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Introduction




What would you do to buy your dream home?




Evan had a foolproof plan: divorce his wife Sophia on paper, let his best friend Mark legally marry her, secure the bank loan, then quietly remarry her. Just paperwork. No feelings involved.




But the night after the “ceremony,” Mark’s hand lingered on her thigh. Sophia didn’t move it away. Evan watched from the couch, and instead of rage, he felt something else—a hot, shameful pulse in his groin.




That was the beginning.




Now Sophia wears the stockings Mark buys her. She calls him from his bedroom. She moans his name while Evan listens through the phone speaker. And when they finally share her body—one in her mouth, one inside her—Evan realizes he doesn’t want to stop. He wants to watch.




The Borrowed Wife is a raw, psychological deep dive into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle. It explores the razor’s edge between jealousy and arousal, love and possession, marriage and shared ownership. If you’ve ever fantasized about watching your wife become another man’s desire—or being that wife—this novel will consume you.




Warning: Explicit sexual content, MFM threesomes, voyeurism, and psychological edge play. Not for the faint of heart.


Preface

This is not a story about betrayal. Not in the conventional sense.




When I began writing, I thought I was crafting a cautionary tale about greed—a couple risking their marriage for a house. I thought Mark would be the intruder, the villain.




I was wrong.




The house was just an excuse. The real engine of this story is something darker and more honest: the thrill of watching your partner be desired by someone else. The ache that turns into arousal. The jealousy that becomes fuel.




This book is for readers who have ever felt that shameful pulse—and wondered what would happen if they followed it. I offer no judgment. Only a story.


Chapter One

The night air was cool, but not cold. The kind of cool that makes the hair on your arms stand up just enough to remind you you’re alive. Stars scattered across the sky like someone had tossed a handful of salt on black velvet. You never see stars like this in the city. I thought about that for a second—how we spend our whole lives staring at screens and never looking up.

Then I noticed the warmth next to me was gone.

“Sophie?”

No answer. Just the muffled thump of karaoke from inside. Someone was murdering Bon Jovi. I turned my head. The bench where Sophia had been sitting was still warm. I pressed my palm into the empty space. Stupid. Like I could hold onto the ghost of her.

I stood up and walked back into the party.

The room was loud. Twenty-something bodies crammed onto curved couches. Drinks in hand, faces flushed with alcohol and bad singing. My friend David was waving a beer bottle like a conductor’s baton. Leo was trying to get some girl to do a shot off his forearm. Normal. Loud. The kind of night that used to feel like freedom.

“Where’s Sophie?” I asked.

“Bathroom, maybe?” David shrugged. “She was here a minute ago.”

I spotted her across the room, near the far corner where the light was dimmer and the speaker’s bass made the walls hum. She was standing close to Mark.

Mark. My old friend. My old rival. Same khakis he’d worn since college, same nervous habit of rubbing the back of his neck when he didn’t know what to do with his hands. But right now, his hands weren’t on his neck. One was on the back of a chair. The other was holding a glass of Coke that he’d forgotten to drink.

He wasn’t looking at her face.

I watched him for three long seconds. The way his eyes dropped—just for a moment—down her body. To where her cream-colored dress caught the low light. To where the fabric pulled across her hips. To where her thighs pressed together as she shifted her weight.

My chest tightened. Then something else tightened lower. My cock pressed against my zipper. I hated that it did.

She wasn’t doing anything wrong. She was just standing there, talking. Her soft curls pinned up—unlike the other women in the room, who all wore their hair long and straight, like they’d all read the same magazine. Sophie’s was different. It always had been. Her face wasn’t the kind that stopped traffic. But it was the kind you’d glance at twice, maybe three times, and still not know why you were staring.

The neckline of her dress sat just low enough that every time she turned, I caught myself looking. Not at her chest. At the way she moved. At the way her collarbones caught the light. At the way Mark’s jaw tightened when she laughed at something he said.

Sorry, man. The thought came before I could stop it. I know you had your shot once. But she’s mine now.

I walked over and put my hand on the small of her back. Felt her warmth through the thin fabric. “There you are.”

She turned, smiled. “Bathroom.”

“Mark keeping you company?”

“He was just leaving.”

Mark’s face went red. He mumbled something about getting another drink and disappeared into the crowd. I watched him go. His shoulders were tense. He didn’t look back.



Later—after more drinks, after someone pulled out a guitar and attempted “Wonderwall,” after David told the same story about the time he got kicked out of a casino—I found myself standing by the sliding door, staring at the backyard. The pool was dark. A single lawn chair sat empty. I was thinking about nothing. Or maybe I was thinking about the way Mark had looked at Sophie. The way his hand had hovered near her arm, never quite touching.

She came up behind me. I felt her before I heard her—the heat of her body, the brush of her fingers on my wrist.

“You okay?”

“Yeah.” I turned. She was close enough that I could smell the wine on her breath. “You having fun?”

“It’s fine.” She shrugged. “Same as always.”

I glanced toward the house. Mark was inside, sitting on the arm of a couch, pretending to look at his phone. But his thumb wasn’t moving. His head was tilted toward us.

“That guy was staring at you again,” I said, keeping my voice low.

Sophie didn’t look. “Which guy?”

“You know which one.”

She smiled, just a little. The corner of her mouth. “He’s harmless.”

“He’s not harmless.” I put my hand on her waist and pulled her closer. “He’s just scared.”

“Of you?”

“Of himself.”

She didn’t argue. She just leaned into me, and for a moment, the noise of the party faded. I could feel her heartbeat through her dress. Or maybe that was mine.

I thought about high school. The three of us—me, Sophie, Mark—in the same study group, pretending to care about calculus. The first clumsy stirrings of something we didn’t have words for. Mark’s family had money. Mine didn’t. He was handsome in that quiet, trustworthy way that made girls’ mothers love him. I was average. But I had a fast mouth and I knew when to shut up.

And I won.

Mark tried. God, he tried. Flowers. Notes. A dozen small gestures that Sophie accepted with a smile she never returned. When I asked her why she chose me, she said Mark was too predictable. “Reliable,” she said. “But a little dumb.” Me? No big strengths, she said. But no big weaknesses either. And apparently, that was my winning ticket.

I’d told myself that story so many times I believed it. Standing there, watching Mark’s thumb still frozen on his phone screen, I wasn’t so sure.



The party wound down. People started leaving—hugs, promises to do this again soon, the usual lies. David was one of the last to go. He pulled me aside near the front door and lowered his voice.

“You okay, man? You’ve been quiet.”

“Just tired.”

He looked at me for a beat too long. “Mark talked to you tonight?”

“Yeah.”

“About…?”

“You know what about.”

David nodded slowly. He didn’t say anything else. Just clapped my shoulder and walked out into the dark.

Sophie and I were silent on the drive home. The streets were empty. Streetlights slid across her face in slow pulses—yellow, dark, yellow, dark. She’d kicked off her heels. Her bare feet were pressed against the dashboard, toes curled. The nail polish was a dark red I hadn’t noticed before.

“Mark asked me something tonight,” she said. Her voice was quiet. Not nervous. Just… careful.

I kept my eyes on the road. “What’d he ask?”

“He asked if I’d go with him. To his parents’. For New Year’s.”

My hands tightened on the wheel. “What did you say?”

