been apart.

Mike moved slowly at first, savoring the way she felt around him, different in the best kind of ordinary way. She was softer everywhere now, hips fuller, thighs warmer, the gentle swell of her belly brushing his with every thrust. Nothing dramatic, nothing broken or missing, just the quiet evidence that their life together had changed them both.

Inside she was looser than before Ethan, but the new softness wrapped around him like velvet, warm and welcoming and completely his. Every time he sank deep it hit him again: this was the body that had carried their son. The thought alone made his chest tight and his rhythm falter for half a heartbeat.

“God, Amy... you’re so hot,” he managed, voice ragged.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered back, nails digging lightly into his shoulders.

He shifted his angle a fraction, the one that always used to make her gasp, and felt her whole body answer. Since they’d started having sex again, she hadn’t cum from just this, not once. He’d finished first every time and then used his fingers to take her the rest of the way, happy to do it, but aware it mattered to both of them when she finally did it on her own again.

Today felt different. She was already trembling, thighs tightening around his hips, breath catching in that tell-tale way.

“You okay?” he asked, slowing just enough to check in.

Her eyes fluttered open, glassy and dark. “Honey, I’m so close... please don’t stop.”

That was all he needed. He kept the same steady, deliberate pace, deep and unhurried, watching her face like it was the only thing in the world. A minute, maybe less, and her back arched hard off the mattress.

“Mike... oh Mike... please...” The words broke into a low, desperate moan that turned into his name over and over. “Ohhh... OHHH... OHHHH... ughhhh...”

She came hard, clenching around him in waves that dragged him right along with her. He buried his face in her neck, breathing her in as he let go, the two of them shaking together like they hadn’t in months.

When it passed, they stayed locked tight, hearts hammering against each other, quiet laughs escaping as the reality settled back in: ordinary life, ordinary bedroom, extraordinary moment. Just a husband and wife who still couldn’t quite believe they got to have this.

Amy’s orgasm rolled through her like a long, slow wave, her body tightening around him in rhythmic pulses that nearly pulled him over the edge. Mike clenched his jaw, held his breath, and rode it out, every muscle locked on the single thought: not yet. When the last tremor left her and she sagged back against the pillow, eyes glassy, lips parted on a stunned little smile, the pride hit him square in the chest.

He did that. He made her come, really come, for the first time in months, just the two of them, the way it used to be. The knowledge lit him up hotter than anything else could have.

Amy’s hands slid from his shoulders to his face, pulling him down for a messy, grateful kiss. “Thank you,” she whispered against his mouth, half laughing, cheeks flushed bright. “God, I needed that.”

Mike grinned, breathless, hips still moving in small, shallow circles because he couldn’t bring himself to stop. “My pleasure. Literally.”

She laughed again, the sound low and lazy, and the last of the tension melted from her body. Her legs fell open wider, thighs soft against his sides, an unmistakable invitation.

He didn’t need to be told twice.

The leash came off. Mike braced his weight on his forearms and drove into her, hard, deliberate strokes that rocked the headboard against the wall. The gentle rhythm they’d kept for her was gone; now it was raw and greedy and perfect. Amy took every thrust with a sharp inhale, back arching to meet him, fingers digging into his back like she wanted him deeper.

“Yes... like that,” she gasped, voice breaking on the words. “Don’t hold back.”

He didn’t. The bed creaked under them, skin slapping skin, the room filled with nothing but their breathing and the wet sounds of how ready she still was. Sweat gathered at his temples, slid down his spine. His balls drew up tight, that familiar ache building fast.

“Close,” he warned on a groan.

Amy locked her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him in. “Do it. I want to feel you.”

One more deep thrust, two, and the dam broke. Mike buried himself to the hilt and came with a long, shuddering growl, hips jerking as he spilled inside her in thick, pulsing waves. The relief was so sharp it blurred the edges of the room.

For a moment they just stayed there, tangled and panting, foreheads pressed together. He could feel her heartbeat against his chest, fast and steady.

Amy brushed damp hair off his forehead, smiling soft and sleepy. “Hi.”

“Hi,” he answered, voice wrecked. He kissed her slow, lazy, tasting salt and her. “Love you so damn much.”

“Love you more,” she murmured. “Especially when you do that thing where you wait for me first.”

He laughed quietly and rolled them so she was draped over his chest, still connected, neither of them in any hurry to move. The afternoon sun painted warm stripes across their skin.

They might have stayed like that for an hour if a small, indignant cry hadn’t drifted down the hallway.

Amy lifted her head, eyes widening. “Duty calls.”

Mike let her go with one last kiss to the curve of her shoulder. She slid off the bed, gloriously naked, hips swaying with that new, lush softness he couldn’t get enough of. As she padded toward the nursery, he watched the gentle bounce of her ass and thought, Yeah, she can keep every single extra pound if it means she walks like that.

He was still grinning when she disappeared around the corner, already cooing to their son in that voice that turned his heart inside out.


Chapter 3

Mike had settled onto the couch with a baseball game on mute, half-watching, half-daydreaming about the afternoon. Ethan was down again, Amy had disappeared for a shower, and the house felt lazy and sun-drunk. Two hours had passed since he’d climbed down from the step-stool with nothing to report except an empty backyard next door.

The metal latch on the back gate clinked.

Mike sat up straight. Through the blinds he caught a flash of white van and the familiar navy logo of Clearwater Pools. Right on cue.

He glanced down the hallway. The bedroom door was cracked open, the room dark and quiet. Amy had been moving slow after their second round, hair still damp, eyes heavy. He almost let her sleep.

Almost.

He padded to the door and leaned in. “Honey,” he whispered, “the pool guy just showed up.”

Instant rustle of sheets. A second later Amy appeared in the doorway wearing nothing but one of his old T-shirts and a sleepy, mischievous smile. She didn’t even pause, just brushed past him toward the living room like she’d been waiting for the starting gun.

Mike caught up at the big back window. They stood shoulder to shoulder, hidden behind the half-open blinds, watching the guy drag the hose out of the van.

He was tall, maybe six-one, lean muscle moving easy under smooth brown skin. Olive cargo pants hung low on his hips, and the company polo stretched tight across his chest and shoulders. Early twenties, easy. The kind of build that looked like it came from actual work, not just a gym membership.

Amy let out a low, thoughtful hum.

“What?” Mike asked, bumping her hip with his.

“He’s... not bad looking,” she admitted, voice hushed. “Like, really not bad. But I still can’t picture him and Katie. She was always so buttoned-up when we talked. Pearl earrings, the whole thing.”

Mike shrugged, eyes still on the guy uncoiling the vacuum hose. “People surprise you.”

Amy went quiet for a beat, then turned to him with that gleam she got when a plan was forming. “Go talk to him.”

Mike snorted. “Just march out there and what, ask if he’s banging our neighbor?”

“I don’t know! Say hi, ask how the route’s going, feel him out. Maybe he’ll drop something.”

“You seriously think he’s gonna brag to a random husband in the backyard?”

She shoved his shoulder, grinning. “Just go. Be friendly. Guys love talking about work.”

Mike rolled his eyes, but he was already moving. The truth was he wanted to size the guy up too.

He stepped out onto the warm patio stones, hands in his pockets, trying for casual. The guy glanced up when he heard the door, offered a quick nod.

“Hey, man. How’s it going?” Mike said, stopping a respectable distance away.

“Good, good.” Easy smile, deep voice. “Hot one today.”

Mike nodded at the pool. “Yeah, water’s probably eighty-five already. How’s business? You guys staying busy?”

The guy shrugged, adjusting the pole in his hands. “Steady. Summer keeps us moving.” He went back to feeding the hose into the water, focus on the skimmer basket, not rude, just not chatty.

Mike tried one more angle. “You were over at the Ellis place earlier, right? Katie and Dan’s?”

A quick flick of dark eyes, then back to work. “Yeah, earlier.”

And... that was it.

Mike hovered another few seconds, feeling suddenly stupid in his own backyard. Finally he lifted a hand. “Cool. Well, appreciate you keeping the pool happy.”

“No problem, man.”

Mike walked back inside, sliding the door shut behind him. Amy was right where he’d left her, pressed to the window, eyebrows raised in silent question.

He shook his head. “Got nothing. Polite, but not talking.”

Amy bit her lip, still watching through the blinds. “He’s definitely hotter up close,” she said, almost to herself.

Mike leaned against the doorframe, arms folded, and let himself enjoy the view of his wife enjoying the view.

“Nothing?” Amy turned from the window, disappointment written all over her face. “That’s it?”

Mike lifted both hands in surrender. “I tried. Guy’s not giving up state secrets.”

Amy chewed her bottom lip, eyes flicking back to the window where the pool guy was skimming leaves with slow, easy strokes. “Maybe you should try again.”

Mike barked a laugh. “Or... hear me out... you go try.” He let his gaze drop deliberately, taking in the thin gray T-shirt she’d fallen asleep in and the little black running shorts that barely qualified as clothing. The afternoon light was doing him no favors; he could see the clear outline of her nipples against the fabric. “Pretty sure he’d talk to you.”

Amy glanced down at herself, realized what he was looking at, and crossed her arms with a mock glare. “Ha ha. Very funny.”

“I’m not joking,” Mike said, grin widening. “I got two sentences. You walk out there looking like that, he’ll tell you his whole life story.”

She rolled her eyes, but the flush climbing her neck told him the idea had landed exactly where he wanted it to.

“Seriously,” he went on, stepping closer, voice dropping. “He barely looked at me. You? Different story.”

Amy held his stare for a long second, something playful and nervous flickering behind her eyes. Then she exhaled through her nose, half-laugh, half-surrender.

“Fine,” she said. “Let me change.”

She brushed past him toward the bedroom, hips swaying just enough to make sure he noticed. Mike leaned against the counter, arms folded, and waited for whatever version of Amy was about to walk back out and turn the pool guy’s entire day upside down.

She was back in under two minutes, now wearing a faded navy polo that hung loose enough to hide everything that mattered. Mike still figured she had nothing on underneath; she had always hated bras when she felt heavy and full, and the way the soft cotton shifted when she moved only confirmed it. He also wondered, with a quick pulse of heat, whether she had bothered with panties under those thin running shorts.

He stayed at the window, half-hidden by the blinds.

Amy stepped out onto the patio like she was just stretching her legs after a nap. Andre spotted her instantly. The vacuum pole stopped mid-skim. His whole posture changed: shoulders squared, easy smile flashing white against dark skin. Within seconds he was facing her fully, one hand resting on the pole, the other gesturing as he talked.

Mike watched the dance unfold. Andre’s gaze kept drifting: down to her legs, back up to her chest, lingering a beat too long whenever she laughed and the shirt shifted. Nothing blatant, but definitely not subtle. Amy had to notice. She never stepped back, never crossed her arms, just kept smiling and asking questions like she was oblivious.

Five minutes later she was strolling back inside, cheeks pink from the sun and something else.

She shut the door and turned to Mike with a triumphant little smirk. “His name is Andre. From Barbados, moved here when he was two. Been with Clearwater eight months. Came straight from the Ellises’ place.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Did he rate Katie’s performance while he was at it?”

Amy snorted. “You’re hilarious.”

He nodded toward her chest, grin widening. “Pretty sure he enjoyed the view, though.”

Amy glanced down and froze. The soft navy polo had warmed in the sun and now clung just enough to make it obvious her nipples were rock-hard and pressing clearly against the fabric. A bright flush raced up her neck to her ears.

“Oh my God,” she muttered, yanking the hem away from her body like that could undo the last five minutes.

Mike laughed under his breath. “Yeah. Safe to say Katie’s off his mind right now.”

“Mike!” She swatted his arm, mortified, but she was already laughing too, the sound breathless and giddy.

He stepped in, wrapped his arms around her waist, and pulled her close. The thin cotton did nothing to hide how warm she was, how ready. She melted into him immediately, arms sliding up around his neck, hips doing that little restless roll she couldn’t hide when she was turned on.

He kissed her slow, felt the hitch in her breathing, the way her thighs brushed together. Whatever had started with that crackling baby monitor this afternoon had clearly worked its way straight under her skin.

And honestly? He was loving every second of it.

By the time the sun dropped low and the house settled into that soft evening quiet, Ethan was finally down for the night. Amy stood in the nursery doorway watching the rise and fall of his little chest, then eased the door almost shut and padded barefoot to their bedroom.

Mike was already waiting, stretched out on top of the covers in nothing but boxer briefs, the glow from the bedside lamp painting warm shadows across his skin. The second she stepped inside he reached for her.

“Come here,” he murmured.

Amy crawled straight into his arms, sighing as he pulled her on top of him. The kiss started slow, lazy, the kind they usually saved for Sunday mornings. But the day had left a live wire humming under both their skins, and slow didn’t last long.

Clothes came off in a tangle of hands and quiet laughter. Mike rolled her onto her back, kissing his way down her throat, over the slope of one breast, then the other, teasing until she was arching up to meet his mouth. When he finally settled between her thighs, Amy’s breath was already coming in shallow bursts.

He took his time. Long, slow licks at first, savoring the way she tasted, the way her hips rolled every time his tongue circled her clit. He slid two fingers inside her, curling just right, and felt her tighten around him instantly.

“Mike...” It came out half plea, half warning.

He hummed against her, picking up the pace, tongue flicking faster, fingers stroking in steady rhythm. Amy’s hands fisted in the sheets, then in his hair, thighs trembling on either side of his head. He could feel her climbing, the little gasps turning into soft, desperate moans, her whole body drawing tight like a bowstring.

She was right there, right on the edge, hips rocking against his mouth, when a thin, sharp cry cut through the monitor on the nightstand.

Ethan. Wide awake and hungry.

Amy froze. A frustrated whimper slipped out of her as her head fell back against the pillow.

Mike rested his forehead against her thigh for a second, breathing hard, then pressed one last gentle kiss to her clit that made her jerk. “To be continued,” he muttered, voice rough.

She laughed, breathless and shaky. “You’re evil.”

He crawled up the bed and dropped beside her, pulling the sheet over them both while she caught her breath. A minute later she was slipping on the T-shirt she’d abandoned earlier and heading for the nursery.

Mike lay there staring at the ceiling, still tasting her, still hard as hell, and listened to the soft murmur of her voice through the monitor as she soothed their son.

Later, when the house was quiet again and Amy slipped back into bed, she didn’t settle against his side like usual. She pushed him onto his back, climbed over him, and straddled his hips, the T-shirt riding high on her thighs.

“You,” she said, voice low and still a little husky from soothing Ethan, “owe me an ending.”

Mike’s hands found her waist instantly. “Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned down, kissed him once, slow and deliberate, then shifted forward until she was kneeling over his chest. Mike didn’t need a map. He slid down the bed, hooked his arms under her thighs, and pulled her the rest of the way to his mouth.

Amy’s hands braced on the headboard the second his tongue touched her. She was already swollen and slick from earlier; he could taste how close she’d been when they got interrupted. He didn’t tease this time. Long, firm licks, then tight circles exactly where she needed them, fingers digging into her hips to keep her steady when her legs started to shake.

“Mike... don’t stop, don’t you dare stop...”

He didn’t. He kept the pressure perfect, steady, relentless, until her thighs clamped around his ears and her back arched hard. She came with a sharp, muffled cry against her own forearm, hips rocking through every pulse, flooding his tongue until she finally sagged forward, gasping.

Mike eased her down gently, kissing the inside of each trembling thigh before crawling back up her body. Amy grabbed his face and kissed him deep and filthy, tasting herself on his lips, then reached between them and guided him inside her in one slick push.