She didn’t answer right away. The car hummed. The heater blew warm air across my knuckles.

“I said I’d think about it.”

I swallowed. My throat was dry. “You’re thinking about it?”

She turned to look at me. “Are you?”

I didn’t answer. The light turned red. I stopped the car and watched the second hand on the dashboard clock tick. Ten seconds. Fifteen. Twenty.

The light turned green. I drove.



At home, Sophie went straight to the bathroom. I heard the shower start. Steam began to seep under the door, carrying the scent of her coconut soap. I sat down at the kitchen table, opened my laptop, and stared at the screen for a full minute before I realized I wasn’t going to do any work.

The messenger window was already blinking. David.

You back?

I typed: Yeah.

How was the party?

Fine.

A pause. Then: Mark was there.

I figured.

I stared at the cursor. My fingers hovered over the keys. Then I typed something I hadn’t planned to say: David. Back in college. You and Mark were roommates. How far did things really go between him and Sophie?

The pause this time was longer. I could feel David weighing his words, even through the screen.

Look, man. He was crazy about her. You know that. But he never said a thing. Every time I brought her up, he just… shut down.

I heard they were at a KTV last month. Together. With some friends. And that he kissed her.

The cursor blinked. Blinked again.

Where did you hear that?

Does it matter?

Another long pause. Then: Don’t overthink this. You’re married. It was nothing. People get drunk. They play around. You’ve kissed other girls, and Sophie didn’t give you hell for it.

That was an answer. Not the one I wanted. Maybe the one I deserved.

I typed: Mark brought up that thing again today.

The thing about borrowing Sophie?

Yeah.

What exactly did he say?

I told him. About the house. About the fake divorce. About the only person we could trust.

David’s response came fast: Does Sophie agree?

She’s been saying no for two weeks.

Heh.

What does that mean?

It means she hasn’t said yes. But she hasn’t said no, either.

I closed my eyes. The bathroom door was still shut. The shower was still running.

You two figure it out, David wrote. You’ve been friends for years. Help him if you can. If not, find another way.

Yeah.

I logged off. Sat there in the dark kitchen for a long moment. The refrigerator hummed. Somewhere outside, a car door slammed.

I heard the shower stop. Water dripping. The creak of the bathroom door opening.

“Evan?” Sophie’s voice, soft through the steam.

“Yeah?”

“You coming to bed?”

I stood up. Walked toward the bathroom. The door was cracked open, and through the gap, I could see her silhouette behind the frosted glass. The curve of her shoulder. The wet line of her hair against her neck.

I stopped with my hand on the doorframe.

My cock was hard. It had been hard for most of the night—off and on, like a fever that wouldn’t break.

“In a minute,” I said.

I turned away. Went to the refrigerator. Pulled out a beer. The bottle was cold against my palm. I twisted off the cap, took a long swallow, and stared at the dark window above the sink.

My reflection stared back. Same face as this morning. Same tired eyes.

But something in the dark had shifted. I didn’t know it then—couldn’t have known—but that was the moment everything started moving.

The bottle was empty. My cock was still hard. And somewhere across town, Mark was probably lying in bed, staring at his ceiling, thinking about my wife.

I didn’t answer the question I was asking myself.

I went to bed.

Sophie was already under the covers, her back to me. The sheets were cool. Her hair was spread across the pillow, still damp. I lay beside her, not touching, and stared at the ceiling.

“Evan?” Her voice was soft, almost asleep.

“Yeah.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She reached back and took my hand. Pulled it around her waist. I let her. My palm pressed against her stomach, rising and falling with her breath.

I was still hard.

She must have felt it against her thigh. She didn’t say anything. Just pressed back into me, just a little.

My hand moved up. Her breast was warm through her thin nightgown. The nipple was soft. I circled it with my thumb. It hardened.

“Evan,” she breathed.

“Shh.”

I pulled the hem of her nightgown up. Over her hip. Over her ass. She lifted her leg, just enough, and I slid my hand between her thighs.

She was wet.

Not maybe wet. Definitely wet. Slick and hot, her folds already open, her clit swollen under my fingers.

“You’re thinking about him,” I said.

She didn’t answer. But her hips moved, just a little, pressing into my hand.

“Were you wet at the party? When he was staring at you?”

“Evan…”

“Tell me.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: “Yes.”

My cock throbbed against her ass. I pushed two fingers inside her. She gasped—soft, muffled by the pillow.

“What did you think about?” I asked. “When he was looking at your legs?”

“I thought about…” She swallowed. “I thought about him touching me.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere.”

I fucked her with my fingers, slow, deep. Her wetness coated my knuckles. She was grinding back against my hand now, her breath coming in short, hot bursts.

“I thought about him putting his mouth on my neck,” she whispered. “I thought about his hands on my thighs. I thought about…” She stopped.

“About what?”

“About him pulling up my dress.”

My hand was shaking. I pulled my fingers out, rolled her onto her stomach, and pressed my cock against her opening. She was so wet I slid in with one push. Her whole body arched.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

I fucked her slow at first. Then harder. Her hands gripped the pillow. Her moans were muffled, but I could hear her—the wet sounds of us, the slap of my hips against her ass, the way she said my name like a question.

“You wanted him to see you,” I said, my mouth against her ear. “You wanted him to want you.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted him to touch you.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted him to fuck you.”

She didn’t answer. But her pussy clenched around me, tight, pulsing. That was answer enough.

I came inside her, buried deep, holding her hips so hard I knew there would be bruises. She came too—her whole body shaking, her face pressed into the pillow, a long, low moan that she didn’t try to hide.

We lay there afterward, tangled in sweat and sheets. Her nightgown was twisted around her waist. My cum was already leaking out of her, warm and wet on my thigh.

She turned her head and looked at me. Her eyes were glassy, her lips swollen.

“You’re a pervert,” she said.

“So are you.”

She almost smiled. Then she closed her eyes.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand. The screen was dark. I turned it over.

A message from Mark. Sent ten minutes ago.

You guys get home okay?

I stared at it. My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

Yeah, I typed. She’s in bed.

Three dots appeared. Then:

Good. Sweet dreams.

I set the phone down. Sophie was already asleep, her breathing slow and even.

I lay there in the dark, my hand still sticky, her pillow still smelling like her, and I didn’t sleep for a long time.

I kept thinking about the way she’d said his name.

She hadn’t.

But I’d heard it anyway.




Chapter Two

I called Mark the next morning.

My hand shook as I held the phone. Not from fear—from something else. Something I didn’t want to name.

“Yeah?” His voice was casual, but I could hear the edge underneath.

“I talked to Sophie.” Pause. My throat was dry. “She said yes.”

The silence on the line stretched. Then he let out a breath—long, slow, relieved. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

He laughed. Not a nervous laugh. A hungry one. “Thanks, Evan. I mean it. I won’t—” He stopped. “I’ll take care of her.”

Take care of her. The words sat in my gut like a stone. “Just remember,” I said. “No one else knows. Not David. Not Leo. No one.”

“Of course. Of course.”

I hung up. The phone was warm against my ear. My cock was already half-hard in my sweats. I didn’t touch it. I just stood there, staring at the wall, listening to my own breathing.



The morning of the train station was gray and cold.

Sophie wore a cream-colored dress—sleeveless, light enough that I could see the outline of her bra through the fabric. Nude stockings. Flats. Her hair was down, loose over her shoulders. She looked like she was going on a date, not a favor.

Mark was already there when we arrived, leaning against the ticket machine, a duffel at his feet. He looked different. Sharper. His eyes went straight to Sophie, then to me, then back to her.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” I said.

Sophie smiled. “Ready for this?”

“As I’ll ever be.”

He took her suitcase without asking. Their fingers brushed. I saw it. I saw her not pull away. The platform was crowded—families, business travelers, a woman yelling at her toddler—but all I could see was the two of them, standing too close.

The train came. We walked to their car. Mark loaded the bags. Sophie leaned out the window. I went up on my toes and kissed her cheek. Her skin was warm, soft, familiar. She closed her eyes.

“Call me when you get there,” I said.

“I will.”

The doors slid shut. The train pulled away. I watched through the glass as she sat down next to Mark. He said something. She laughed. Then she looked back at me—just for a second—and I swear I saw something in her eyes. Not sadness. Anticipation.



I walked home fast. Too fast. My cock was already half-hard in my jeans.

The apartment was empty. Too empty.

I stood in the living room for a minute. Then another. Then I went to the bedroom.

Her closet was open. I could smell her before I even touched anything—the faint floral of her shampoo, the coconut lotion she used on her legs. I ran my hand over her clothes. A blouse. A pair of jeans. Then my fingers found the drawer.

Stockings. Panties. Bras.

I pulled out a pair of nude nylons. The toe area was stiff, yellowed. I pressed them to my face.

The smell hit me—sweat, faintly sour, mixed with her perfume and something else. Something that was just her. The musk of her feet after a long day. The salt of her skin. I inhaled like it was oxygen.

My other hand was already unbuckling my belt. I didn’t remember deciding to do it. My body had already decided.

I pulled my cock out. It was red at the tip, leaking a clear string that caught the light. I wrapped the stocking around the shaft—slowly, carefully, like I was dressing a wound. The nylon was cool at first, then warm as my cock heated it. It slid against my skin, soft and rough at the same time.

I closed my eyes. I pictured the train. Mark’s hand on her thigh. Her legs pressed together, then apart. His fingers inching higher. Her breath catching.

I started moving my hand. Fast. Then slow. Then fast again.

She’s going back with him to meet his parents. His parents. They think she’s his girlfriend. His fucking girlfriend.

My balls tightened. Pre-cum soaked through the nylon, making it slick.

Does he have his hand on her cunt right now? Is she letting him?

I came with a grunt I barely held back. Thick ropes of cum shot onto the stocking, hot and sticky, pooling in the fabric. I kept stroking through it, milking every last drop, until my cock was too sensitive to touch.

I lay there, breathing hard. The stocking was still wrapped around my cock, cooling now, getting tacky. I should throw it away. I didn’t. I brought it to my nose again. The smell of her feet was still there, but now it was mixed with my cum—bleach and salt and shame.

I laughed at myself. But my hand was still on my cock.



I didn’t sleep well.

The next morning, I got to the photo studio early. The coffee was bitter. I sat in my office, staring at the blank monitor, until the messenger icon blinked.

You awake?

Sophie.

I typed back: Yeah. How’s it going?

Okay. His family’s nice. Didn’t ask too many questions. I hate the train.

Poor thing.

A pause. Then: Hey. About Mark…

What about him?

He’s kind of a pervert.

My heart jumped. I closed the office door, sat back down. What did he do?

You really wanna know?

YES. Now talk.

Say you wanna know what your wife and her current boyfriend did.

Current boyfriend? You’re teasing me.

She sent a tongue-out emoji. I read those stories you wrote. Isn’t the girl in them supposed to tease the guy like this?

I couldn’t argue. Fine. Tell me.

On the train. He held my hand. Said my skin was nice. Then he just… stared. From my hand up to my shoulder. I got goosebumps.

That’s it?

At dinner, he tried to feed me. The couple across from us got all embarrassed.

I laughed despite myself. Video call me. Now.

A minute later, the screen lit up.

Sophie was lying on a bed I didn’t recognize. Dark wooden headboard. White sheets. A photo of Mark in a graduation cap on the nightstand. She was wearing a black off-the-shoulder dress, deep V-neck. No bra. Her tits sat high, the shadow of her cleavage dark against her pale skin. She’d done her hair differently—loose waves, a red tint in the light.

“Looking hot,” I said. “That’s a lot of cleavage.”

“Shut up. I’m in someone else’s house.”

“Stand up. Let me see your legs.”

She rolled her eyes but stood. The dress hit mid-thigh. Nude stockings—the reinforced toe visible, the seam straight up the back of her calf. Fuck.

“So sexy,” I said.

She blushed. “Ass-kisser.”

“Are you in Mark’s room?”

“Yeah.”

“No one else around? Take your clothes off.”

Her eyes went wide. “What are you trying to do?”

“What do you think?”

She glanced behind her. The door was cracked open. People walked past. She bit her lip. “No way.”

“That’s what makes it exciting. Just your tits.”

She hesitated. Then she leaned closer to the camera, pulled her neckline down with one hand, and reached inside with the other. Her breast came out—full, pale, the nipple already hard, pink against the white skin.

My hand went to my belt. I didn’t ask permission. I pulled my cock out and aimed the camera at it.

Sophie gasped. “Are you touching yourself?”

I didn’t answer. I just started stroking. Slow at first, then faster. My cock was slick from last night—still smelled like her stockings.

She watched me for a second, then started touching herself too. Her fingers pinched her nipple, rolled it. Her other hand disappeared below the frame.

Then a woman’s voice came through the mic. “Xiao Xin? What are you doing in there? Come have some pomelo!”

Sophie jumped. She shoved her tit back into her dress, coughed, then said, “Just… chatting with a friend. I’ll be there in a minute.”

She turned back to the screen, whispered, “I have to go.”

“I didn’t cum yet.”

She giggled, tapped the camera with her finger. “Tonight.”

The screen went dark. I sat there, cock in hand, precum beading at the tip. I thought about finishing. I didn’t. I just tucked myself back in, zipped up, and went back to work. My hand smelled like her for the rest of the day.



That night, I had a dream.

I was in a room I didn’t recognize. White walls. A big bed. Sophie was there, but her belly was round—pregnant, big as a basketball. She was wearing nothing but a black garter belt and sheer stockings, thigh-highs with lace tops. Her tits were fuller than I’d ever seen them, the nipples dark and thick.

A man was with her. Not Mark. Someone I’d never seen before. Black. Muscular. His cock was huge—thick as my wrist, curving up toward his stomach. Sophie was on her knees in front of him, licking the shaft like it was a lollipop.

“Hey Evan,” she said, turning to look at me. “Am I a slut?”

She winked. Her tits jiggled.

I couldn’t speak.

“You wanna fuck me?” she asked. I nodded. “Too bad. We’re divorced now. All you get to do is watch.” She tossed something at me. A pair of stockings—crusted with dried cum, stiff as cardboard. “Here. A gift.”

I wrapped them around my cock and started jerking off. Thirty seconds later, I came. Hard. All over the stockings.