They both groaned.

She was still fluttering from the orgasm when he started to move, slow at first, letting her feel every inch. Then faster, harder, the bed creaking softly under them. Amy wrapped her legs high around his waist, meeting every thrust, nails dragging down his back.

“Cum in me,” she whispered against his ear, voice ragged. “I want to feel it.”

That was all it took. Mike drove deep and let go, hips jerking as he spilled inside her with a low, broken sound. Amy held him tight, riding the aftershocks with him until they were both spent and breathless.

After a minute she brushed damp hair off his forehead and smiled, lazy and satisfied.

“Now we’re even,” she murmured.

Mike laughed into her neck, arms wrapped around her like he never planned to let go.

“Tomorrow he’s coming back,” she said quietly, tracing idle circles on his chest.

Mike kissed the top of her head, heart still racing. “Yeah,” he said, voice rough with anticipation. “I know.”


Chapter 4

For the rest of the week the little white monitor never left the kitchen counter or Amy’s nightstand. She carried it from room to room like a guilty secret, volume turned low, ear always half-cocked for a moan or a creaking bed. Nothing came. Just Ethan’s sleepy breaths and the occasional garbage truck three streets over.

By Friday night they had silently agreed it had been a fluke. Still, they started whispering around the nursery transmitter like it was bugged by the FBI.

Mike noticed the shift in Amy first. She brought Katie up at dinner, casual at first, then more often. What time does Dan usually leave on Saturdays? Do you think she seemed different at the park last week? By Friday she was full-on interrogator, peppering him with questions he had no way of answering.

Saturday morning she was already dressed when he came downstairs, coffee in hand, eyes bright. “You’re checking the driveway at ten, right?”

Mike sighed. “Amy, the odds of Dan being gone two weekends in a row are basically zero.”

“Please? For me?”

He couldn’t say no to that face.

At ten-thirty he clipped the leash on Milo and did the loop. Sure enough, the Clearwater van sat in the Ellises’ driveway. Mike slipped around back, pretended to wrestle with an overgrown lantana, and watched Andre vacuum the pool in peaceful solitude.

When he got home Amy was waiting at the back door, practically vibrating.

“Well?”

“He’s just working. Nobody else around.”

Her face fell so hard it was almost comical. “Oh. Okay.”

Mike shrugged. “Told you. One-time thing. Dan’s probably inside watching the game.”

Amy chewed her lip, nodded once, then went quiet.

He let it sit for a minute, then decided to poke the bear. “Why are you so invested in this, anyway?”

She opened her mouth, closed it, then gave a sheepish little shrug. “I don’t know. It’s like... a soap opera happening next door. It’s exciting trying to figure it out.”

Mike grinned. “You could always interrogate the source when he gets here later.”

Her eyes snapped to his, a spark flaring. “You think I should?”

He leaned in, voice teasing. “Put on a bikini, go ask him about water chemistry. Bet he spills everything.”

Amy laughed, but it came out breathy. “You’ve lost your mind.”

“I’m completely serious,” he said, fighting to keep a straight face. “Classic detective work. Distract the suspect.”

She rolled her eyes, but the flush climbing her neck gave her away. “None of my suits fit anymore.”

Mike stepped closer, brushed a thumb across her hip. “They fit enough.”

Amy held his gaze, something electric flickering between them. She didn’t say yes.

She didn’t say no either.

Mike’s heart was already thudding when Amy disappeared down the hall, but the fifteen minutes she was gone felt like an hour. He paced the living room twice, adjusted himself in his shorts more than once, and finally forced himself to sit on the couch so he wouldn’t look like a lunatic when she came back.

He kept picturing it: the soft yellow triangles stretched tight across her chest, the little bows at her hips begging to be pulled. He knew exactly how that suit used to fit: perfectly, almost modest. Now, after Ethan, it would be obscene in all the right ways. The thought alone had him half-hard and breathing shallow.

Footsteps in the hallway. Slow. Deliberate.

Amy stepped into the doorway and stopped.

The bikini was worse, well better too, than he remembered.

The top barely covered her. The fabric was pulled so taut the edges cut soft lines into the swell of her breasts, creating a deep, shadowed cleavage that hadn’t existed a year ago. Her nipples, dark and clearly hard, pressed against the thin yellow material like they were trying to punch through. The string ties at her neck and back looked one deep breath away from snapping.

Below, the bottoms sat low on her hips, the side ties resting against the gentle curve where her waist used to dip in. The front panel hugged the soft rise of her lower belly and clung to the mound between her thighs, leaving almost nothing to imagination. Her legs looked a mile long, skin sun-kissed and smooth, the kind of legs that made men forget their own names.

She stood there, arms half-crossed over her stomach, cheeks scarlet, eyes flicking from the floor to his face and back again.

“Mike...” Her voice was small, uncertain. “I can’t. I look ridiculous.”

He stood up slowly, like any sudden move might spook her. His mouth had gone dry. “Turn around.”

She hesitated, then did a slow, reluctant spin.

The back was even more devastating. The string bottoms disappeared between the fuller curve of her ass, the yellow fabric a bright slash against her skin. Two little bows sat just above each cheek, daring someone to pull.

When she faced him again, she was biting her lip so hard it went white.

Mike closed the distance in three steps. He didn’t touch her yet, just let his gaze drag down and back up, slow enough that she felt every inch of it.

“You don’t look ridiculous,” he said, voice rough. “You look like every filthy fantasy I’ve ever had, wrapped up in my favorite color.”

Her breath stuttered.

He reached out, thumb brushing the soft skin just above the waist tie. “These ten extra pounds? They went to all the right places.” His hand slid higher, stopping just beneath the undercurve of her breast, not quite touching. “This suit is begging to lose the fight. And Andre? He’s gonna forget his own name when you walk out there.”

Amy’s eyes were huge, pupils blown wide. “You’re really okay with me... going out like this? For him to see?”

Mike leaned in until his lips grazed her ear. “I’m not just okay with it. I’m counting the seconds.”

She shivered, full body, the kind that started at her shoulders and ended with her thighs pressing together.

“I feel...” She swallowed. “I feel like I’m on display.”

“You are,” he murmured. “And you’re fucking gorgeous.”

He stepped back, giving her space to decide, but his eyes never left her. Amy took one shaky breath, then another. She squared her shoulders, lifted her chin, and the nervous housewife disappeared behind something bolder.

“Okay,” she said, voice steadier now. “For the investigation.”

Mike grinned, dark and hungry. “Go get him, detective.”

Amy walked to the back door, hips swaying with every step, the little yellow strings bouncing like a promise. She paused with her hand on the handle, looked back once, a strange feeling, half terrified, half exhilarated surging through her, then stepped out into the sunlight.

Mike watched her go, pulse roaring in his ears, and decided right then that whatever happened next would be worth every single second of this torture.

Amy paused just outside the door, one hand on the frame, the other clutching the oversized towel like a lifeline. The late-morning sun poured over her skin, turning the yellow bikini almost white-hot. She took one audible breath, squared her shoulders, and stepped onto the warm stone.

Mike pressed closer to the window, pulse hammering in his throat.

She walked like someone trying to convince herself she belonged in that suit: chin high, hips rolling just enough to make the string ties dance. Halfway across the patio Andre looked up. The skimmer pole froze mid-sweep. His eyes tracked her the rest of the way, slow and deliberate, flicking once, twice toward the back door as if expecting Mike to appear and put a stop to this.

He never did.

Amy reached the lounge chairs, spread the towel with deliberate care, and lowered herself onto the cushion. She stretched out on her back, arms at her sides, legs crossed at the ankle, every inch the bored housewife catching some sun. Only the quick rise and fall of her chest betrayed her.

Andre gave her maybe ten seconds. Then he was moving, dragging the hose so he was working directly in front of her, close enough that his shadow fell across her thighs. He crouched to adjust the vacuum head, white T-shirt stretching tight across his back, olive cargos pulling low enough to reveal the waistband of his boxers.

They started talking almost immediately. Amy tilted her head toward him, one hand shielding her eyes. Andre answered with an easy grin, gesturing with the pole like it was the most natural thing in the world to chat while he worked.

Mike’s hand had drifted to the front of his shorts without him realizing, pressing hard against the ache that had been building since she walked out. He couldn’t hear a damn word, but he didn’t need to. He could read every second in their body language.

Andre’s gaze kept dropping: to the soft curve of her stomach, the way the bikini top strained when she breathed, the slow slide of her thighs as she uncrossed and recrossed her ankles. Amy stayed still for a long time, almost statue-like, but Mike caught the moment something shifted. Her right foot started to twitch, then lift, knee bending and straightening in a lazy, restless rhythm that made the string ties flutter.

Mike knew that move. He’d seen it a hundred times when she was turned on and trying not to show it.

Andre noticed too. His smile sharpened. He said something that made Amy laugh, head tipping back, throat exposed to the sun. When she looked at him again, she didn’t bother hiding the flush riding high on her chest.

Minutes dragged. Five. Eight. Ten. Mike’s palm pressed harder, breath shallow, every nerve locked on the scene playing out twenty feet away.

Finally Amy sat up, swung her legs over the side of the lounger, and stood. She left the towel where it was, just walked away from it like she’d forgotten it existed. Andre watched her the whole way back, pole forgotten in his hand.

She slid the door open and stepped inside, cheeks flushed dark, eyes bright and a little wild. The second the door shut behind her she leaned back against it, chest heaving.

Mike was already there, two steps away, staring at her like he’d never seen her before.

Amy leaned back against the door, eyes bright, skin glowing with sun and the thinnest sheen of sweat. The yellow bikini had ridden a little lower on her hips; the top triangles looked one deep breath away from surrender. Her nipples stood hard against the fabric, dark little points that made Mike’s mouth go dry.

He stayed behind the kitchen island, gripping the edge of the granite to keep himself from crossing the room and dragging her straight to bed.

“What did you learn?” he asked, trying to sound casual and failing completely.

Amy pushed off the door, walking toward him with that loose-hipped sway she only got when she was buzzing with adrenaline. She stopped on the other side of the island, close enough that he could smell sunscreen and warm skin.

“Well,” she started, ticking items off on her fingers like she was reading a grocery list, “he’s twenty-two. Has a girl he’s seeing, but it’s super casual. Lives with two roommates in some apartment off 620. Plays soccer on weekends, doesn’t smoke, barely drinks.”

Mike arched a brow. “Fascinating. And Katie?”

Amy’s grin turned wicked. “He always does their house first. Says he rarely sees Luke, but Katie’s usually out back with the baby.” She paused, biting her lip. “And when he talks about her, he gets this look. Like he’s remembering something specific.”

Mike exhaled through his teeth. “So you think they’re definitely...”

“Yes,” she said instantly, eyes sparkling. “One hundred percent. The way he smiled when he said her name? He’s sleeping with her.”

Mike shook his head slowly, half in disbelief, half in something hotter. “That’s insane. Sweet little Katie from the block-party committee.”

“I know!” Amy laughed, breathless. “It’s her. It has to be.”

Silence stretched between them for a beat, thick and electric.

Mike swallowed. “So... you’re done out there?”

Amy looked up at him, pupils blown wide, chest rising fast under that straining yellow top.

“No,” Amy said, still catching her breath, “he asked if he could grab a quick glass of water. Said he forgot his cooler today.”

Mike’s brow shot up. Right. Water.

Amy was already moving, smoothing her hair, tugging uselessly at the bikini top like it might suddenly decide to cover more skin. “I’ll be thirty seconds.”

She slipped back outside before he could answer.

Mike watched through the blinds as Andre straightened the second the door opened. He set the skimmer against the fence and walked over, easy smile in place, wiping his hands on a rag like he wasn’t dying to get another look.

Amy handed him the glass she’d filled on her way out (ice clinking, condensation already beading on the sides). Andre took it with a quiet “thanks,” but his eyes stayed on her the whole time he drank. Slow swallows, throat working, gaze drifting down to the yellow triangles barely holding on, then lower to the soft curve of her stomach and the little bows at her hips.

Amy shifted her weight from one foot to the other, arms loose at her sides, letting him look. The sun caught the sheen of sweat on her collarbones and made the bikini glow against her skin.

Mike’s grip on the window frame went white-knuckled.

Andre finished the water in three long pulls, handed the glass back, and said something that made Amy laugh (head tipping back, throat exposed). Whatever he added next had her biting her lip and glancing toward the house for half a second.

Mike couldn’t hear a word, but he didn’t need to. The message was crystal clear.

Andre went back to the pool like nothing had happened. Amy stood there another beat, glass still in her hand, chest rising fast. Then she turned and walked back inside, shutting the door with a soft click that sounded way too loud in the quiet kitchen.

Mike met her halfway.

“What now?” he asked, voice rough, stepping close enough to feel the heat coming off her skin.

“He asked me to come back out and say goodbye when he’s done,” Amy said, already reaching for the door handle again, voice a little too bright.

Mike barked a laugh, half disbelieving. “Amy, the guy is straight-up trying to seduce you.”

She rolled her eyes, but the flush on her cheeks deepened. “He’s just being polite.”

“Uh-huh. Polite guys don’t stare at your tits for five straight minutes while drinking tap water like it’s champagne.”

Amy shot him a look that was half glare, half grin, then slipped outside before he could say anything else.

Mike watched the whole thing play out like a slow-motion car crash he couldn’t look away from. Andre finished the pool in record time, wiped his hands on his shirt, and leaned against the fence waiting. When Amy stepped back out, he pushed off the railing and met her halfway. Ten more minutes of low voices, easy smiles, and Andre’s gaze dropping every few seconds to the yellow bikini that was barely hanging on.

Finally Amy gave a little wave and headed inside. She breezed past Mike without a word, cheeks flushed, eyes bright, and disappeared down the hall.

He gave her sixty seconds, then followed.

The bedroom door was half-open. Amy stood in the middle of the room, back to him, bikini already in a puddle on the floor. Sunlight poured through the blinds and painted warm stripes across her bare skin. Her pussy was trimmed neat and short now, the soft dark curls a new sight that made his stomach flip. Her breasts hung fuller and heavier than they’d ever been, swaying gently as she turned.

Mike didn’t speak. He crossed the room in three strides, slid his arms around her waist, and pulled her in hard. Her body was warm from the sun, skin slightly damp, smelling like coconut and chlorine and pure want.

He kissed her deep and slow, tasting the faint salt on her lips.

“You looked so fucking good out there,” he whispered against her mouth.

Amy’s breath hitched. “You really think so?”

He answered by walking her backward until her knees hit the bed and she sat down hard. Mike dropped to his knees in front of her, hands sliding up her thighs, spreading them wide.

“I know so,” he said, voice rough, and pushed her gently onto her back.

The bikini strings lay forgotten on the floor, and neither of them gave a damn about the pool guy finishing up outside anymore.

Mike eased her onto her back, the sheets cool against her sun-warmed skin. He started at her throat, kissing slow, open-mouthed trails down to her breasts. When he closed his lips over one nipple, Amy arched with a sharp inhale. He teased with his tongue, then sucked gently, feeling the hard peak tighten even more under his attention. Her fingers threaded into his hair, tugging just enough to sting.

His free hand drifted lower, tracing the soft new curls between her legs, then sliding through slick heat. She was drenched, swollen, ready in a way that made his head spin.

“Ohhh... mmm,” she moaned, hips rolling up to meet his fingers.

Mike couldn’t wait any longer. He rose up, shoved his shorts down just enough, and settled between her thighs. One smooth thrust and he was buried deep, the sudden tight heat dragging a groan out of him.