I woke up with sticky underwear and a racing heart. My sheets were damp. My hand was still wrapped around my cock. I sat up, breathing hard. The dream was still there—the man’s face, Sophie’s pregnant belly, the way she’d looked at me.

That wasn’t Mark’s face. I told myself that was a good sign. If it had been—I’d have called the whole thing off.

But even as I thought it, I knew it wasn’t true.



Two days later, Sophie messaged me at night. I was already in bed, half-asleep, when the notification pinged.

You awake?

I grabbed my phone. Yeah. How’s Mark’s hometown?

Okay. Weather’s nice. Not cold like here.

Are you in his room?

Yeah.

Where is he?

Staying at a relative’s. It’s just me right now.

My cock stirred. Video call me. Now.

The screen lit up. The image was dark at first, grainy, then it focused. Sophie was lying on a bed, propped on one elbow. She was wearing a black sheer nightgown—sweetheart neckline, thin straps, the fabric so transparent I could see her nipples through it. Pink. Hard.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

She stuck out her tongue. “Like it?”

“Have you been sleeping in his room every night?”

She nodded. “He sleeps on the floor. I take the bed.”

“Uh-huh.”

“It’s true.” She laughed. “You jealous?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Feels good.”

She bit her lip. “You’re so dirty.”

“Did you miss your husband’s big dick?”

She blushed. Then she leaned into the camera. “Yeah. I missed your cock. Now come fuck me.”

“I’m not there, slut.”

“Then use your hand. I’ll use mine.”

She sat up, swung her legs onto the desk. The nightgown rode up, exposing her thighs—nude stockings, thigh-highs, the lace band digging into her skin. She spread her legs. I could see her pussy now, dark and wet, the lips swollen, a glisten of moisture catching the light.

My hand was already on my cock. “You like it?” I asked.

“Mmm… feels good…”

“The last two days. Mark didn’t cop a feel?”

She hesitated. “He did.”

“Tell me.”

“He stares at me all day. It feels so weird.”

“He wants to fuck you.”

“Probably.”

“He has no idea that the goddess he’s been dreaming about is right now spreading her legs and masturbating for another man.” I said it slow, letting each word land. “For her husband.”

Sophie moaned. Her head fell back. One hand went to her breast, squeezing. “You’re so bad.”

“I asked if you liked it.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I like it.”

“Then imagine Mark is there. Squatting between your legs. His face inches from your cunt.”

She picked up a framed photo from the nightstand. Mark’s face. Smiling. She looked at it, then at me, then she placed it between her legs, crotch-down, so his face was aimed right at her pussy.

“He’s been fantasizing about your naked body for years,” I said. “And tonight, he finally gets to see what your cunt looks like.”

“Is it… pretty?” she asked, voice trembling.

“It’s beautiful. He’s been watching you since high school. Watching your skirt sway. Trying to see up it when you walked up the stairs.”

“Ah…” She moaned. A stream of liquid squirted from her cunt, splashing onto the photo. “Don’t tell him that.”

“He sticks out his tongue and licks your clit.”

She touched herself, fingers circling the button. “Mmm…”

“Then he slides his tongue into your vagina.”

She pushed two fingers inside herself. The sound was wet, obscene.

“Is Mark’s licking making you feel good?”

“So good… so good… go deeper… ohhh…”

“Tell your husband. Is Mark’s tongue making you feel good?”

“No… my husband will hate me.”

“It’s okay. Your husband loves hearing you get off on this.”

She licked her lips. “Oh… baby, don’t hate me… Mark’s… Mark’s tongue feels so good…”

“Do you like having Mark eat your pussy?”

“You’re so nasty…”

“I asked if you like it.”

“Yes, I like it. Mmph!..”

“Tell Mark you like it when he eats your pussy.”

“Ma… Mark… I like… when you… lick me…”

“Say ‘eat my pussy’!”

“Eat… eat my…” She shook her head. “That’s so dirty.”

“Tell me—what is your pussy for?”

“Making babies.”

“Right! Making babies. The same vagina you’ll use to make babies is right now getting tongue-fucked by your husband’s friend. I wonder if your future kids will come out smelling like him.”

“Shit!” She gasped. “They will… baby!..”

“Mark is so happy. Not only did he get to see it, but he got to lick the sacred, untouchable cunt of his goddess. And he left his spit inside your pussy so that your future children will be born covered in his DNA.”

“Mmph!.. Stop! I’m gonna come… I’m gonna lose it!..”

Her body tensed. Her finger was pistoning in and out of her cunt, the wet sounds loud in Mark’s room. Her face was red, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream.

Then she came. Hard. Her whole body shook. A gush of fluid ran down her fingers, soaking the sheets. The photo of Mark slipped to the floor, face-up, smeared with her juices.

I came too. Right then. Watching her. My cum hit the screen, thick and white, dripping down over her frozen image.

We lay there for a long time, breathing, saying nothing.

Then her phone buzzed.

She picked it up, read the message, and her face changed. Not scared. Not happy. Something in between.

“What is it?” I asked.

She looked at the camera. “He wants to see you tomorrow. In person.”

I stared at the screen. My cock was still out, still wet, still half-hard.

“Evan?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Tell him okay.”

She smiled. A small, strange smile.

The call ended. I sat in the dark, phone in my lap, cum cooling on my stomach. Outside, a car drove past. The headlights swept across the wall and were gone.

I didn’t sleep that night.

I kept staring at the ceiling, thinking about the photo of Mark on the floor, covered in her. Thinking about what he’d say to me tomorrow. Thinking about the way she’d looked at the camera when she came—like she wasn’t just performing for me. Like she was performing for him too.

My cock was still hard. It hadn’t stopped being hard for three days.

I reached for the stockings again.




Chapter Three

The apartment was too quiet.

It had been quiet for three days, but somehow tonight the silence felt different—heavier, like the walls had absorbed all the sounds she’d made and were holding them hostage.

Evan stood in the kitchen doorway, staring at the empty sink. A single dirty plate sat on the counter. He’d made pasta two hours ago, eaten half, and thrown the rest in the trash. No appetite. Not for food.

He walked into the bedroom. Her closet was still open. He hadn’t closed it since she left. Her clothes hung there—dresses, blouses, a row of silk camisoles. He ran his fingers over them. The fabric was cool, lifeless. But at the bottom of the closet, in the laundry basket, he found what he was looking for.

A pair of her stockings. Nude. Worn. Probably from the day she left.

He brought them to his face. The smell hit him—her skin, the faint sourness of sweat, the ghost of her perfume underneath. His cock stirred against the seam of his jeans. He pressed his palm down, not to stop it—just to feel it.

This is pathetic, he thought. But he didn’t put the stockings down.

His phone buzzed. He nearly dropped it.

Sophia: You awake?

His thumb hovered over the keyboard. He typed: Yeah. You?

Sophia: Can’t sleep. Mark’s not here. Went out with friends.

Evan’s heart kicked. He sat down on the edge of the bed, the stockings still in his other hand.

Evan: Where are you?

Sophia: His room. He said I could use his bed while he’s gone.

A pause. Then:

Sophia: It smells like him.

Evan: Does that bother you?

Sophia: I don’t know.

He stared at the screen. His thumb moved before his brain caught up.

Evan: Show me.

A long pause. Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Then a voice message.