“Damn, Amy... you feel so good,” he rasped, already moving.

She answered with a broken whimper, legs wrapping high around his waist. “Mmmm... so do you.”

He could smell the faint trace of coconut lotion on her skin, the sharper edge of sweat from the sun, the unmistakable scent of how turned on she was. Every sense was overloaded. Watching her out there (laughing, letting Andre look his fill, knowing exactly what the guy was thinking) had wound him so tight he was half afraid he’d lose it in the first ten seconds.

Amy’s nails dug into his shoulders, urging him faster, harder. Whatever had started by the pool wasn’t finished.

Not even close.

Mike kept the rhythm slow and deep, savoring every inch of her. Amy’s legs locked tight around his waist, ankles crossed at the small of his back, pulling him in like she couldn’t get him close enough. Her arms circled his neck, fingers tangled in his hair, and every time he sank into her she let out a soft, shaky exhale that hit him right behind the ribs.

They kissed lazily at first, then deeper, tongues sliding together, tasting the heat of the day on each other. When they broke apart he dragged his mouth down the column of her throat, nipped the spot just below her ear that always made her shiver, then licked slow along the shell until she squirmed.

His mind wouldn’t stay quiet. Every thrust brought the image flashing back: Amy stretched out on that lounger, yellow bikini barely holding on, Andre’s dark eyes raking over her like he was already stripping the strings away with his teeth.

Mike’s hips stuttered for half a second. He buried his face in her neck, breath ragged against her skin.

“He wants you,” he said, the words spilling out before he could stop them.

Amy went rigid beneath him, thighs tightening, breath catching hard.

He felt it instantly, the tension, the surprise, the flicker of something else. He slowed, dragging almost all the way out before pushing back in, giving her a second.

“He wants you the same way he wants Katie,” he added, voice low, rough with truth and lust.

Amy’s fingers flexed against the back of his neck. “Honey... stop,” she whispered, but it wasn’t angry. It was breathless, shaky, the kind of protest that sounded more like please don’t stop.

Mike lifted his head just enough to see her eyes, wide, dark, pupils blown. Her cheeks were flushed crimson, lips parted on little pants that matched every roll of his hips.

He didn’t stop.

“You’re so beautiful,” Mike murmured, brushing his lips over hers again, slow and deliberate, like he could pour every ounce of love into the kiss and erase any sting from what he’d just said.

Amy melted under him, the tension easing from her shoulders as she kissed him back, soft and needy. When they finally broke apart, foreheads still touching, he couldn’t help himself.

“He does,” he whispered, barely audible, lips grazing her ear.

Her breath hitched. For several long seconds the only sounds were the wet slide of their bodies and the faint creak of the bed. Then, so quietly he almost missed it:

“Why do you think that?”

Mike’s heart slammed against his ribs. He kept his rhythm steady, deep, unhurried, giving her space to feel the words instead of panic.

“Because of the way he looked at you,” he said, voice low and careful, like he was handing her something fragile. “Not just checking you out. Like he couldn’t decide what he wanted to touch first. Like he was already imagining it.”

Amy’s inner walls fluttered around him, a tiny, involuntary clench that made him groan softly.

“I saw it, baby,” he continued, lips against the shell of her ear. “Every time you laughed, every time you shifted on that chair... his eyes were glued to you. He forgot the pool even existed.”

She made a small, breathless sound (half protest, half confession) and her nails dug into his shoulders.

Mike kissed the corner of her mouth, then her cheek, then the pulse hammering under her jaw.

“And you liked it,” he added, so gently it was almost a question.

Amy’s answer was the way her hips lifted to meet his next thrust, the way her thighs tightened around him, and the soft, shaky moan she couldn’t hold back.

He had her. And they both knew it.

“Shut up and fuck me,” Amy breathed, the words raw and desperate, her eyes locked on his, daring him to argue.

Mike’s control snapped like a frayed wire.

He drove into her hard, hips slamming forward, the bed frame knocking against the wall in a sharp, steady rhythm. Amy’s back arched off the mattress, head thrown back, throat exposed as she gasped his name. Her legs clamped tighter around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper, faster.

Every thrust sent the same reel spinning behind his eyes: Amy on that lounger, yellow bikini shoved aside, Andre’s dark hands gripping her hips, his thick cock stretching her open while she cried out exactly like this. The image burned white-hot.

Mike growled low in his throat and pounded harder, the slap of skin on skin filling the room. Amy took it greedily, nails raking down his back, leaving fire in their wake. Her pussy clenched around him on every stroke, slick and hot and perfect.

“Look at me,” he rasped.

Her eyes flew open, wild and glassy, pupils blown wide. He held her gaze and let the fantasy rip loose.

“He’d fuck you just like this,” he said, voice ragged, hips snapping brutally. “Out by the pool where anyone could see. Bend you over that chair and take you so hard you’d forget your own name.”

Amy’s breath hitched on a broken cry. Her whole body went rigid, thighs trembling violently around him.

Mike leaned down, teeth grazing her ear. “And you’d let him. You’d beg for it.”

That did it.

Amy shattered. A strangled scream tore out of her as she came, pussy clamping down so hard it dragged him over the edge with her. Her hips bucked wildly, back bowing off the bed, nails carving red lines into his shoulders.

Mike slammed in one last time and lost it completely, vision whiting out as he emptied himself inside her in thick, pulsing waves. He roared her name against her neck, hips jerking through every brutal spurt until there was nothing left.

They collapsed together, chests heaving, slick with sweat, still locked tight. The room spun slowly back into focus: the faint hum of the pool filter outside, the distant bark of a neighbor’s dog, the ragged sound of their breathing.

Mike rolled to the side, dragging her with him so they stayed connected. Amy buried her face in his neck, arms wrapped around him like she never planned to let go.

After a long minute, she let out a shaky laugh against his skin.

“We’re so going to hell,” she whispered.

Mike kissed the top of her head, still half-dazed, heart hammering like he’d run a marathon.

“Yeah,” he said, voice hoarse. “But what a way to go.”


Chapter 5

The following week the subject of Katie and the pool guy never came up. Mike deliberately kept his mouth shut, waiting for Amy to be the one to crack first. He was sure she would; the way she’d come apart in his arms last Saturday had to be living rent-free in her head the same way it was in his. But Amy stayed quiet, almost careful, like the whole thing had spooked her more than she wanted to admit.

Saturday arrived.

They’d spent the morning at Amy’s parents’ house: barbecue, too much sun, Ethan passed around like the world’s cutest football. By the time they pulled back into the cul-de-sac just after two, the baby was out cold and both of them were ready for a nap.

Mike turned into the driveway and hit the brakes.

The Clearwater van was parked dead center in front of their garage, back doors still open, equipment scattered across the patio like Andre had all the time in the world.

Amy’s head snapped up. “He’s... really late.”

Mike parked on the street, pulse already climbing. They carried the car seat inside, Ethan still snoring softly. Amy disappeared down the hall to put him down while Mike drifted straight to the back window.

Andre was brushing the steps, white T-shirt clinging to his back with sweat, moving slow and unhurried.

Amy came up beside him, voice low, curious. “I wonder why he’s running so late today.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, grinning. “Maybe he had... extra work at the Ellises’.”

“You think they were doing it?” she asked, a small, wicked grin tugging at her mouth.

“Maybe.” He bumped her shoulder. “You want to interrogate him?”

Amy’s eyes flashed. “You just want him to see me naked again.”

Mike’s jaw actually dropped. “I never said—”

“You didn’t have to,” she cut in, voice teasing and a little proud. “It was obvious.”

He recovered fast, stepping closer. “Okay, fine. I admit it. Now go get your bikini on.”

Amy folded her arms, chin lifted, suddenly all challenge.

“Not until you tell me why,” she demanded.

Mike went still, the playful smirk sliding off his face. Amy’s question hung between them, simple on the surface but loaded underneath.

He dragged a hand through his hair, buying time, then let out a slow breath.

“It’s a hard thing to say out loud,” he started, voice lower than before. “At first it really was just about proving we were right about Katie. Curiosity. A game. Then you walked out in that yellow bikini and... Jesus, Amy, you looked incredible. Not just hot, though God knows you were, but like this version of you I’d never seen. Bold. A little reckless. It flipped a switch in me.”

He stepped closer, close enough that she had to tip her head back to hold his eyes.

“And then he looked at you,” he went on, softer now. “The way his eyes tracked every breath you took, every time the fabric shifted... I should’ve been jealous. Part of me was. But mostly it turned me on so hard I could barely think. Knowing he wanted you, knowing you felt it too... I’ve never been that hard in my life.”

Amy’s lips parted, but no sound came out. Her cheeks were scarlet.

“I didn’t get excited,” she said automatically, barely above a whisper.

Mike gave her a gentle, unwavering look. “Amy.”

A tiny, sheepish smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. “...Maybe a little.”

The admission hit him like a shot of whiskey, warmth flooding straight to his groin.

“Okay,” he said, voice rough, stepping in until she had to brace her hands against his chest. “Then go get ready. Because I want to feel that again. And I really want to watch you feel it.”

Amy’s breath trembled out of her. She searched his face for any trace of hesitation and found none.

She nodded once, small and quick, then turned and walked toward the bedroom, the sway in her hips telling him everything her words hadn’t.

Mike stood there, heart hammering, and waited for the woman he married to come back out as someone new.

Amy’s expression shifted from uncertainty to something mischievous, a slow, knowing smile curving her lips. She held his gaze for a beat longer, eyes sparkling with the dare he’d just handed her, then turned and disappeared down the hall without a word.

Mike stood rooted to the spot, pulse thudding in his ears. The house felt too quiet, too still. Every second she was gone stretched tight, electric.

He heard the soft rustle of drawers, the faint clink of hangers, the whisper of fabric sliding over skin. His imagination filled in every detail: Amy peeling off her tank top, stepping out of her shorts, standing in front of the mirror in nothing but sunlight as she tied the strings of whatever suit she’d chosen this time.

His phone buzzed on the counter. He ignored it.

Eight minutes. Nine.

The bedroom door opened.

Amy stepped into the living room and every ounce of oxygen left Mike’s lungs.

The rust-colored bikini was lethal. Deeper red than the yellow, almost copper in the light, it clung to her curves like it had been painted on. The top tied behind her neck and back, the triangles cut smaller than last week’s, barely containing the soft swell of her breasts. The bottoms sat low, two thin straps framing the gentle curve of her hips, the front panel hugging the slight roundness of her lower belly in a way that made his mouth go dry. Her skin still carried the faint glow from last Saturday, and the color made her look like she was already on fire.

She stopped just inside the doorway, one hand on her hip, the other nervously tugging at a string.

“Well?” she asked, voice husky.

Mike couldn’t speak. He just stared, drinking her in, the ache in his shorts turning sharp and urgent.

Amy’s smile faltered, nerves creeping in. “Too much?”

He managed to shake his head, found his voice. “You’re fucking perfect.”

Her cheeks flushed darker, but the grin came back, wicked and thrilled.

She took one step toward the back door.

Mike’s eyes flicked past her to the window.

Andre was already coiling the hose, slinging the last of his gear into the van.

“Shit,” Mike breathed, disappointment crashing through him.

Amy followed his gaze and froze. Andre lifted a hand in a casual wave, climbed into the driver’s seat, and pulled away.

The gate clanged shut.

For a second they just stood there, the air thick with what almost happened.

Then Amy laughed, soft and rueful. “Oh well.”

But Mike heard the tremor underneath, saw the way her chest rose too fast, the way her thighs pressed together for half a second before she caught herself.

He crossed the room in two strides, hands sliding around her waist, pulling her hard against him. The rust bikini was warm from her skin, the strings rough under his palms. He squeezed her ass, felt her sharp inhale, and crushed his mouth to hers.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, all the tension of the last ten minutes pouring out. Amy kissed him back just as fiercely, fingers digging into his shoulders, body arching into him like she was trying to climb inside his skin.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, Mike’s voice was gravel.

“Bed. Now.”

Amy didn’t argue. She grabbed his hand and practically dragged him down the hall, the rust bikini already slipping with every frantic step.

They hit the bed in a tangle of limbs and rust-colored strings. The bikini landed on the floor in pieces, followed by Mike’s shirt and shorts. Sheets cool against hot skin, they slid under the covers and came together like they’d been starving for it all day.

Amy’s mouth found his instantly, open and eager, tongues sliding slow and filthy. Mike’s hands were everywhere: down the curve of her back, over the swell of her ass, then up to cup her breasts. Her nipples were harder than he’d ever felt them, stiff peaks that made her gasp when he rolled them between his fingers, tugging just enough to make her arch.

Amy’s hand slipped lower, cupping his balls with that perfect gentle pressure she knew drove him crazy, then wrapping around his cock in a slow, teasing stroke. He groaned into her mouth.

“Are you disappointed?” she whispered against his lips, voice soft, almost shy.

“No,” he said, nipping her bottom lip. “Now I just get you sooner.”

She laughed, low and happy. “Good answer.”

Mike kissed down her jaw, tasting the faint salt on her skin. “I think it made you excited,” he murmured, circling back to the thing neither of them had said out loud yet.

Amy’s hand tightened on him for a second. “You said it made you excited.”

“Watching you,” he admitted, voice rough. “And thinking.”

Her breath hitched as he dragged his mouth along her neck, teeth grazing the spot that always made her shiver. “Thinking about what?” she asked, the question ending on a soft moan.

Mike pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, then leaned in until his lips brushed the shell of her ear.

“What else might happen,” he whispered, and sucked her lobe gently between his teeth.

Amy’s whole body tensed, then melted against him with a shaky exhale that sounded a lot like surrender.

“Like what?” Amy asked, pulling back just far enough to search his face. The sheet slipped to her waist, leaving her breasts bare in the dim light. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips parted on the question she couldn’t let go.

Mike’s heart hammered so hard he felt it in his throat. The air between them crackled.

He held her gaze and said it plain.

“I thought about him sliding that little rust triangle aside, taking your nipple in his mouth, and sucking until you moaned the way you moan for me.”

Amy’s breath caught sharp enough to be heard. Shock flashed across her face, raw and unguarded.

“Mike!” It came out half-gasp, half-laugh, disbelief and something hotter tangled together. “Are you serious?”

He didn’t blink. “Dead serious.”

She shook her head fast, hair brushing his cheek. “Oh my God, Mike... I couldn’t. I could never let him...”

Her voice cracked on the lie. They both heard it.

Mike’s hand slid up her ribcage, thumb brushing the underside of her breast, slow and deliberate.

“Katie did,” he said, quiet, deadly calm.

Amy went perfectly still. The only sound was their breathing and the faint hum of the baby monitor down the hall.

A long, trembling second passed.

Then another.

Her eyes dropped to his mouth, then lower, to where his cock pressed hard and obvious against her thigh. When she looked back up, the shock had melted into something darker, hungrier.

She didn’t say yes.

She didn’t say no either.

She just leaned in and kissed him like the answer was already written on her tongue.

“Katie also had sex,” Amy whispered, the words barely louder than the sheets rustling beneath them.

Then nothing.

Silence stretched, thick and electric. Mike kept his mouth on her skin, slow kisses along her throat, teeth grazing the edge of her ear, waiting. He could feel her pulse racing under his lips, could feel the tremor in her thighs where they pressed against his hips.

Nearly a full minute passed, just their breathing and the faint creak of the mattress.

Finally she spoke again, voice small and shaky. “Are you serious?”

Mike pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “You asked what I was thinking,” he said, low, almost defensive.

Amy’s hands came up to his shoulders, pushing gently, a reflex. “Wait... we need to talk about this.”

He didn’t want to talk. He wanted to bury himself in her and never come up for air. But he let her hold him there for a second, hovering, cock brushing the slick heat between her legs.

Then he shifted his hips and sank in, slow, deliberate, one long glide until he was seated deep. Amy’s breath hitched hard; her hands stopped pushing and slid up to wrap around his neck instead. Her knees drew back, thighs opening wider, body accepting him even as her mind still spun.

Mike started to move, barely rocking at first, just enough to feel her clench around him every time the image flashed again: Andre’s mouth on her breast, Andre’s hands spreading her open on that lounge chair.

Amy’s eyes fluttered shut, lips parted on a soft, broken sound.

He kept the rhythm gentle, almost lazy, letting the tension coil between them like a wire pulled tighter and tighter.

“Talk,” he murmured against her ear, thrusting slow and deep. “I’m listening.”

“You were seriously thinking about him...” Amy’s voice cracked, hips rolling to meet his slow thrust, “...about us having sex?”

Mike held her gaze, no hiding now. “Yes.”

He watched the words hit her: eyes widening, lips parting on a shaky exhale. Her body kept moving with his, almost on instinct, thighs tightening, back arching just enough to take him deeper.

“My God, Mike,” she whispered, but she didn’t stop. If anything, her rhythm grew greedier, inner walls fluttering around him every time he bottomed out.

He leaned down, forehead to hers, voice rough. “He excited you.”

Amy’s breath stuttered. She turned her face away for a second, like the truth was too bright to look at directly.

“It’s wrong,” she said, barely audible, nails digging into his shoulders. “We’re married. It would be dirty and wrong and...” Her hips snapped up hard, cutting off her own protest with a broken moan. “...so fucking wrong.”

The word cracked out of her like a confession, raw and desperate.

Mike felt it like gasoline on a fire. He drove into her harder, once, twice, then slowed again, dragging it out, making her feel every inch.

“Say it again,” he growled against her ear.

Amy’s whole body trembled. Her legs locked tighter around his waist, pulling him in until there was no space left between them.

“It’s wrong,” she gasped, voice shaking with every thrust.

“You went to him,” Mike rasped, hips rolling slow and relentless, “in that bikini with your nipples hard and poking through the whole damn time... and he made you wet.”

Amy’s breath hitched hard. Her eyes flashed with guilt and heat in the same second.

“You told me to,” she shot back, voice trembling, then softer, almost pleading, “It’s wrong, Mike. We’re married. You’ll hate me after. You’ll be jealous and you’ll never forget and it’ll ruin everything.”

The words spilled out of her in a rush, raw and terrified, even as her body kept chasing his, thighs clamped tight around his waist, hips lifting to meet every thrust like she couldn’t help herself.

Mike heard the panic under the desire and felt it like a knife. He slowed, then stilled completely, buried deep, forehead pressed to hers.

“Amy,” he whispered, voice steady now, “look at me.”

She did, eyes glassy, chest heaving.

“I could never hate you,” he said, soft but fierce. “Not for this. Not for anything.”

He brushed a thumb across her cheek, catching the tear that had slipped free without her noticing.

“I pushed. I started this. And yeah, the thought of it makes me jealous as hell... and hard as hell. Both at the same time. That’s on me, not you.”

Amy’s breath shook out of her, shaky and relieved and still scared.

He started moving again, slow, gentle circles now, nothing demanding, just reminding her he was still there, still hers.

“Let it go for tonight,” he murmured, kissing her softly, over and over, until the tension in her shoulders finally eased. “Just us. Just this.”

She nodded against his lips, arms tightening around his neck, and let him love her back to calm, one careful, reverent thrust at a time.

“I’m just in shock,” Amy whispered again, her voice small against his shoulder.

Mike eased his weight to the side so he wasn’t crushing her, staying inside, keeping them connected. He brushed damp hair off her forehead and met her eyes.

“You enjoyed talking to him,” he said, gentle but matter-of-fact. “And we both know that bikini wasn’t exactly subtle. It was flirting. Teasing. You felt it. I saw it.”

Amy bit her lip, nodded once, barely.

“I know,” she admitted. “But that’s still a long, long way from sex.”

“I know,” he echoed, thumb stroking her cheek. “It was only ever a thought in my head. A stupid, hot, jealous thought.”

She searched his face, eyes wide and earnest, no anger, just a raw need to understand.

“Why, though?” she asked quietly. “Why does the idea turn you on instead of making you furious?”

Mike exhaled, long and slow, buying a second to find the truth.

Mike’s voice came out rougher than he meant, like the words had been stuck in his throat too long.

“I guess when we first heard them on the monitor, I kept picturing Katie under him. Legs spread, moaning, losing it completely. It was hot in this stupid, voyeur way. Then you went out there in that bikini and started talking to him, and suddenly it wasn’t Katie in my head anymore. It was you.”

Amy’s eyes went wide. She stared at the ceiling for a second, then back at him, cheeks burning.

“You’d hate me,” she said again, smaller this time, almost like she was trying to convince herself.

Mike shook his head fast. “Never. Not in a million years.” He brushed his thumb across her cheek, clumsy, earnest. “But tell me the truth. Have you thought about it? Even once?”

The room went dead quiet. He could hear the faint hum of the baby monitor down the hall, the tick of the clock on the dresser. Amy’s throat worked; her fingers twisted in the sheet.

Finally, in the tiniest, squeakiest voice he’d ever heard from her:

“Yes.”

The word hung there, fragile and huge.

Mike let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. Something electric and terrifying and tender cracked open between them.

“Okay,” he said softly, voice cracking a little too. “We both said it out loud. It’s just us now. No judgment. Just us.”

He leaned down and kissed her forehead, then her eyelids, then her mouth, slow, careful, like she might break.

Amy’s arms came up around his neck, shaky at first, then tighter. She nodded against his shoulder, once, barely.

“Let’s just make love,” he whispered. “Slow. Like always. Just you and me.”

She nodded again, eyes shining, and pulled him back down to her.

Mike eased back inside her, slow and careful, trying to bring them back to the place they always found so easily. Amy’s arms tightened around his neck at first, her breath catching in that familiar way. For a few seconds it felt like it always did: her hips lifting to meet his, the soft sigh against his ear, the rhythm they’d perfected over years.

Then it stopped.

Not dramatically. Not with a fight or a gasp. Just a subtle shift: her body went from soft and open to careful, like she was holding something back. Her thighs stayed wrapped around him, but the urgency was gone. Her fingers, which had been digging into his shoulders a minute ago, now rested there lightly, almost politely. She kissed him back when he kissed her, but it felt... distant. Like her mind had stepped out of the room.

Mike slowed, then stilled completely, still inside her. The silence that followed was thick and awkward, the kind that made the air feel too small.

He rolled off carefully and pulled her into his arms, tucking her against his chest. She came willingly, curling into him, but her body stayed stiff, shoulders drawn in like she was bracing for something.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, voice cracking on the second word. She sounded so small it hurt.

Mike kissed her temple, her hair, the corner of her eye. “Shh. This is better,” he murmured, even though his own chest felt tight and weird.

They lay there, tangled but not really touching in the way they usually did after. The quiet stretched, heavy and strange. He could feel her thinking, feel the weight of everything they’d just said pressing down on her. His hand moved in slow circles on her back, but it didn’t seem to help. She didn’t relax. Not even a little.

After a few minutes that felt like twenty, he tried again, voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m sorry I upset you.”

Amy didn’t answer right away. She pressed her face into his neck, then pulled back just enough to kiss his cheek, soft and quick, like she was afraid to linger.

“Let’s go check on the baby,” she said, already sitting up, reaching for the sheet to wrap around herself.

Mike watched her go, the awkwardness settling between them like dust neither of them knew how to brush away.

Unlike the week before, when life had been too full of diapers and errands to obsess, this time Mike couldn’t turn his brain off. At red lights, in the shower, folding tiny onesies, every idle second the same reel played: Amy in that rust bikini, Andre’s eyes locked on her, his hands sliding the strings loose, her breath catching the way it did when she was right on the edge. The fantasies were vivid, relentless, and now that he’d said the quiet part out loud, he didn’t even try to shove them away.

Amy wasn’t angry. She hadn’t shut him out or picked a fight. She just... went quiet. A careful kind of quiet. She kissed him goodnight the same as always, laughed at his jokes, asked about his day, but the second the conversation even hinted at Saturday, she changed the subject or found something urgent in the kitchen. Mike read it for what it was: nerves, maybe shame, maybe fear. He left it alone. If he pushed, he’d break whatever fragile thing they’d just built.

He told himself that if all she ever did again was wear the bikini and chat about pool chemicals, he’d take it. It wasn’t what his brain kept looping at 3 a.m., but it was something.

Saturday came.

Amy appeared in the kitchen mid-morning, hair still damp from the shower, Ethan on her hip in a clean onesie.

“I’m going to take him to Mom’s for a bit,” she said, bright and breezy, already reaching for the diaper bag. “She hasn’t seen him all week.”

Mike’s stomach sank, but he kept his face easy. “Cool. Tell her hi for me.”

He kissed them both at the door, watched her back the car out, and felt the quiet close over the house like a lid.

Andre showed up at noon. Mike caught glimpses through the blinds: the van, the hose, the same olive cargos. Every few minutes Andre’s head turned toward the back door, quick, hopeful glances that lasted longer each time. Mike almost felt bad for the guy.

Amy was home by three, Ethan asleep in his car seat, cheeks pink from the sun. She lifted him out, settled him in the crib, then came to find Mike in the kitchen.

“Mom says he’s getting heavy,” she laughed, pouring herself a glass of water, normal as anything. “Dad grilled steaks. I brought you a plate.”

She never asked about the pool.

Mike nodded, smiled, took the foil-wrapped food like everything was fine.

The cycle, it seemed, had snapped clean in two. Amy was already moving on, packing Katie and Andre and yellow bikinis into a box she intended to tape shut.

Mike ate the steak, washed the dishes, and told the weights of disappointment settling in his chest that this particular fire might have burned itself out before it ever really caught.


Chapter 6

Four weeks had slipped by in a strange, careful quiet. Every Saturday, Amy found a reason to be gone before the Clearwater van rolled in, or she vanished into the back bedrooms with Ethan and closed the door. No discussion, no explanation, just the soft click of a latch and the unspoken agreement that the whole Andre thing had been boxed up and slid to the back of the closet.

Mike told himself he was fine with it. The memories were still scorching; he could live on those for years. But every time he caught a glimpse of that white van from the window, the ache flared fresh.

Then Amy’s mom offered to take Ethan overnight, “You two need a real date,” and just like that the drought ended.

Amy spent the afternoon getting ready like it was prom night. She blow-dried her hair into loose waves, put on makeup she rarely bothered with anymore, and emerged from the bedroom in a sleeveless black dress that hugged every new curve the gym had carved back into place. The last ten pounds were gone; her waist dipped in again, hips flared, legs looked a mile long in strappy heels. She spun once in the hallway, nervous and glowing.

“Still fits,” she said, half-disbelieving.

Mike forgot how to form words for a solid three seconds. “You’re trying to kill me.”

Her smile turned shy and proud at the same time.

They dropped Ethan off with a comically detailed handover that ended with Amy’s mom rolling her eyes.

“Okay, Mom, here’s the restaurant number, our cells, the pediatrician’s after-hours line—”

“Darling, I raised three of you heathens. I think I can handle one perfect grandchild for twelve hours.”

Mike snorted. Amy shot him a glare that dissolved into laughter the second their eyes met. She kissed Ethan’s fuzzy head one last time, then let Mike tug her out the door before she changed her mind.

The restaurant was Amy’s favorite little Italian place in Rice Village, dim lights, red leather booths, Sinatra drifting from hidden speakers. They met Jess and Ryan, and Lauren and Matt: their core couple friends from before diapers were a line item on the budget.

The hostess led them to a big corner booth. Amy slid in first, dress riding just high enough to make Mike’s hand itch to rest on her thigh under the table. The waiter appeared instantly with two bottles of Chianti and started pouring before anyone had ordered.

Conversation split exactly as expected: the women immediately hijacked the topic to babies, sleep regressions, and which stroller was worth the mortgage payment. The men asked polite Ethan questions, then pivoted to college football and fantasy drafts.

Mike half-listened, mostly watching Amy. She lit up in a way he hadn’t seen in months: laughing loud, gesturing with her wineglass, cheeks flushed from the first pour and the sheer joy of being out in the world as a woman instead of a mom. Every time she threw her head back and laughed, the candlelight caught the curve of her neck and the soft shine of her hair.

By the second bottle she was glowing, eyes bright, words spilling faster. The waiter kept refilling; Mike lost count after her third. He thought about cutting her off, then decided screw it. She deserved to feel this good.

When dessert menus came, the other couples were debating espresso versus decaf. Amy leaned into Mike’s shoulder, voice tipsy and happy.

“I forgot how much I love this place,” she sighed, tracing idle circles on his thigh under the table, high enough that his pulse stuttered.

“Me too,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple.

Valet brought the car around. Amy clung to his arm on the way out, heels clicking on the pavement, giggling at nothing. The cool night air hit her flushed skin and she shivered deliciously.

“That was so fun!” she announced to the parking lot at full volume as he eased her into the passenger seat.

“It really was,” he agreed, sliding behind the wheel.

She turned to him, eyes glassy and shining under the streetlights, and the smile she gave him was pure, unfiltered Amy: the girl he’d fallen for years ago, before mortgages and midnight feedings and baby monitors that accidentally changed everything.

Mike pulled out of the lot wondering how fast he could get her home and out of that dress without getting arrested.

They hadn’t even cleared the parking lot before Amy’s hand landed on his forearm, fingers curling in that tipsy, possessive way she only got after too much wine. Mike glanced over. She was biting her lower lip, eyes glassy and sparkling under the streetlights, a slow, mischievous smile spreading across her face.

The look said everything: tonight was going to be very interesting.

He forced his attention back to the road, both hands tight on the wheel. “Behave,” he muttered, half-laughing.

Amy’s only answer was to slide her hand higher, then lean across the console, rising up in her seat to press a warm, wine-sweet kiss to the side of his neck.

“Amy, sit down,” he said, sharper than he meant, swerving a little as her hair tickled his jaw. “You’re gonna get us killed.”

She flopped back into her seat with an exaggerated pout. “Don’t be such a fuddy-duddy,” she slurred, then immediately dissolved into giggles at her own pronunciation.

Mike bit back a grin and kept his eyes forward. The drive home was only twelve minutes sober; tonight it felt like an hour. Every stoplight she found a new way to torture him: tracing circles on his thigh, humming off-key to whatever was on the radio, leaning over again to whisper nonsense in his ear.

By the time they pulled into the driveway she was vibrating with maternal urgency, seatbelt off before he’d even shifted into park.

“Baby,” she announced to the windshield, already yanking the door handle. “I need my baby.”

Mike barely got the engine off before she was out, heels clicking up the walkway, dress riding high on her thighs. He jogged after her, keys jangling.

Amy’s mom opened the door with Ethan already in her arms, clearly anticipating the drunken tornado. Amy made grabby hands and the transfer happened in one practiced motion.

“Hi, sweet boy, Mommy missed you so much,” she cooed, voice thick, burying her face in Ethan’s fuzzy hair.

Her mom met Mike at the threshold, handing over the diaper bag with an amused smirk.

“Good luck,” she said, patting his arm.

“She earned it,” Mike replied, managing a tired grin.