He pressed play. Her voice—low, a little breathless, like she’d just gotten out of bed:

“I’m wearing the black slip you bought me last Valentine’s. The one with the lace at the bottom. Nothing else.”

His cock jumped. He was already hard. He’d been hard most of the day.

Evan: Video call me. Now.

The screen flickered. Her face appeared—pixelated at first, then sharpening. She was propped against a headboard he didn’t recognize. Dark wood. A white pillow behind her. Her hair was loose, falling over one shoulder. The slip she’d mentioned was black, with thin straps that kept sliding down.

“Hey,” she said. Her voice was soft, almost shy.

“Hey yourself.” He leaned back against the headboard of his own bed. “You look good.”

She smiled. “Liar. I look like I haven’t slept in three days.”

“You look like you need to get fucked.”

Her cheeks flushed. She glanced toward the door. “Evan…”

“What? Mark’s not there, right?”

“No. But still.”

He watched her adjust the strap of her slip. The movement pulled the fabric tighter across her chest. He could see the outline of her nipples through the thin lace.

“Pull it down,” he said.

“What?”

“Your strap. Pull it down. Show me your tits.”

She bit her lip. Then, slowly, she hooked her finger into the strap and slid it off her shoulder. The slip slipped lower. An inch of pale skin. Then the curve of her breast. Then her nipple—already hard, darker than he remembered.

“Fuck, Sophia.”

She didn’t answer. She just let the other strap fall too, and the slip pooled around her waist.

“Now touch yourself,” he said.

Her hand hovered over her stomach. “Evan…”

“Touch yourself. I want to see.”

She closed her eyes. Her fingers drifted lower. Slid over her belly button. Disappeared between her thighs.

He heard her breath catch. Even through the phone’s tinny speaker, he heard it.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

She did. The camera angle shifted—she’d propped the phone on the pillow. Now he could see everything. Her thighs, pale in the dim light. The dark triangle of hair at her mound. The glisten of her wetness already coating her fingers.

“You’re so wet,” he said.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she whispered.

“Liar. You’ve been thinking about him.”

She didn’t deny it. Her fingers moved faster. He could hear the wet sounds—soft, rhythmic, obscene.

“What’s that next to you?” he asked.

Her eyes flicked to the nightstand. “What?”

“On the nightstand. The frame.”

She followed his gaze. “It’s… a photo. Mark’s. From graduation.”

“Bring it here.”

“Evan—”

“Bring. It. Here.”

She hesitated. Her hand stilled between her legs. Then she reached over, picked up the frame, and held it in front of the camera.

A young Mark stared back. Graduation cap, gown, a smile that was too wide, too confident. The boy who’d lost to Evan ten years ago.

“Put it between your legs,” Evan said.

“That’s so—”

“Put it between your legs, Sophia.”

She swallowed. Her hand trembled as she lowered the frame. The glass was cool against her inner thighs. She could see her own reflection in it—blurry, distorted, her lips parted.

“Now spread your pussy for him,” Evan said. “Let him see what he’s been dreaming about.”

She didn’t move.

“Do it.”

Her free hand came down. Two fingers pulled her labia apart. The pink flesh inside glistened. A bead of her wetness slid down her slit, hung for a second, then dropped onto the glass. Right on Mark’s smiling face.

“Oh my god,” she breathed.

“Tell him,” Evan said. “Tell him you want him to eat your pussy.”

“Evan—”

“Say it.”

Her voice was barely audible. “Mark… I want you to…”

“Say it.”

“Eat my pussy.”

The words came out broken. Then her whole body jerked. She was coming. Hard. Her thighs clamped around the frame. A rush of fluid soaked the glass, dripped onto the sheets. She bit down on her lip, but a moan still escaped—high, thin, desperate.

Evan came too. Hot ropes landing on his stomach, on his hand, on the keyboard. For a second, there was nothing but white noise in his head. Then the guilt came. Small at first, then spreading. He stared at his own mess and didn’t know what he’d just done.

On the screen, Sophia was still trembling. The photo had slipped from between her legs and landed face-down on the floor.

“Sophia,” he started.

“I have to go.” Her voice was tight. “I think I heard something.”

“Sophia—”

“He’s back. I’ll text you tomorrow.”

The screen went black.

Evan stared at his own reflection in the dark screen—pale, hollow-eyed, his hand still sticky.

A text came through.

Sophia: He’s drunk. Talk tomorrow. Don’t text.

He didn’t. He sat there for a long time, in the dark, the smell of his own cum thick in the air.

Somewhere across town, Mark was walking into his bedroom. Sophia was pulling the sheets up to her chin, her thighs still slick, the framed photo of him face-down on the floor.

Evan reached for his phone again. Opened her contact. Typed: Was his cock hard when he came in?

He deleted it. Typed it again. Deleted it again.

Then he set the phone down, wiped his hand on his boxers, and lay back on the bed.

He didn’t sleep.



He must have drifted off, because when he opened his eyes, the room was gray with early morning light. His phone was buzzing again.

Sophia: You up?

He rubbed his face. His hand still smelled like her. Like cum. Like shame.

Evan: Yeah.

Sophia: He’s still asleep. I’m in the bathroom.

Evan: You okay?

A long pause. Then:

Sophia: I don’t know.

Sophia: Last night. When I was on the call with you. He came in right after we hung up.

Evan: What did he say?

Sophia: He asked why I was so flushed. I said I’d been dreaming.

Sophia: He said “about me?”

Sophia: I said yes.

Evan’s stomach turned. His cock stirred.

Evan: Did he touch you?

Another long pause. Then a voice message.

He pressed play. Her voice was barely a whisper:

“He kissed me. On the mouth. He said he’d been waiting ten years to do that. Then he put his hand between my legs. I was still wet from you. From before. He felt it. He asked if I’d been touching myself. I said yes. He asked if I’d been thinking about him. I said…” She stopped. The recording went silent for five seconds. Then: “I said yes again.”

Evan’s hand was already on his cock. He didn’t remember putting it there.

Evan: Did he fuck you?

The three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Sophia: No. But he made me touch him.

Sophia: He pulled it out. Made me wrap my hand around it. It was so thick, Evan. I couldn’t close my fingers.

Sophia: He made me stroke him until he came. On my hand. On the sheets.

Sophia: I’m sorry.

Evan stared at the screen. His cock was leaking. His heart was pounding.

Evan: Don’t be sorry.

Evan: Did you like it?

A pause. Then:

Sophia: Yes.

Sophia: Does that make me a bad wife?

He didn’t answer right away. He thought about the stockings still tangled in his sheets. About the way he’d come watching her pretend to be with Mark. About the way his cock was still hard, even now, even knowing another man’s hand had been where his should have been.

Evan: No. It makes you human.

Evan: I love you.

Sophia: I love you too.

Sophia: He’s waking up. I have to go.

Evan: Okay.

Sophia: Tonight? Same time?

Evan: I’ll be here.

She sent a heart emoji. Then nothing.

Evan set the phone down. He looked at the ceiling. The ceiling fan turned slowly, clicking on every rotation.

His hand was still on his cock. He hadn’t even realized.

He stroked himself once, twice. Then he stopped. He wanted to save it for tonight.

He got up, went to the bathroom, and stood under the cold water until his skin was numb.



The day dragged.

He answered emails he didn’t read. He edited photos he didn’t see. He drank three cups of coffee and ate nothing. Every few minutes, he checked his phone.