The door closed. The house was quiet except for Amy’s soft humming as she swayed in the nursery rocker, Ethan curled against her like he’d never left. Mike leaned in the doorway for a minute, watching the way the hallway light painted them both gold, her black dress stark against the pale nursery walls, her makeup a little smudged, hair escaping its pins.

Amy looked up, eyes soft and glassy, and gave him a lopsided smile.

“He’s perfect,” she whispered, like it was a secret.

“Yeah,” Mike said, voice rough. “He is.”

Mike had just settled onto the couch, feet on the coffee table, remote in one hand and a half-glass of cabernet in the other, when Amy appeared in the doorway. Her hair was loose and a little messy from rocking Ethan, cheeks still flushed from the restaurant wine, eyes bright and glassy.

She pointed at his glass. “Can I have one?”

He laughed under his breath. “Honey, I think you’re good.”

Amy padded over, barefoot, and planted herself in front of him. “Pour me some, smarty.”

The smile she gave him was pure tipsy confidence. Mike set his glass down, stood up, and did exactly what he was told.

Two fresh glasses later they were side by side on the couch, her legs curled under her, head on his shoulder, the TV muttering in the background about weather nobody cared about. They talked about Jess’s new house, Ryan’s fantasy team, how Ethan had apparently charmed Amy’s mom into letting him stay up twenty minutes past bedtime. Normal stuff. Easy stuff.

But every time Amy laughed she leaned in closer, her hand drifting higher on his thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles. Her eyes kept flicking to his mouth. The message was loud and clear.

Mike took her empty glass, set both on the table, then stood and tugged her up with him. She came willingly, giggling as she stumbled a little in her bare feet.

“Bedroom,” he said, steering her down the hall.

The second the door clicked shut, clothes started flying. Mike yanked her soft cotton top over her head, tossed it somewhere toward the hamper. His fingers found the button on her jeans, popped it open, and shoved the denim down her hips. Amy kicked them off with an impatient little huff. He reached behind her, unhooked her bra in one practiced flick, and let it drop.

She stood there in nothing but a tiny black thong, skin flushed, nipples already tight, breathing fast.

Mike pushed her gently onto the bed and stripped out of his own shirt and jeans in about four seconds flat. When he crawled over her, she reached for him immediately, pulling him down.

“I’m horny,” she announced, loud and unfiltered, eyes locked on his.

Mike laughed against her mouth. She never said it like that, never this bold, this shameless. The wine had stripped away every filter she owned.

“Let me see if I can get you hotter,” he said, voice low and rough.

Amy let out a breathy giggle, the kind that only came out when she was past tipsy and fully into reckless territory.

Mike claimed her mouth again, deeper this time, tongue sliding against hers while his hands moved to her breasts. He cupped them fully, thumbs brushing over her nipples, rolling them slowly until they tightened into hard peaks. Amy arched off the bed with a sharp inhale, pushing herself harder into his palms, greedy for more.

He broke the kiss and trailed his mouth down her throat, feeling her pulse hammer against his lips. One hand stayed on her breast, teasing, while the other started a slow, deliberate path south: over the soft curve of her stomach, tracing the line where skin met lace, then spreading his fingers wide to stroke the sensitive crease where thigh met hip.

Amy’s hips rolled instantly, chasing his touch. Little purrs escaped her throat, needy and unfiltered.

Mike hooked a finger under the edge of her thong, tugged it aside just enough, and slid two fingers along slick, bare skin.

He froze for half a second, then pulled back to look at her.

“You shaved,” he said, surprise and raw hunger mixing in his voice.

Amy’s eyes fluttered open, glassy and dark. “Yes,” she whispered, biting her lip. “This afternoon. Do you like it?”

Mike answered by dragging his fingers through her again, slow and deliberate, watching her back bow and her thighs fall open wider.

“I really fucking do,” he growled, and dove back in to show her exactly how much.

Mike sank two fingers deep inside her, slow and deliberate. Amy’s legs fell open wide, a low, throaty moan spilling out of her as her hips lifted to chase his hand.

He leaned down and closed his mouth over her right nipple, tongue flicking, then sucking gently while his fingers curled and thrust in a steady rhythm. Her back arched hard, pushing her breast against his lips.

“Oh, honey,” she gasped, voice trembling.

“Does it feel good?” he murmured against her skin, needing to hear it, needing her words.

Amy’s answer came out breathless, almost dreamy. “I saw Andre.”

Mike froze. His mouth stilled on her breast, fingers buried deep but no longer moving. The room suddenly felt ten degrees colder.

“What?” The word scraped out of him.

Amy’s eyes fluttered open, hazy with wine and lust, but the name had already left her lips and there was no pulling it back.

“I saw Andre on Monday,” she repeated, softer this time, like she was testing how it sounded in the air.

Mike pulled back slowly, sitting up on his knees between her thighs, fingers slipping free. The loss of contact made her hips twitch, but the mood had shifted so fast neither of them knew where to look.

“Why?” he managed, voice low, careful.

Amy pushed up onto her elbows, hair falling across one shoulder, cheeks flushed dark.

“He came by the house,” she said, swallowing. “Said he thought he left some tool here Saturday. That he needed it for Monday’s route.”

Mike stared at her, heart suddenly hammering against his ribs for an entirely different reason.

“Amy,” Mike said, voice tight, “that’s the lamest excuse I’ve ever heard. He came by for you.”

He shifted so he was sitting back on his heels, still between her thighs, staring down at her. The wine had her loose and glowing, a lazy, cat-that-ate-the-canary smile playing on her lips.

“We talked some,” she offered again, eyes dancing.

Mike’s pulse thudded in his ears. “Come on, Amy. Don’t make me drag this out of you one word at a time.”

She giggled, actually giggled, and covered her face with both hands for a second like a kid caught sneaking cookies.

“Okay, okay, down, big boy,” she teased, dropping her hands. The smile got wider, drunk and pleased with herself. “He knocked, asked if he could check the backyard for some tool he supposedly forgot Saturday. I let him in. He walked through the house, poked around the patio for like thirty seconds, came back and said, ‘Guess I left it somewhere else.’”

“That’s it?” Mike asked, eyebrows high. “Then he just left?”

Amy’s grin turned wicked. “Well... we talked some.”

She bit her lip, watching his reaction like she was enjoying the slow torture.

Mike exhaled hard through his nose. “Amy.”

Another giggle bubbled out of her. She was practically wiggling.

“Tell me,” he said, voice rough, leaning forward until his hands braced on either side of her head. “All of it. Now.”

Amy’s eyes glittered with pure, drunken mischief. She knew exactly what she was doing now. The power had flipped; she felt it in her bloodstream along with the wine. For weeks she’d carried the weight of Mike’s confession, turning it over in her mind at 2 a.m., cheeks burning under the covers. Tonight the weight felt delicious instead of scary.

Mike saw the shift and felt it like a match striking.

He cupped her face in both hands, thumbs brushing her cheekbones, forcing her to hold his stare.

“Amy,” he said, voice low and steady, smile gone, “quit playing. Tell me everything. All of it.”

She tried for innocence and failed spectacularly. The grin kept sneaking back.

“I told you, honey, we just talked some,” she drawled, dragging the words out on purpose. Then, softer, teasing, “He said he liked my bikini.”

Mike’s grip tightened just a fraction. His pupils were blown wide.

“Which one?” he asked, the question scraping out rough.

Amy’s tongue touched her lower lip. “The yellow one.”

Silence pulsed between them for one heartbeat... two...

Mike’s cock jerked hard inside her at the word bikini, a single, involuntary thrust that dragged a sharp gasp from Amy’s throat.

His mind exploded with the image: Amy alone in the house, Andre at the door, that yellow scrap of nothing the only thing between them. The thought burned so hot he couldn’t think straight.

“Damn,” he rasped, hips already moving again, deeper now, “what did you say? Did he touch you, did he—”

“No touching,” she breathed, but her voice shook with every stroke, “I just said thanks.”

“That’s it?” he pushed, barely holding on, driving into her with slow, punishing thrusts.

Amy’s nails dug into his shoulders. She leaned up, lips brushing his ear, words barely audible over the wet sounds of their bodies.

“No. He asked if I’d wear the bikini again.”

Mike’s rhythm stuttered. “What did you say?”

Her answer came out a drunk, reckless whisper, hot against his skin.

“I said... maybe.”

He slammed deep on a broken groan. “My God, Amy, that’s tomorrow. Are you going to? Will you?”

Her legs tightened around his waist, pulling him impossibly closer.

“Do you want me to?” she asked, voice trembling on the edge of a moan.

“Yes,” he choked out, hips snapping hard, frantic now. “Yes... fuck, please—”

The plea ripped out of him raw and desperate, and Amy’s answering cry told him everything he needed to know.

“Will you love me and hold me and always take care of me?” she whispered, voice small and drunk and deadly serious all at once.

“Yes,” Mike rasped, hips still rocking, barely holding on. “Of course I will. You know I will.”

Amy’s eyes fluttered half-shut, lips curving into a soft, triumphant smile.

“Mmmm... fuck me,” she breathed.

The word hit him like a lightning strike. Amy never swore, never, and hearing it now, raw and needy from her mouth, snapped the last thread of his control.

Mike slammed deep with a broken, desperate cry, burying himself to the hilt as he came harder than he could ever remember. Thick pulses ripped through him, one after another, his whole body shaking with it, vision whiting out, a low, wrecked groan tearing from his throat. It felt like his soul was pouring into her.

When the spasms finally ebbed, he collapsed forward, forehead pressed to hers, panting like he’d run a marathon. His eyes were still closed, breath ragged, a thin string of saliva at the corner of his mouth he didn’t even care about.

Amy lay beneath him, chest heaving, wearing the smug little smile of a woman who knew exactly what she’d just done.

Mike cracked one eye open and saw it. A helpless laugh rumbled out of him, shaky and dazed.

“You absolute menace,” he muttered, voice hoarse.

She answered by pulling him down into a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss, both of them grinning against each other’s lips, tasting wine and sex and the dizzy, reckless high of crossing a line they could never uncross.

Mike was still floating, eyes half-closed, chest heaving, when Amy’s voice cut through the haze.

“Lie back.”

He blinked, dazed, and let her push him flat onto the mattress. The room spun gently from the wine and the orgasm that had just tried to kill him. Amy slid down his body, knees settling between his legs, her hair brushing his stomach like silk.

She wrapped one lazy hand around his softening cock, still slick from them both, and gave a slow, deliberate stroke.

Mike’s breath hitched.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice low and a little slurred, eyes fixed on his. “Already twitching.”

Another stroke, thumb circling the head. Her nail traced lightly over his balls, feather-soft.

“Amy...” It came out hoarse.

She leaned in, lips brushing the tip, tongue flicking out just once. Mike jerked.

“Tell me the truth now,” she said, voice velvet and dangerous. “No more desperate, about-to-cum promises. You just shot everything you had inside me. So tell me while you’re thinking straight.”

She took him into her mouth, slow and warm, just the head, swirling her tongue until he groaned.

“Tell me,” she pulled off with a soft pop, “do you want to watch me on my knees for Andre? Sucking his cock just like this?”

Mike’s hips lifted off the bed involuntarily. His cock thickened in her hand, fast, impossibly fast.

Amy’s eyes widened, then narrowed with wicked delight.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, stroking him harder now, watching him swell. “Look at you. You just came like the world was ending and you’re already getting hard again.”

She dipped her head, took him deeper, cheeks hollowing, then pulled off again.

“That’s never happened,” she said, voice dripping with tease. “Not once. Not in years. And now?” Another long, slow lick up the underside. “Now you’re practically throbbing because I said Andre’s name while my mouth’s on you.”

Mike’s head fell back, a strangled sound escaping his throat.

Amy hummed, pleased, and took him back in, deeper this time, hand twisting at the base. When she pulled off again her lips were swollen, eyes gleaming.

“Imagine it, Mike,” she whispered, breath hot against him. “Me in that yellow bikini, out by the pool, on my knees. His hands in my hair. Telling him yes when he asks if I want to taste him.”

Mike’s cock surged fully hard in her grip, fast enough that they both felt it.

Amy laughed, low and filthy. “That’s what I thought.”

She sank down again, taking him to the back of her throat, and Mike’s last coherent thought dissolved into pure, helpless need.

Amy rose up on her knees, eyes locked on his, and sank down onto his already rock-hard cock in one slick, greedy slide. She stayed there a second, letting him feel how soaked she still was from his first load.

“Tell me again,” she said, voice thick with wine and power, “now that you’ve already blown once and you’re still this fucking hard... tell me what you want tomorrow.”

Mike could barely breathe. “Amy—”

She rolled her hips hard, once, punishing. “Say it.”

“I want you in that yellow bikini,” he rasped, hands clawing at her hips. “I want him to rip it off, shove his tongue down your throat, grab your tits while you moan like a slut for him.”

Amy’s eyes flashed. She started riding him slow and filthy, grinding deep.

“And if he wants his cock in my mouth?” she asked, leaning forward, hair curtaining them. “If he tells me to get on my knees right there by the pool, choke on his big black dick while you watch like a pathetic little cuck?”

Mike’s hips snapped up hard enough to lift her. “Fuck yes.”

She laughed, breathless and vicious, slamming down again.

“You know I’ve always hated swallowing,” she hissed, nails carving red lines down his chest, “but for him I’d open wide and drink every drop while I stare right at you through the window, showing you what a dirty fucking whore your wife can be.”

Mike’s cock throbbed so hard it hurt. Amy felt it and her grin turned feral.

“That’s right,” she purred, riding him faster, tits bouncing with every brutal drop. “Imagine it, baby. Me on my knees, gagging on his fat cock, spit dripping down my chin while he calls me his married little cum-slut. You jerking off behind the blinds because you know I’m enjoying sucking him more than I ever have for you.”

Mike’s vision blurred. He was losing it again already.

“And when he flips me over the lounger,” she kept going, voice shaking with her own edge, “when he shoves that thick black cock balls-deep in my married pussy and makes me scream his name so loud the neighbors hear... you’ll still be hard, won’t you? You’ll cum again just watching him breed me better than you ever could.”

Mike’s second orgasm didn’t build. It detonated.

One second he was hanging on by a thread, the next her words snapped it clean in half. His vision whited out, back bowing off the bed, a raw, guttural roar ripping from his throat as his cock jerked violently inside her. Thick, impossible pulses surged out of him, again and again, each one wrenched from somewhere deeper than he knew he had left. He couldn’t stop the sounds: broken, desperate, animal. His hips slammed up, pinning her down, emptying everything he had into her clenching heat while her filthy laugh vibrated against his neck.

Amy came with him, hard and vicious. Her whole body seized, thighs locking around his waist like a vice, pussy spasming so hard it felt like she was trying to pull his soul out through his cock. She screamed into his shoulder, teeth sinking in just enough to sting, nails carving ten perfect lines down his back. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one ripping another choked cry from her throat until she was shaking, gasping, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

They stayed locked together, trembling violently, slick with sweat and each other. The room spun. The only sounds were their ragged breathing and the wet pulse of his cock still twitching inside her, giving tiny aftershocks that made her whimper every time.

When the storm finally passed, Amy collapsed forward, forehead pressed to his, hair plastered to both their faces. Her body was limp, boneless, but her arms stayed wrapped tight around his neck like she was afraid to let go.

Mike couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. His heart hammered so hard he felt it in his teeth.

After a long, long minute, Amy lifted her head just enough to look at him. Her eyes were glassy, stunned, pupils blown wide. A slow, wicked smile curved her swollen lips.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, voice shredded raw, “I’m wearing the yellow bikini.”