No messages.

At six, he closed the shop and drove home. The apartment was still empty. Still too quiet. He stood in the living room, then walked to the bedroom. Her side of the bed was unmade. He picked up her pillow and pressed it to his face.

Still smelled like her.

He lay down and stared at the ceiling. The fan clicked. The refrigerator hummed. Outside, a dog barked twice and stopped.

His phone buzzed.

Sophia: He’s going out again. Friend’s birthday. He said he’ll be back by midnight.

Evan: So we have time.

Sophia: A few hours.

Evan: Video call me.

Sophia: Not yet. He’s still here. Getting dressed.

Evan: Then text me what you’re wearing.

A pause. Then:

Sophia: Nothing.

Sophia: I’m in his bed. Naked. The sheets are still warm from him.

Sophia: I can smell him on the pillow.

Evan’s cock was hard. He unzipped his pants and pulled it out. It was already wet at the tip.

Evan: Touch yourself.

Sophia: I already am.

Sophia: I’ve been touching myself since he left the room.

Sophia: I’m so wet, Evan. My fingers are slippery.

Evan: Put them inside.

Sophia: They are.

Sophia: Two of them.

Sophia: I’m thinking about you.

Sophia: And him.

Sophia: Both of you.

Evan: What are you thinking?

A pause. Then a voice message.

He pressed play. Her voice was low, husky, broken by soft gasps:

“I’m thinking about you watching me. You’re sitting in your chair, jerking off, and I’m on my knees in front of him. His cock is in my mouth. You can see it. You can see how deep I’m taking him. And you’re not stopping me. You’re not saying anything. You’re just watching. And you’re so hard, Evan. You’re so hard and you’re not coming because you want to see him come first.”

Evan’s hand was moving fast. He couldn’t stop.

Sophia: I’m close.

Evan: Not yet. Wait for me.

Sophia: I can’t.

Evan: Yes you can. Stop touching yourself.

A long pause.

Sophia: Okay.

Sophia: I stopped.

Sophia: But I’m still wet. I can feel it dripping onto the sheets.

Evan: Good girl.

Sophia: Call me now.

He pressed the button. The screen lit up.

She was lying on her side, the phone propped on a pillow. Her hair was messy, her face flushed. She’d pulled the sheet up to her waist, but her breasts were bare—full, pale, the nipples dark and hard.

“Hi,” she whispered.

“Hi yourself.”

She smiled. Then she pulled the sheet down. Her whole body was naked. Her thighs were pressed together, but he could see the wetness glistening on her skin.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

She did. Slowly. Her knees fell open. Her pussy was swollen, the lips dark and slick, her clit peeking out from its hood.

“Touch it,” he said.

Her hand moved down. Her fingers traced her slit. She dipped one inside, then pulled it out, showing him the strand of wetness that stretched between her fingers.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said.

“Liar.”

“Both of you.” She laughed, soft and breathless. “Is that better?”

“No.”

“Then what do you want me to say?”

“I want you to say his name.”

She stopped moving. Her hand hovered over her pussy.

“Evan…”

“Say it.”

She swallowed. Her eyes were wide. “Mark.”

“Say it again.”

“Mark.” Her hand started moving again. “I’ve been thinking about Mark.”

“What about him?”

“About his hands.” Her voice was shaking. “About his cock. About the way he looked at me on the train.”

“Did he touch you on the train?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“My thigh. My knee. He put his hand on my leg and left it there for an hour.”

“Did you want him to move it higher?”

“Yes.”

“Did you tell him?”

“No. But he knew. I think he knew.”

“How?”

“Because I didn’t push it away. Because I spread my legs a little. Just enough.”

Evan’s hand was moving faster. He was close.

“Put your fingers inside,” he said.

She did. Two of them. Her hips bucked.

“Now close your eyes and pretend it’s him.”

She closed her eyes. Her mouth opened. Her fingers moved in and out, slow at first, then faster. The wet sounds filled the room.

“Tell me what you’re imagining,” he said.

“He’s on top of me,” she whispered. “His cock is inside me. He’s fucking me slow. Deep. He’s looking at me. He’s saying my name.”

“What’s he saying?”

“He’s saying ‘Sophia, you’re so beautiful. I’ve wanted this for so long.’”

“And what are you saying?”

“I’m saying ‘fuck me, Mark. Don’t stop.’”

She was close. He could see it—her thighs trembling, her stomach clenching, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“I’m gonna come,” she said.

“Look at me.”

She opened her eyes. Looked at the camera.

“Come,” he said.

She came. Her whole body arched off the bed. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her fingers were buried inside her, and her pussy clenched around them, and a gush of fluid ran down her wrist, onto the sheets.

Evan came too. Hot, thick ropes landing on his stomach, on his hand, on the phone screen. He kept stroking through it, watching her come down, watching her chest heave, watching her face go soft and slack.

They lay there for a long moment, breathing together through the speaker.

Then she laughed. A small, tired laugh.

“We’re fucked up,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She reached for the camera, kissed the lens. “I have to clean up. He’ll be back soon.”

“Okay.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow.”

The screen went black.

Evan set the phone down. He was still hard. He’d been hard for three days.

He looked at the stockings on the floor. They were crusted with dried cum from the night before. He picked them up, brought them to his face, and inhaled.

Her smell was still there. Underneath the bleach and salt. Underneath the shame.

He wrapped them around his cock and started again.

He didn’t know if he was punishing himself or rewarding himself. He didn’t know if there was a difference anymore.

All he knew was that his wife was in another man’s bed, and she was thinking about him, and she was thinking about Mark, and she was coming harder than she ever had with just him.

And he liked it.

God help him, he liked it.




Chapter Four

The plane touched down at two in the afternoon.

The air when we stepped off the jetway was thick—wet, heavy, carrying the smell of flowers I couldn’t name and sunscreen someone had already applied. Sophia squeezed my hand. “We’re here.” She said it like a promise.

The drive from the airport took forty minutes. Palm trees lined the road. The sun was blinding, bouncing off white buildings and rental cars and the ocean that kept appearing between gaps in the foliage. Sophia fell asleep against my shoulder. Her breathing was soft, even. A strand of hair stuck to her lip. I didn’t move it.

Mark was in the back seat, scrolling through his phone. He didn’t say much. Just stared out the window. Every time I glanced in the rearview, his eyes were somewhere else.

The hotel lobby was open-air, ceiling fans turning slowly, the floor made of polished stone. A woman at the front desk smiled and handed us key cards. “Third floor. Ocean view.” Mark took his card without looking at her. He was already scanning the crowd, the pool, the beach beyond.

Our room was on the tenth floor. The curtains were white, gauzy, moving in the AC current. When I pulled them back, the ocean was right there—blue, endless, dotted with tiny figures on the sand.

“Wow,” Sophia breathed. She was behind me, close enough that I could feel her warmth.

“Yeah.”

Mark knocked on the connecting door. He’d already changed into board shorts and a tank top. “You guys want to hit the beach?”

Sophia was already pulling her swimsuit from her suitcase.

She changed in the bathroom. Left the door cracked. I could see her shadow on the frosted glass—the curve of her hip, the way she bent to step into the one-piece. When she came out, my mouth went dry.