She dragged her tongue across her bottom lip, tasting him there.

“And you,” she continued, each word deliberate, “are going to stand at that fucking window and watch while he ruins me for you.”

Mike’s spent cock gave one last, helpless twitch inside her.

Amy felt it and laughed, low and filthy, the sound vibrating straight through his chest.

“Yeah,” she breathed, leaning down to bite his lower lip, hard enough to sting. “You’re going to watch every second while I scream for his big black cock. And when he’s done, when he’s filled me up and left me shaking, you’re going to crawl over and clean his cum out of your wife’s pussy with your tongue.”

She kissed him then, deep and possessive, swallowing the broken sound he made.

“Because that’s what you want,” she murmured against his mouth. “That’s what we both want now.”

Mike could only nod, wrecked and helpless and more turned on than he’d ever been in his life.

Amy collapsed again, curling into him, their bodies still joined, hearts hammering in sync.

Outside, the night settled quiet around the house.

Inside, everything had already changed.


Chapter 7

Mike had everything laid out on the table like it was any other Saturday: toasted bagel, sliced strawberries, coffee steaming in her favorite mug. He had even remembered the little dish of blueberry yogurt she liked. Normal. Safe. Domestic.

Amy walked in just after eight, Ethan balanced on her hip, hair still damp from the shower, wearing one of Mike’s old T-shirts and soft cotton shorts. She looked sleepy and beautiful and completely unaware that the world was about to tilt on its axis.

She settled into the chair, shifting Ethan so he could gnaw on a strawberry slice, and gave Mike a small, cautious smile.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, voice careful, setting a bottle of cold water in front of her.

“Like I drank an entire vineyard,” she said with a wince, but her eyes flicked to his, quick and searching. “You?”

“Same.” He tried for a laugh. It came out thin.

They ate in near-silence, the clink of spoons and Ethan’s happy babble the only sounds. Every second that passed without either of them mentioning last night felt heavier, like air before a storm.

Mike kept waiting for her to say it. To laugh it off, or call it drunk talk, or ask if they were really insane. He wanted her to be the one to open the door, either to walk through it or slam it shut. If he did it, he was terrified it would break something.

She never did.

By ten-thirty the dishes were done, Ethan was down for his nap, and the house felt like it was holding its breath.

Then the metal gate clanged out back.

Mike’s heart slammed against his ribs so hard he felt it in his throat.

Amy froze in the middle of wiping the counter. Her eyes snapped to his.

The air between them crackled, thick with everything they hadn’t said.

She set the towel down slowly.

“Are you sure?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

Mike’s mouth went dry. His cock was already half-hard just from the question. He swallowed, nodded once.

“Yes,” he croaked. It felt like jumping off a cliff.

Amy stared at him for a long, endless second. Her chest rose and fell too fast. The playful, wine-drunk woman from last night was gone. This was the real Amy, nervous, flushed, eyes wide with the weight of what they were actually about to do.

She gave a tiny, shaky nod, then turned and walked down the hall without another word.

Mike stood rooted to the kitchen floor, every heartbeat echoing in his ears.

Ten minutes later she stepped back into the room and the world stopped.

The powder-blue bikini clung to her like it had been painted on. The halter top tied behind her neck and barely contained her breasts, the fabric stretched tight enough that her nipples were dark, obvious shadows. The bottoms sat low on her hips, thin strings tied in perfect bows, the front panel hugging the soft curve she still carried between hipbones. Her skin glowed from the shower, legs long and smooth, stomach flat again except for that gentle, feminine roundness that made Mike’s hands itch.

She stopped just inside the doorway, arms half-crossed over her middle, cheeks pink.

“Last chance,” she said, voice trembling just enough to break his heart.

The question hung there, raw, terrified, irreversible.

Mike’s throat closed. He couldn’t speak. He could only nod again, slow and deliberate, every muscle in his body coiled tight.

Amy’s eyes searched his for one more heartbeat, looking for doubt, for hesitation, for any sign he was going to save them both.

She didn’t find it.

“Wait,” Mike rasped, the word scraping out of him like gravel.

Amy froze with her hand on the door handle. She turned back, eyes wide, a flicker of desperate hope flashing across her face, please say stop, please take this decision away from me.

Mike stepped forward, picked up the baby monitor from the counter, and pressed it into her hand.

“Take this,” he said, voice low and shaking. “So he thinks you’re alone.”

Her fingers closed around the plastic. The hope in her eyes died, replaced by something rawer: fear, exhilaration, surrender. She gave him one last look, long enough for him to see the tremor in her bottom lip, then turned and walked out.

Mike moved to the window like a man in a trance.

Amy crossed the patio slowly, the powder-blue bikini catching every ray of sun, hips rolling with each deliberate step. Andre heard the door and looked up. The skimmer pole went still. He watched her approach the way a starving man watches a plate being set down in front of him.

She arranged the towel on the lounger, sat, stretched out. The monitor’s little green light glowed on the cushion beside her like a silent witness.

Andre didn’t waste time. Within thirty seconds he had repositioned himself directly in front of her, crouching to fiddle with the vacuum head, giving himself the perfect angle up the length of her body.

Mike’s hands pressed flat against the cool glass, breath fogging it in short, sharp bursts.

They talked. He couldn’t hear a word, but he saw Andre’s easy smile, saw Amy tilt her head, laugh once, then again. Twice she glanced over her shoulder toward the house when Andre’s back was turned: quick, panicked darts of her eyes. Mike’s stomach lurched each time. Was she asking for rescue? For permission? He couldn’t tell, and he didn’t move.

Five minutes. Eight. Ten.

Then Andre set the pole aside entirely and stood at the foot of the lounger, hands on his hips, saying something that made Amy sit up slowly.

She rose to her feet, smoothing the front of the bikini bottoms with nervous fingers, and took one step toward the pool steps like she might actually go for a swim.

Andre moved faster.

His hand closed gently but firmly around her upper arm. One smooth tug and she was facing him, inches apart. Mike saw the shock flash across her face, saw her mouth open in protest or surprise, and then Andre leaned in.

The first attempt she turned her head, cheek offered instead of lips.

Andre didn’t back off. He cupped the back of her neck, thumb stroking her jaw, and tried again.

This time she let him.

Their mouths met. A second of stillness, then Amy’s eyes flicked toward the house, straight at Mike, or so it felt, wide and stunned. Her hands hovered in the air, uncertain.

Andre deepened the kiss.

Her arms lifted, slowly, hesitantly, until they rested lightly on his shoulders. Not pushing away. Not yet.

Mike’s heart stopped.

The kiss went on, longer, hungrier. Andre’s hand slid from her neck to the small of her back, pulling her flush against him. Amy’s fingers curled into the fabric of his T-shirt.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Andre said something that made Amy’s lips part on a soft, stunned exhale.

Then he kissed her again, and this time her eyes fluttered shut and her arms slid fully around his neck.

Mike stood frozen at the window, the baby monitor silent on the lounger outside, watching his wife kiss another man in broad daylight while their son slept down the hall.

And he didn’t make a sound.

At that exact second a thin, fretful whimper crackled through the monitor speaker on the lounger outside, then echoed from the nursery down the hall.

Ethan.

Mike’s body moved before his brain caught up. He sprinted down the hallway, bare feet silent on the hardwood, heart in his throat. Amy would hear it too; any second she’d break away and come running.

He slipped into the nursery, breath ragged.

“That’s all right, buddy, Daddy’s here,” he whispered, scooping Ethan up and pressing the warm little body against his chest. The baby rooted for a moment, gave one more half-hearted cry, then settled as Mike rubbed slow circles on his back.

Thirty seconds. A minute. Ethan’s breathing evened out, tiny fist unclenching against Mike’s shirt.

Mike froze, staring at the transmitter clipped to the crib rail.

They had heard everything.

He waited, muscles locked, expecting the back door to fly open any second, Amy’s panicked footsteps racing toward them.

Nothing came.

Two minutes. Three.

Ethan was fully asleep again, a dead weight in his arms.

Mike walked back down the hall on legs that felt borrowed, the baby’s soft breaths warm against his neck.

He reached the living room window and stopped dead.

Amy was topless.

The powder-blue halter lay discarded on the patio stones. She stood facing the house, back arched slightly, eyes half-closed, lips parted. Andre was behind her, one arm banded under her ribs, the other hand openly cupping and kneading her breast, thumb and fingers rolling her nipple in slow, deliberate pulls.

Mike’s stomach dropped through the floor.

Andre’s mouth was on her neck, moving in lazy, possessive kisses. Every pinch and tug drew a tiny, visible shudder from Amy; her head fell back against his shoulder, exposing more skin to his lips.

And then Mike saw the thin, glistening trails sliding down her stomach, catching the sunlight like liquid crystal.

She was being displayed. Deliberately. For him.

Andre’s eyes flicked up straight to the window, straight to Mike, and the corner of his mouth curved in a slow, knowing smirk before he returned his attention to Amy’s throat.

Amy’s gaze followed a second later. Her eyes locked on Mike’s across the yard, wide and glassy, pupils blown. She didn’t move to cover herself. Didn’t call out. Just stared at him, chest rising fast, while Andre’s hands kept working her without shame.

Mike stood rooted to the spot, Ethan asleep against his shoulder, watching his wife get fondled in broad daylight by another man twenty feet away.

And the worst part, the part that made his knees nearly buckle, was the way Amy’s lips parted on a silent, helpless moan when Andre twisted her nipple just right.

She never looked away from him.

Not once.

Andre couldn’t seem to get enough of her breasts. His hands moved over them slowly, reverently at first, then with growing hunger: cupping, lifting, thumbs circling her nipples until they stood dark and stiff against his palms. Amy’s eyes fluttered shut, lashes trembling against her cheeks. Every so often his mouth found the perfect spot just below her ear and her head fell back with a soft, helpless sound that carried straight to Mike’s gut.

They were completely exposed. If any neighbor happened to glance over the fence they would see everything: the pool guy openly groping a topless wife while she melted against him.

Mike’s hand tightened on Ethan’s back, the baby still asleep against his shoulder, a living reminder of everything real and fragile in this moment.

Andre’s right hand finally left her breast and slid down the soft curve of her stomach, fingers splayed possessively. When he reached the front of her bikini bottoms, Amy’s hips jerked forward, chasing the pressure. Andre smiled against her neck, hooked his fingers under the edge of the fabric, and slipped inside.

Amy’s knees buckled. A low, broken moan escaped her as his hand moved between her legs, slow and sure. Her head rolled back against his shoulder, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut.

Mike watched, frozen, as Andre tugged the side ties of her bikini bottoms. The powder-blue scrap fell to the stone with a soft whisper.

She was completely naked now, glistening in the sunlight, thighs trembling.

Andre’s fingers were still moving, slick sounds just audible over the hum of the pool filter. Amy’s hands clutched his forearms, not to stop him, but to hold on.

Mike’s heart thundered so loud he was sure they could hear it.

He had three choices, and only seconds to make one.

Let it happen right there on the patio. Step outside and end it. Or open the door and let them in.

Ethan stirred against his shoulder, a sleepy whimper. Mike moved on autopilot, carrying his son back to the nursery, laying him gently in the crib, tucking the blanket around him with shaking hands.

When he returned to the living room, the decision was already made.

He opened the back door and stepped onto the patio.

Andre looked up first, hand still between Amy’s thighs, fingers moving lazily. He met Mike’s eyes and smiled, slow and victorious.

Amy’s gaze followed, wide and panicked, lips swollen from kissing. She tried to cover herself, then stopped, arms falling to her sides as if she’d just remembered this was what they had chosen.

Mike’s voice came out hoarse. “Inside.”

Andre didn’t hesitate. He withdrew his hand, took Amy’s wrist, and led her forward. She walked on unsteady legs, naked and dripping, eyes flicking between the ground and her husband.

As they passed him, Andre’s smile widened. “Good call, man.”

Amy’s voice was barely a whisper, trembling with fear and raw need. “Mike... are you sure? Please tell me you’re sure.”

He looked at her: flushed, shaking, impossibly beautiful, arousal shining on her thighs.

“I’m sure,” he said.

Andre grinned. “Good. Let’s find the bed.”

Amy took Andre’s hand and led him out of the living room herself, her bare back and the soft sway of her hips disappearing down the hallway like she was already too far gone to wait.

Mike stayed behind, rooted to the spot, pulse roaring in his ears. The house was dead silent except for the faint creak of the bedframe and the low murmur of voices he couldn’t make out.

He gave them three minutes. Maybe four. Then he followed, walking on legs that didn’t feel like his own.

The bedroom door was half open. He stepped inside just as Andre shoved his olive cargos down his thighs and kicked them aside.

Mike’s breath caught hard.

Andre’s cock was heavy, thick, darker than the rest of him, hanging half-hard and already bigger than Mike at full mast. When it filled the rest of the way, veins standing out in sharp relief, one thick ridge running the entire length, Mike’s stomach flipped. Longer by a solid inch and a half, maybe two, but the girth was what made his throat close. Fat, blunt, intimidating.

Amy was already on the bed, flat on her back, thighs parted, chest rising fast. Her eyes were locked on Andre’s cock the same way Mike’s were, wide and stunned and hungry.

Andre crawled over her, slow and confident, and dropped his mouth to hers. Amy’s legs moved restlessly, knees sliding against the sheets, hips already rolling up to meet him. When the kiss broke she let out a soft, desperate whimper.

Andre’s head dipped lower. He took one nipple into his mouth and sucked hard, deliberate. Amy’s back arched off the bed, a sharp cry tearing from her throat.

He pulled off with a low, satisfied growl. “Fuck, that’s good,” he muttered, then switched to the other breast, drawing just as hard.

Amy’s hands fisted in the sheets. Her eyes found Mike across the room, glassy and pleading.

She reached out one trembling hand toward him.

“Honey,” she whispered, voice cracking on the word.

Mike’s heart slammed against his ribs. He stepped forward and took it.

Mike’s fingers were locked with Amy’s, their palms slick with sweat. He felt every tremor that ran through her body, every tiny hitch in her breathing, like it was his own.

Andre knelt between her spread thighs, one hand braced beside her shoulder, the other guiding the thick, dark head of his cock along her slit. He was in no rush. He dragged it up and down, slow and deliberate, coating himself in her wetness, teasing her open a little more with every pass. The blunt crown glistened brighter each time it emerged, and Amy’s hips rolled helplessly, chasing the pressure.

Mike’s heart was a war drum. He couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Andre’s gaze flicked up to Mike for a split second (a flash of triumph, a silent question), then back to Amy. He pressed forward, just the head breaching her, stretching her visibly. Amy’s back arched off the bed, a sharp, shocked inhale ripping from her throat.

“Ughhh...”

Her grip on Mike’s hand turned crushing.

Andre eased back, almost all the way out, then pushed again, deeper this time, maybe three thick inches disappearing inside her. Amy’s cry was raw, half pain, half desperate relief. Her free hand flew to Andre’s shoulder, nails digging in.

Mike felt it like a physical blow: the moment his wife’s body accepted another man.

Andre paused, letting her adjust, then rocked forward again, slow and relentless. Another inch. Another cry. Amy’s thighs trembled, knees falling wider, opening herself completely.

One more thrust and he was seated to the hilt.

“Ohhh...” The sound that left Amy’s throat was low, broken, almost reverent.

Her hand went slack in Mike’s. When he looked at her face, her eyes were squeezed shut, mouth open, brows drawn together in overwhelmed pleasure. She looked lost, utterly gone, like she’d already left the room and forgotten he was there.

The slow drag of Andre’s hips started then: deep, unhurried strokes that made the wet sounds of her pussy loud in the quiet room. The bed creaked softly beneath them. Amy’s breath came in shaky little gasps, each one punched out of her when Andre bottomed out.

Mike stood frozen, hand still outstretched where hers had been a moment ago, watching his wife’s body move under another man. Every slow glide of Andre’s cock inside her felt like it carved something permanent into him: jealousy sharp enough to taste, arousal so intense it hurt, and a strange, aching pride that she was letting herself feel this.

Andre shifted his angle, hips tilting, and suddenly he was hitting deeper, fuller. Amy’s eyes flew open on a high, broken whine.

“Ohhh... ummm... ohhh...”

Her gaze darted wildly (first to Andre’s face, then straight to Mike). For one heartbeat their eyes locked. Hers were glassy, stunned, pleading and defiant all at once. Mike saw everything in them: guilt, ecstasy, terror, surrender.

Then Andre thrust again and her head fell back, eyes rolling shut, another helpless moan spilling from her lips as she gave herself over completely.

Mike’s hand slowly dropped to his side.

He didn’t move.

He couldn’t.

He just watched, chest heaving, while the man in his bed took his wife apart one slow, devastating stroke at a time.

Andre’s voice was low, lazy, confident, like he already knew the answers and just wanted to hear her say them.

“Feel good, baby?”

Amy’s answer came out a broken, desperate groan. “Uh-huh...”

He shifted his hips, sinking deep and holding there, letting her feel every inch.

“Your first black man?”

Her eyes fluttered open for a second, glassy and unfocused. “Yes,” she breathed, the word trembling out of her like a confession.

Andre smiled, slow and filthy, and started moving again, long, deliberate strokes that made the headboard tap the wall in a steady rhythm.

“Then I’m gonna fuck you every week,” he said, matter-of-fact, like he was scheduling pool maintenance. “Every Saturday. Same time. Same place.”

Amy’s back arched hard off the bed. Her answer left her lips without a single beat of hesitation.

“Okay.”


Chapter 8

Just that. One word, raw and certain. No shame. No pause. No thought of anything except the thick cock dragging in and out of her.

Mike heard it like a gunshot.

His own cock throbbed painfully against his zipper, leaking, aching. He didn’t dare touch himself; one stroke and he’d be done. Watching Andre claim his wife, watching her surrender so completely, was the single most arousing thing he’d ever experienced. The contrast of dark skin against her pale thighs, the way her body opened for a man who wasn’t him, the way she said okay like it was the easiest decision she’d ever made; it all slammed into him at once.

Weeks ago he would have laughed if someone told him this could happen. Now he stood in his own bedroom, pulse roaring, and felt only one thing: hunger.

He wanted this. He wanted Andre in their bed every Saturday, stretching her, ruining her, making her scream things she’d never screamed for him. He wanted to watch it happen again and again until the sight of that thick black cock sliding into his wife was burned into his memory forever.

Amy’s eyes found his across the room one more time, wild and pleading, and Mike gave the tiniest nod.

Keep going.

Andre’s grin widened like he’d heard the silent permission.

And he did.

Andre dropped forward, chest to chest, his weight pinning Amy to the mattress. His face buried in the crook of her neck, lips moving against her skin. From where Mike stood, most of her body disappeared beneath the broader, darker frame of the man inside her. Only her arms, her legs, and the top of her head remained visible, like she was being swallowed whole.

Then Andre started to move.

Fast. Hard. Relentless.

His hips snapped forward with piston-like force, ass flexing with every brutal thrust, but the rest of him stayed almost still, like he was pouring everything into driving that thick cock as deep as it would go. The bed frame slammed against the wall in a violent, steady rhythm: THUD-THUD-THUD-THUD.

Amy’s arms flew around his neck, clinging desperately. Her legs spread impossibly wider, knees hooked high over his hips, heels digging into his back like she was trying to pull him inside her forever. A stream of raw, broken sounds spilled from her throat: high-pitched whines, low guttural groans, breathless sobs that didn’t even sound like her.

Mike couldn’t see Andre’s face anymore, only the back of his head as he whispered something directly into Amy’s ear, words lost under the wet slap of skin and the creak of springs. Whatever he said made her cry out sharper, her whole body jerking.

Sweat poured off them both. Their torsos slid together, slick and shining. Amy’s breasts bounced wildly with every punishing thrust, nipples dark and hard, tracing frantic circles in the air.

Andre pushed up onto his arms again, muscles flexing under dark skin, and somehow kept the same brutal pace. Amy’s hands shot to his biceps, nails digging in deep enough to leave half-moon marks.

“Baby, you close?” he growled, voice ragged. “I’m about to get my nut.”

“Close,” she gasped, voice cracking. “Don’t stop... please don’t stop...”

Her back arched off the bed, spine bowing like a drawn bowstring, every muscle locked tight.

Mike stood rooted, fists clenched at his sides, watching his wife get fucked within an inch of her life, and felt his own climax clawing at the base of his spine just from the sight of it.

Amy shattered.

It started with a sharp, piercing scream that tore through the room like glass breaking. Her back bowed so violently her shoulders lifted clear off the mattress, spine curved in a perfect, impossible arc. Then she slammed back down and thrust her hips up hard, grinding desperately against Andre, over and over, chasing every last wave. Her legs shook uncontrollably, toes curled tight, thighs clamped around his waist like she was trying to fuse them together.

Mike had thought last night was intense. This was something else entirely.

Her head whipped side to side, hair flying wild across the pillow, mouth open in a silent scream that finally broke into raw, broken words.

“Ohhh... ohhh... fuck... I can’t believe it... fuck...”

The orgasm rolled through her in violent pulses, each one ripping another cry from her throat. Her nails raked down Andre’s arms, leaving angry red lines. Her pussy clenched so hard Mike could see the ripple travel up Andre’s shaft every time he drove in.

Andre’s rhythm faltered. His head dropped forward, jaw clenched, a low growl building in his chest.

“Fuck... here it comes...”

He slammed deep one last time and held, hips locked, lifting Amy’s pelvis clear off the bed with the force of it. His whole body went rigid, muscles straining under dark, sweat-slick skin.

“Yeah... fuck yeah... take it all, baby...” he grunted, voice ragged and triumphant. “All my cum... deep in that married pussy... every fucking drop...”

His cock jerked hard inside her, once, twice, again and again, pumping thick and heavy. Amy whimpered with every pulse, thighs trembling, riding the aftershocks as he filled her.

When it finally passed, Andre stayed buried to the hilt, breathing hard, forehead pressed to hers. Amy lay limp beneath him, chest heaving, eyes glassy and stunned, lips parted like she’d forgotten how to close them.

Mike stood frozen at the foot of the bed, heart hammering so loud he was sure they could hear it, cock aching painfully against his zipper.

His wife had just been fucked senseless in their marital bed.

And she had never looked more beautiful.

The room stank of sex: sharp, musky, unmistakable. Andre lay on his back, chest still heaving, cock resting thick and spent against his thigh. Amy was sprawled half across him, face buried in the pillow, one leg still hooked lazily over his. Their skin glistened with sweat, sheets twisted beneath them, damp in places Mike didn’t want to think about.

Mike’s legs finally moved. He turned quietly and walked down the hall to check on Ethan, giving them the minute they needed to untangle, to dress, to pretend the world hadn’t just shifted on its axis.

The nursery was cool and dim. Ethan slept on his back, mouth open, one fist curled by his cheek. Perfectly peaceful. Mike stood there longer than necessary, hand on the crib rail, trying to steady his breathing.

When he came back, the sight stopped him cold in the doorway.

Amy was on her knees at the edge of the bed, completely naked, hair wild, lips wrapped around Andre’s cock. She was taking him slow, deliberate, eyes closed like she was savoring every inch. Andre’s hand rested lightly on the back of her head, guiding but not forcing, hips giving tiny, lazy rolls.

Mike’s stomach flipped.

The second Amy sensed him, she froze. Her eyes snapped open, locked on his, and she pulled off with a soft, wet sound. For one heartbeat no one moved.

Then she was scrambling off the bed, grabbing the sheet to clutch against her chest, face flaming. She bolted past Mike without a word, bare feet slapping the hardwood, and disappeared into the bathroom. The lock clicked. Seconds later the shower hissed to life.

Andre looked up from the bed, still half-hard, utterly unbothered.

Mike found his voice. “I think it’s time you go.”

Andre gave a lazy nod, sat up, and started pulling on his clothes like he was leaving a buddy’s barbecue. He paused at the bathroom door for half a second, hand raised as if he might knock, might walk in and join her under the water.

Mike stepped squarely in front of him.

Andre’s eyes flicked to Mike’s, read the message loud and clear, and dropped his hand.

At the back door Mike caught his arm.

“Keep this quiet,” he said, voice low, deadly calm. “Not a word. Ever.”

Andre met his gaze, gave a small, almost respectful nod. “Sure, man.”

Then he walked out, picked up the skimmer pole, and went right back to cleaning the pool like he hadn’t just spent the last hour dismantling Mike’s marriage in the best and worst possible way.

Mike stood at the window watching him work, the sun glaring off the water, the world outside perfectly normal.

Inside, the shower was still running.

He closed the blinds, leaned his forehead against the cool glass, and waited for his wife to come out and tell him what the hell they did now.

Mike stood outside the bathroom door for a long moment, hand raised, palm hovering an inch from the wood. The shower had stopped minutes ago, but he could still hear small sounds: the click of a compact, the soft rustle of a brush through wet hair. Normal sounds. Like nothing had happened.

He knocked, barely audible. “Amy?”

“Come in,” she called, voice steady, almost too steady.

He pushed the door open.

She was perched on the little stool in front of the vanity mirror, legs crossed, wearing one of his old button-down shirts, sleeves rolled up. Her face was half-done: one eye lined, lips freshly glossed, the other side still bare. The shirt gaped at the neck, showing the faint red marks Andre’s mouth had left along her collarbone. She didn’t try to hide them.

Mike stopped just inside the doorway.

“Are you okay?” he asked, the question scraping out of him.

Amy met his eyes in the mirror first, then turned on the stool to face him fully.

“Are you?” she countered, quiet, searching.

They stared at each other across the small, steam-filled room. Seconds stretched, thick with everything neither of them knew how to say yet.

Mike exhaled, shaky. “I’m... okay, I guess.”

Amy’s mouth twisted, not quite a smile. “Well,” she said, voice soft but edged with something sharp and fragile, “please tell me you got what you wanted.”

The words landed like a slap and a caress at the same time.

Mike’s throat closed. He took one step closer, then another, until he was close enough to see the faint tremor in her fingers as she set the makeup brush down.

“Not now,” he said, voice rough. “I can’t do this right now. Later, when we’ve both breathed for five minutes. Right now I just want to be with you and Ethan and pretend the world still makes sense for a little while.”

Amy looked at him for a long beat. Her eyes were bright, too bright, but she nodded once.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Mike reached for her hand, pulled her gently to her feet, and folded her into his arms. She came willingly, face pressed to his chest, arms tight around his waist like she was afraid he’d vanish if she let go.

They stood there, breathing together, the faint scent of sex and Andre’s cologne still clinging to her skin, while the baby monitor on the counter glowed its steady, innocent green.

A few seconds later Mike slipped out of the bathroom, the air still thick with steam and everything unsaid. He padded down the hall to the nursery, lifted Ethan from his crib (warm, sleepy, smelling like baby shampoo), and carried him back to the living room.

Amy appeared in the doorway a minute later, hair twisted up in a messy knot, wearing soft shorts and one of Mike’s T-shirts that hung loose on her shoulders. She froze when she saw the backyard through the big window: Andre still there, coiling hoses, wiping down equipment, moving like the world hadn’t just detonated.

Her eyes flicked to Mike, wide and unreadable, then dropped to Ethan in his arms. She crossed the room quickly, took the baby, and settled onto the couch, curling her legs beneath her. Ethan immediately burrowed into her chest, content. She turned the TV to some bright cartoon neither of them watched.

Mike left them there and went to the kitchen, moving on autopilot: turkey sandwiches, apple slices, cold bottles of water. Every time he glanced over, Amy’s gaze was fixed out the back window, lips parted, barely breathing.

Andre finally left just as Mike carried plates to the table. The gate clanged shut. The van rumbled away. The sudden quiet felt louder than anything else.

They ate in near-silence, Ethan in his high chair smearing applesauce on the tray. When the dishes were done they looked at each other, both knowing they weren’t ready for the conversation that was waiting.

“Park?” Mike suggested.

Amy nodded, grateful for the escape.

It was brutal outside, heat shimmering off the pavement. They lasted forty-five minutes: pushed Ethan on the baby swings, let him crawl in the shade, took a hundred photos of his gummy smile. By the time they got home all three of them were pink-cheeked and wilting.

Amy disappeared into the bedroom with a quiet “I need a nap.” Mike gave her space.

He grabbed a magazine he didn’t read and sat by the pool, staring at the water Andre had cleaned only hours ago, the same water that had watched his wife come undone.


Chapter 9

An hour and twenty minutes later he slipped into the bedroom.

The curtains were drawn, the room dim and cool. Amy lay on her side, facing away from the door, sheet pulled to her waist. Her breathing was slow and even, but Mike could tell from the tension in her shoulders she wasn’t really asleep.

He toed off his shoes, lifted the sheet, and slid in behind her. The mattress dipped; she didn’t move at first. Then, slowly, she shifted back until her body fit against his, the curve of her spine to his chest, her ass settling against his groin.

Mike wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close.

For a long time neither of them spoke. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioner and the faint sound of Ethan playing in his crib down the hall.

Amy’s fingers found his, lacing them together over her stomach.

Mike pressed his forehead to the nape of her neck and breathed her in.

They stayed like that, tangled and silent, both pretending to sleep while the weight of what they’d done settled over them like a blanket neither of them knew how to fold.

Amy lay curled on her side, wearing nothing but a faded college T-shirt and soft cotton panties, the sheet kicked down to their feet. The room was dim, late-afternoon light leaking around the edges of the curtains. She didn’t move when Mike slid in behind her, just let him fit his body to hers like a puzzle piece, his chest to her back, knees tucking behind hers.

He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her close, burying his face in the warm curve where her neck met her shoulder.

“I love you,” he said, the words rough, almost lost against her skin.

Amy’s fingers found his and squeezed. “I know you do,” she whispered.

The silence stretched, thick and careful.

Mike’s heart started to race again. He wanted to ask a thousand things and none of them at the same time.

“Can we talk?” he finally asked, voice barely above the hum of the air conditioner.

Amy drew a slow breath. “I guess we should.”

She turned in his arms, rolling to face him. The movement brought them nose to nose, her eyes searching his in the half-light. Mike couldn’t help it; he leaned in and kissed her once, soft, then again, deeper, tasting the faint salt of dried tears or sweat, he wasn’t sure. She kissed him back like she was anchoring herself to him.

When they broke apart, foreheads still touching, Mike opened his mouth.

“Did you—”

“I want to go first,” she cut in, quiet but firm.

Mike swallowed whatever he’d been about to say and nodded, bracing himself.

“Okay,” he said, voice small, waiting for the blow he was sure was coming.

Amy’s eyes were steady on his, searching, almost afraid of what he might say.

“Was it what you expected?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper. “What you wanted?”

Mike’s throat tightened. This was the moment everything balanced on. One wrong word and the fragile thing between them could crack.

He let the silence sit for a few seconds, feeling the weight of it, then answered as honestly as he knew how.