The white swimsuit clung to her like it had been painted on. The fabric stretched across her chest, her nipples pressing against it—two faint circles, darker than the surrounding white. The back was cut low, almost to her tailbone, exposing the pale skin of her spine. Her legs looked longer than usual. Her skin was pale against the white.

She caught me looking. A small smile. “Like what you see?”

“Always.”

Mark was waiting in the hallway. His eyes did the same thing mine had just done—a quick scan, top to bottom. Sophia didn’t seem to notice. Or maybe she did. Her cheeks were pink by the time we reached the elevator.



The beach was crowded but not packed. A strip of white sand, umbrellas in red and yellow, bodies sprawled on towels. The water was clear, green-blue, warm when I dipped my toe in. Sophia kicked off her sandals and walked straight into the surf. The white of her suit turned translucent where the water hit.

Mark found a spot near a palm tree. Dropped his towel. Pulled off his tank top.

I hadn’t really looked at him before—not like this. His shoulders were broader than I remembered. His chest was smooth, tan, the kind of build that came from gym time and good genetics. Not bulky. Just… solid. A thin line of dark hair ran from his navel down into his shorts.

Sophia came back from the water, dripping. Water beaded on her arms, her legs, the hollow of her throat. She sat down on the lounger Mark had set up.

“You should put on sunscreen,” he said. “The sun here is brutal.”

She reached for the bottle. Mark took it first.

“I’ll get your back.”

She hesitated. Looked at me. I nodded. It’s fine. I didn’t know if I meant it.

Mark squirted a dollop into his palm. White, thick, fragrant—coconut and something chemical. He rubbed his hands together, warming it. Sophia was lying face-down on the lounger, her head turned to the side, sunglasses on. I saw her shoulders rise and fall with a deep breath.

“I’m going to get a drink,” I said.

Neither of them answered.



I didn’t go to the bar. I went upstairs.

The elevator smelled like chlorine and suntan oil. My hands were shaking. I didn’t know if it was jealousy or anticipation or both. Probably both.

Back in the room, I pulled the curtain aside and looked down.

I could see them. Mark was kneeling beside the lounger. His hands were on Sophia’s shoulders. Even from ten floors up, I could see the contrast—his dark skin against her pale back, the way his fingers spread wide, pressing into her muscles.

I pulled out my phone. Zoomed in.

The image was grainy, pixelated, but clear enough. Mark’s hands moved down her spine. Slow. Deliberate. He poured more lotion onto her shoulder blades, then smoothed it across her back, his palms flat, his thumbs tracing the grooves beside her vertebrae.

Sophia’s head was turned away. I couldn’t see her face.

Mark lifted her left arm. Cradled it in his hand like something fragile. His fingers wrapped around her wrist. He poured lotion onto her forearm, then smoothed it up to her elbow, to her shoulder, his palm flat against her skin.

I could see the glisten. The way the oil caught the light.

My hand was already inside my shorts. My cock was hard, the head slick against my palm.

Mark hesitated. His hand hovered over the back of her thigh. Then he touched her. His palm pressed into the meat of her hamstring, just below the curve of her ass. Sophia’s leg twitched. She didn’t pull away.

He worked the lotion down her thigh. To the back of her knee. To her calf. When he reached her ankle, he paused again. Then he lifted her foot—cradled it in his hand—and rubbed the lotion into her heel, her arch, the spaces between her toes.

“Fuck,” I whispered. The word came out like a prayer.

I stepped back from the window. Turned to the suitcase. Sophia’s was still open.

I dropped to my knees beside it. Zipped open the side pocket. My fingers found the nylon before my eyes did—soft, cool, tangled. Yesterday’s stockings. Nude. The toes were slightly yellowed from sweat.

I pressed them to my face. The smell was faint—her skin, the leather of her shoes, a ghost of her perfume. But underneath, something muskier. Something that made my cock jump.

I wrapped the nylon around my shaft. The fabric was smooth, almost slippery, catching on the ridges of my cockhead. I closed my eyes.

In the dark behind my lids, I saw Mark’s hands on her thighs. On her hips. Sliding higher.

I stroked myself. Fast. Rough. The stockings slid against my skin, the friction uneven, the smell of her filling my lungs.

I imagined Mark’s fingers hooking into the edge of her swimsuit. Pulling it aside. Touching her there. I imagined her arching her back, pushing into his hand.

I came with a grunt I barely suppressed. Hot, thick ropes soaking through the stockings, dripping onto my fingers, onto the carpet. For a few seconds, my mind was blank. Then the shame crept in—cold, familiar.

I looked down at the mess. The stockings were ruined. I balled them up, shoved them back in the suitcase, and wiped my hand on my shirt.



By the time I got back to the beach, they were both in the water.

Sophia was floating on her back, her hair spread out like dark seaweed. Mark was beside her, close enough that their arms touched when the waves moved them.

I stood at the water’s edge and watched.

Sophia saw me first. She waved. “The water’s perfect.”

Mark turned. His smile was easy. “We saved you a spot.”

I walked into the surf. The water was warm, but I was cold inside.



Dinner was at a restaurant on the sand. Thatched roof, wooden tables, candles in glass jars. A guitarist played something slow in the corner. The waves were close enough that I could hear them between songs.

Sophia sat between us. Mark had insisted on the outside seat—“better view of the sunset”—which left me across from her, watching.

She ordered fish. Mark ordered steak. I ordered a beer and didn’t eat much.

“You should try the bikini tomorrow,” Mark said. His voice was light. “The one you bought.”

Sophia glanced at me. “What do you think?”

I took a drink. “I think you’ll look good in anything.”

Or nothing. I didn’t say that part.

Under the table, I felt something brush my leg. Sophia’s foot. Bare. She’d kicked off her sandals. Her toes traced my calf, then retreated.

I looked at Mark. He was watching her, not me.

Halfway through dinner, Sophia’s leg brushed against his under the table. She didn’t move it away. I saw her bite her lip—just a flash, then gone.



After dinner, back at the hotel, Sophia went straight to the bathroom. The shower started. Steam crept under the door, carrying the scent of her coconut soap.

I lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling. My phone buzzed.

Mark: Tomorrow. 10 AM. Beach?

I typed back: See you there.

I didn’t tell Sophia. I wanted to see what would happen if I didn’t.

The shower stopped. The bathroom door opened. Sophia came out in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

She climbed into bed beside me. Her skin was warm, damp. She smelled like soap and something else. Something that wasn’t hers.

I turned off the light. In the dark, I felt her hand on my chest.

“Evan?”

“Yeah.”

“Thank you for coming with us.”

I didn’t answer. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, feeling another man’s sunscreen still on her skin.

I didn’t sleep well that night. I kept hearing the waves. And Mark’s voice. Tomorrow. 10 AM.

I was already hard.



The next morning, Sophia woke me up by pressing her foot against my thigh. Her toenails were painted a bright coral I hadn’t noticed before. She was wearing the bikini—white, two triangles of fabric held together by strings at her hips and behind her neck.

“Well?” she said.

I sat up. My mouth was dry. “You’re going to kill someone in that.”

“Hopefully just you.”

She laughed and walked out of the bedroom. I watched her go. The strings at her hips were loose. The fabric barely covered her ass.

I got up, splashed water on my face, and followed.