“Yes,” he said, soft but sure. “It was more than I expected. A lot more. Watching you let go like that... seeing you feel everything so completely... it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. And it made me feel closer to you than I have in years. Because you trusted me enough to do it.”

Amy stared at him for a long, breathless minute, eyes shining. He could almost see the words settling over her, testing them for sharp edges, waiting for the catch.

Then the corner of her mouth lifted, small at first, then wider.

“That’s a pretty good answer,” she said, voice cracking just a little, and the serious mask finally melted into a real, relieved smile.

Mike grinned back, tension flooding out of him like air from a punctured balloon. “It’s true.”

Amy let out a shaky laugh, half disbelief, half wonder. “My God, Mike... it was so wild. I was shaking the whole time. Literally shaking. Could you see it?”

He shook his head, reaching up to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “No. All I saw was my gorgeous wife on fire. You looked like you belonged there. Like you were exactly where you wanted to be.”

He leaned in and kissed her again, slow and deep, tasting the faint trace of salt on her lips. When they pulled apart, her eyes were soft, a little stunned, a little teary.

Amy’s smile turned sly, the tension in her shoulders finally easing.

“You know you got busted talking on the baby monitor,” she said, poking his chest lightly.

Mike huffed a laugh, relief flooding him that they could joke about it already. “I figured. What happened?”

She bit her lip, eyes sparkling with the memory. “We heard you clear as day, telling Ethan ‘that’s all right, buddy.’ Andre froze and looked at me like, ‘I thought you were alone?’ I panicked and blurted out that you were inside watching. Next thing I know he’s grinning like a devil and says, ‘Then let’s give him a show,’ and yanks my top off.”

Mike’s pulse kicked hard at the image. “So you were waiting for me to come back out there.”

“Yes,” she admitted, voice dropping to a whisper, “and it was driving me absolutely crazy. Every second felt like forever.”

Mike’s hand slid under the hem of her T-shirt, palm spreading over the warm skin of her lower back, then higher, tracing the line of her spine. His other hand found her ass and squeezed, pulling her tighter against him.

“You looked so fucking incredible,” he said, voice rough with the truth of it. “I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Just stood there watching him put his hands all over you, knowing you wanted me to see it.”

Amy’s breath hitched. She pressed closer, forehead to his.

“I did,” she confessed, barely audible. “I really, really did.”

“It was so wicked,” she whispered, the smile on her lips pure trouble.

Mike’s control snapped. He dragged her T-shirt over her head, shoved her panties down her thighs, and stripped himself in three frantic seconds. Clothes hit the floor in a careless heap. He pushed her gently onto her back and slid into her in one slow, deliberate thrust, groaning at how easily she took him, how ready she still was.

But he needed to hear more. Needed to keep her talking.

So he moved slow (agonizingly slow), long strokes that barely disturbed the sheets, every inch dragging out the tension.

“You were so wet,” he rasped, voice rough with the memory.

Amy’s eyes fluttered half-closed, a low, satisfied hum vibrating in her throat. “Mmm-hmmm...”

He leaned down, lips brushing her ear, hips rolling deep and steady.

“He was big,” he said, the words scraping out of him.

Amy’s breath caught hard. Her legs tightened around his waist, nails digging into his shoulders as her body answered before her mouth did: a sharp, involuntary clench around his cock.

“Yes,” she finally breathed, the confession trembling on her lips. “God, yes... he was so big.”

“Mmm... hmmm,” she purred again, louder this time, the sound vibrating straight through him.

Mike’s hips kept their slow, deliberate rhythm, every thrust measured, dragging it out.

“Did you like it?” he asked, voice rough, already knowing the answer but needing to hear it anyway.

Amy’s smile turned coy, eyes half-lidded and wicked. “Maybe a little.”

He gave her a single harder thrust that made her gasp, then eased back to that maddening pace.

“That little turned into a very big orgasm,” he said, watching her face flush deeper.

“Yes, it did,” she admitted on a breathy laugh, then searched his eyes, smile softening. “Are you jealous?”

Mike exhaled, the truth scraping out of him. “I was. Honest to God, I was.”

Amy’s legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, her smile turning slow and triumphant.

“Good,” she whispered, and kissed him hard, hips rolling up to meet his next stroke like a reward.

Mike kept the rhythm languid, almost reverent, like they were learning each other all over again. Long, unhurried strokes that let him sink in to the hilt and stay there a moment, feeling her flutter around him before pulling back. Every time he slid home, Amy’s breath caught in that soft, familiar way that used to greet him after a long day apart. Her thighs stayed loose and open, ankles hooked loosely behind his back, welcoming him the same way they always had.

He paid attention the way a man studies a map he’s terrified has changed.

Was she looser? Was she swollen from another man’s cock stretching her wide just hours ago?

He searched for it (angled deeper, shallower, slower), trying to feel any difference, any evidence of what Andre had done to her. But there was nothing. Just Amy: warm, slick, velvet-tight in the way that belonged only to them. The same soft catch in her throat when he hit that spot she loved. The same tiny, needy sigh when he bottomed out and held still.

No difference. And that somehow made it more intimate.

Mike dropped his forehead to hers, eyes closed, breathing her in. She smelled like soap now, like their bed, like home. He kissed her slow, open-mouthed, tasting the faint trace of mint from her toothpaste and the lingering heat of everything they’d done. Amy kissed him back just as gently, hands sliding up his back, nails tracing the same paths they always traced when she wanted to feel every inch of him.

He moved again, rolling his hips in that lazy figure-eight she’d once joked was his signature move. Her breath hitched; her thighs tightened just enough to pull him deeper.

“There she is,” he whispered against her lips, voice rough with relief and love. “My girl.”

Amy’s answer was a soft, trembling moan and the way her fingers curled into his hair, holding him close like she was afraid he’d vanish.

They stayed like that (slow, sweet, deliberate), reclaiming every inch of each other with kisses and quiet gasps and the steady rhythm of two people who had almost lost their way and found it again in the dark.

Amy’s body moved with his in that familiar, easy rhythm, but her mind was finally quiet for the first time all day. Every slow thrust, every gentle kiss along her jaw, every whispered “I’ve got you” from Mike felt like stitches pulling the tear in her chest back together.

She had been terrified of this moment. Terrified that once the haze cleared and Andre was gone, Mike would look at her differently. That the jealousy would hit him like a freight train. That he would see her as spoiled, or used, or worse... that he would regret ever opening the door.

But he was here, inside her, around her, loving her like nothing had changed. Like everything had changed and somehow still fit.

Mike’s lips brushed the shell of her ear, warm and steady.

“Do you want to see him again?”

The question was soft, careful, no pressure behind it.

Amy’s heart stuttered. She opened her mouth and the safe answer came out on reflex.

“I think one time is enough.”

The words hung there, thin and unconvincing even to her own ears. Mike’s hips slowed, but he didn’t stop. He just studied her face in the dim light, thumb stroking her cheek.

She waited for him to push, to demand the truth.

He didn’t.

Instead he kissed her forehead, then her mouth, slow and deep, and let the subject drift away like smoke.

Amy’s eyes stung with sudden, grateful tears. She wrapped her arms tighter around his neck and pulled him down until there was no space left between them.

“Thank you,” she whispered against his skin, not even sure what exactly she was thanking him for.

Mike answered by moving again, gentle and deliberate, loving her back to solid ground one careful thrust at a time.

Mike’s rhythm faltered, then stilled completely. He stayed inside her, but lifted up on his elbows, caging her beneath him, eyes locked on hers in the dim light.

“Honey,” he said, voice low, careful, “what was he saying to you?”

Amy’s gaze flicked away for a fraction of a second. “What words?”

Mike felt the shift immediately (the tiny tightening around him, the way her fingers paused on his back).

“You know exactly what I mean,” he said, softer but firm. “When his mouth was at your ear. When you were... right on the edge.”

Amy swallowed. “It was nothing.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Just waited, letting the silence do the work.

She tried for a smile, but it wobbled and died.

Mike lowered himself until their foreheads touched, until she had nowhere to look but at him.

“Amy,” he said, voice steady, almost pleading, “don’t hide from me. Not now. Tell me what he said.”

Her breath trembled out of her. The playful ease they’d found minutes ago was gone, replaced by something raw and fragile.

She closed her eyes.

“He said...” Her voice cracked. She opened them again, met his gaze, and the words came out small, almost ashamed.

“He said, ‘This pussy’s mine now. Every Saturday. Tell your husband he can watch if he wants.’”

Mike’s vision tunneled the instant Andre’s words left her mouth.

This pussy’s mine now. Every Saturday. Tell your husband he can watch.

Something ancient and vicious snapped inside him.

A growl tore from his throat (low, guttural, nothing human). His hands shot to her hips with bruising force, fingers digging deep into soft flesh. In one violent yank he pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach like she weighed nothing.

Amy barely managed a shocked gasp before he hauled her up by the waist, slamming her onto all fours. One fist twisted viciously into her hair, wrenching her head back until her spine bowed and her throat was exposed. His other hand clamped down on her hip so hard she would wear his fingerprints for days.

Then he drove into her.

Full length. No warning. No mercy.

The first thrust punched the air from her lungs and rocked the entire bed forward with a crack that rattled the headboard against the wall. The second buried him so deep her arms buckled and her face hit the pillow. The third tore a raw, broken scream from her throat.

Mike didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop.

He fucked her like he was trying to split her in half.

Hips snapped with a force he had never used, never even known he had. The slap of skin on skin was deafening, wet and vicious. The bed screamed in protest, frame slamming the wall in a brutal, relentless rhythm that shook dust from the ceiling fan. Sweat flew off them both.

Amy’s hands clawed at the sheets, knuckles white, body shoved forward with every savage stroke until her arms gave out completely and she collapsed onto her elbows, ass still high because he wouldn’t let her fall. He kept her exactly where he wanted her: hair pulled tight, back arched to breaking, pussy stretched wide around his cock.

He leaned over her, chest to her back, teeth scraping the shell of her ear.

“Mine,” he snarled, voice unrecognizable, feral. “This cunt is fucking mine.”

Every word was punctuated by a punishing thrust that drove her breath from her lungs.

Amy couldn’t answer. Couldn’t breathe. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, eyes rolling back, tears streaking her temples. Her entire body shook with the violence of it, thighs trembling violently, toes curling into the mattress.

Mike’s hand left her hip and snaked under her, fingers finding her clit with brutal precision. He rubbed hard, merciless circles, grinding the heel of his palm against her while he hammered into her from behind.

She shattered.

Her orgasm hit like a seizure. No warning, no sound at first (just a sudden, violent convulsion that locked every muscle in her body rigid). Her back bowed impossibly, spine cracking, a silent, open-mouthed scream tearing her face apart. Then the sound came: a raw, guttural wail that didn’t even sound human, ripped from the deepest part of her as wave after wave crashed through her.

Her pussy clamped down so hard Mike saw stars, spasming in endless, brutal pulses that milked him without mercy. Her whole body thrashed beneath him, hips jerking, thighs quaking, nails carving bloody furrows down his forearm.

Mike lost the last shred of control.

He roared (a primal, animal sound that tore his throat raw) and slammed in one final time, as deep as bone would allow. His cock jerked violently, swelling impossibly thicker as the first thick rope of cum exploded out of him. He came harder than he ever had in his life, pulse after pulse, each one wrenched from his soul, flooding her so deep he felt it in his spine.

He didn’t stop thrusting through it (short, vicious snaps that shoved her forward on the mattress, grinding his cum into her womb with every brutal jerk). His vision went black at the edges, breath sawing in and out of his lungs like he’d run ten miles.

Only when the last shudder left him did he collapse, blanketing her trembling body with his, both of them drenched, shaking, utterly destroyed.

For a long minute the only sound was their ragged breathing and the wet pulse of his cock still twitching inside her, giving tiny, helpless aftershocks that made Amy whimper into the ruined sheets.

Mike loosened his death grip on her hair, fingers trembling as they stroked gently now, soothing the sting he’d inflicted. He pressed shaky, reverent kisses to her shoulder blades, the nape of her neck, the damp hair at her temple.

Amy turned her face toward him, eyes glassy and stunned, lips swollen and trembling, tears still leaking silently.

Neither of them spoke.

They didn’t need to.

The intensity of their sex had said everything.

Mike stayed draped over her back, both of them trembling, sweat cooling on their skin. The room smelled like sex and something darker (possession, surrender, the faint metallic edge of fear). Amy’s breathing was ragged, little aftershock whimpers escaping every time he shifted inside her.

He eased out slowly, both of them wincing at the loss. When he rolled her over she came willingly, curling into his chest like a cat seeking warmth. Her face was flushed, tear-streaked, beautiful in a way that made his throat ache.

Mike pressed his lips to her temple, tasting salt.

“I meant it,” he whispered, voice hoarse. “Every Saturday or never again. Your call. But I need you to know I can live with either. As long as I still have you.”

Amy was quiet for a long time. Then she lifted her head, eyes searching his, and gave the smallest, most heartbreaking smile.

“I know,” she said simply.

They fell asleep tangled together, legs intertwined, his hand resting possessively over the soft curve of her stomach.

Neither of them mentioned Andre again that night.


Epilogue

Six Months Later

The house was quiet except for the low hum of the air-conditioner and the soft, wet sounds coming from the master bedroom.

Amy was on her knees.

Six months of running, yoga, and chasing a toddler had carved her back to pre-pregnancy perfection and then some. The soft swell was gone, waist nipped tight, hips flared, breasts high and firm under smooth, sun-kissed skin. She wore nothing but a scrap of white lace panties and the look of a woman who knew exactly what Saturday mornings were for now.

Andre stood in front of her, jeans shoved down just enough, one hand resting lightly on the back of her head. His thick, heavy cock slid in and out of her mouth in long, deliberate strokes. Amy took him deep, cheeks hollowed, throat working, eyes half-closed in pure concentration and pleasure.

Mike sat in the armchair they had dragged in months ago for this exact purpose, shorts around his ankles, cock rigid in his fist, watching every second.

Andre’s breathing turned ragged.

“Fuck... here it comes, baby...”

Amy didn’t pull away. She never did anymore.

She took him deeper, lips sealed tight, one hand gently massaging his balls. Andre groaned, hips stuttering, and started cumming. The first thick pulse hit the back of her throat. Then another. And another. So much it overflowed the corners of her mouth, thick white trails slipping down her chin as she swallowed frantically, eyes watering, still not breaking the seal.

When he finally finished, Andre eased out slowly, thumb brushing the mess from her lower lip with something close to reverence.

Amy stayed on her knees a second longer, catching her breath, then rose gracefully, grabbed the glass of water from the nightstand, and rinsed the taste away with two long swallows.

She turned, walked the few steps to Mike, and dropped back to her knees between his spread thighs without a word.

Mike was already aching, leaking, cock jerking in anticipation the second her lips wrapped around him. She took him to the root on the first try, humming low in her throat, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

Two minutes. Maybe less.

“Baby... I’m cumming—” Mike choked out.

Amy pulled off instantly, lips shiny and swollen, and wrapped her fingers tight around him. Three fast, twisting strokes and he was gone, cumming hard across her tongue and lips, thick stripes painting her chin and throat while she milked every drop with slow, deliberate pulls.

When he finished, trembling, she leaned in and licked him clean, gentle now, almost tender.

Then she climbed into his lap, curled against his chest, and kissed him slow and deep so he could taste both of them on her tongue.

Outside, the pool filter hummed.

Inside, the three of them breathed the same air, and nobody said a word about stopping.
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