The beach was already crowded when we got downstairs. Mark was waiting near the water, shirtless, a bottle of sunscreen in his hand. He looked at Sophia. His eyes went from her face to her chest to her hips and back to her face.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Morning,” she said.

I stood between them. No one said anything for a moment. Then Mark held up the bottle.

“Same as yesterday?”

I nodded.

Sophia lay down on the lounger, face first. Her hair fanned out on the towel. The strings of her bikini top were loose, hanging down her back. Her skin was already warm from the sun.

Mark knelt beside her. He poured lotion into his palm, rubbed his hands together, and touched her shoulder.

She didn’t flinch this time.

His hands moved down her back. Over her shoulder blades. Down her spine. Her bikini strings dangled between his fingers. He ignored them. For now.

He worked the lotion into her skin—slow circles, firm pressure. She sighed. Her body relaxed under his hands.

He moved to her legs. Her calves first, then her knees, then her thighs. His hands slid up the backs of her thighs, thumbs tracing the crease where her legs met her ass. The fabric of her bikini bottom was thin. I could see the outline of her lips.

Sophia’s breath changed. She didn’t tell him to stop.

His hands moved to her inner thighs. Close. Too close. His thumbs slid up. Higher. Higher. They stopped an inch from the fabric. He pressed.

Sophia’s hips shifted. Her hand gripped the edge of the lounger.

Mark’s fingers moved in small circles. He was touching her. Not inside. But close. So fucking close.

I was hard. Painfully hard. My hand was already in my own swim trunks.

I watched Mark touch my wife. Watched her let him. Watched the dark spot grow on her white bikini.

She was wet.

I turned away. Walked back to the hotel. My legs were unsteady.

In the room, I went to her suitcase. Unzipped it. Dug through her clothes until I found them. The stockings she’d worn yesterday. The ones I’d already used. Still stained. Still smelling like her.

I brought them to my face. Inhaled.

Then I sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped them around my cock, and stroked myself while thinking about Mark’s hands on her thighs.

I didn’t come. I stopped myself. Saved it for later.

When I got back to the beach, Sophia was sitting up. Her bikini top was tied again. Her skin was flushed. Mark was beside her, putting his shirt back on.

“There you are,” she said. “We were about to come get you.”

“I was watching from the window,” I said.

Her face went red. She looked at Mark. He looked at me.

“Good view?” he asked.

“Good enough.”

Sophia stood up. Grabbed my hand. “Let’s go in the water.”

She pulled me toward the ocean. The water was cold at first, then warm. She splashed me. I splashed her back. Mark followed, staying a few feet away.

She floated on her back, her hair spreading out around her. The white bikini was translucent now, clinging to her breasts. Her nipples were dark against the wet fabric.

Mark swam over to her. “You’re going to get burned,” he said. He reached out and touched her shoulder. “The sunscreen washed off.”

“I’ll reapply later,” she said.

“I’ll do it.”

She looked at me. I nodded.

She looked back at Mark. “Okay.”



That afternoon, they lay on the lounger together. Sophia on her stomach, Mark beside her. His hands moved slowly down her back, over her hips, to her thighs.

I sat in the shade of a palm tree, watching.

His hands slid under the edge of her bikini bottom. Just an inch. Just enough.

I saw her hand grip the edge of the lounger.

I was hard again.

I didn’t touch myself. I just watched.



That night, we ate at the same restaurant. The same table. The same candlelight.

Sophia wore a sundress, white, thin enough that I could see the outline of her bikini underneath. Her hair was still damp from the shower.

Mark ordered wine. Sophia drank two glasses fast. Her cheeks were pink.

Under the table, her foot found mine. Then Mark’s. I saw her toes curl against his calf.

He didn’t move away.

Neither did she.

I took a long drink of my beer and stared at the ocean.

The waves crashed. The guitarist played something slow. And my wife’s foot was tracing circles on another man’s leg.

I didn’t say anything.

I didn’t know what to say.



Back in the room, Sophia sat on the edge of the bed. I stood by the window.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “I’ll wear the bikini again.”

“I know.”

“You don’t mind?”

I turned to look at her. Her face was open. Waiting.

“No,” I said. “I don’t mind.”

She smiled. A small, strange smile.

Then she lay back on the bed and held out her arms.

“Come here,” she said.

I went to her. Kissed her. She tasted like wine and salt.

Her hands found my belt. Unbuckled it. Pulled my shorts down.

My cock was already hard.

She wrapped her hand around it. Stroked once. Twice.

“You’ve been hard all day,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Because of him.”

It wasn’t a question. I didn’t answer.

She guided me inside her. She was wet. Slick. I slid in with one push.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

I fucked her slow. Deep. She wrapped her legs around me.

“You like watching him touch me,” she said.

“Yes.”

“You like knowing he wants me.”

“Yes.”

“You want him to do more.”

I stopped moving. Looked at her.

“Do you?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. But her pussy clenched around me. Tight. Pulsing.

That was answer enough.




Chapter Five

The train pulled in at 4:07. Seventeen minutes late. I’d been waiting on the platform for an hour, my hands shoved in my pockets, my jaw tight enough to hurt.

I saw them before they saw me.

Sophia stepped off first, then Mark. His hand was on her lower back—casual, natural. Like it belonged there. They were laughing about something. Her head was tilted toward his. The afternoon sun caught the side of her face, lit up the curve of her cheek.

When Sophia spotted me, she ran.

Mark’s hand fell away.

She jumped into my arms, kissed my cheek, my mouth. “I missed you.”

“Missed you too.”

But I could feel it—her body was different. Softer. More sensitive. She pressed against me, and I felt every curve. Her nipples were hard through her dress. Her hips were warmer than I remembered. She smelled different too. Not bad. Just… not hers.

Mark approached, dragging suitcases. He looked at the ground. “Hey, Evan.”

“Hey.”

The drive home was quiet. Sophia sat in the front. Mark in the back.

“How was it?” I asked, keeping my eyes on the road.

“Fine,” Sophia said. “His parents are nice.”

From the back seat, Mark said nothing. But in the rearview mirror, I saw him looking at her legs. The skirt of her dress had ridden up. She didn’t pull it down.

I gripped the wheel tighter.



Mark left at the front door. “I’ll catch you later.”

The door closed. Sophia turned to me. “Evan—”

I didn’t let her finish.

I pushed her against the wall, kissed her hard. She kissed me back. Her hands were in my hair. Her body was hot. I could taste the wine on her breath—and something else. Something that wasn’t wine.

I pulled her dress over her head. No bra. Her nipples were hard. Darker than I remembered.

“He touched you here?” I asked, my thumb brushing her nipple.

She nodded. “Yes.”

I took one in my mouth. She moaned. Her back arched against the wall. I sucked hard, bit down gently, felt her gasp.

“Where else?” I asked, my mouth still on her skin.

“My legs. My waist.”

I kissed down her body. Her stomach. Her hips. I knelt in front of her, pulled her thighs apart. She was wearing a thong—black lace, not hers. I’d never seen it before.

“Did he buy you these?”

She hesitated. “Yes.”

I hooked my fingers in the waistband and pulled them down. The fabric clung to her hips, then gave. She stepped out of them. Her pussy was already wet. Glistening. The lips were swollen, darker than usual.

“He touched you here too,” I said. Not a question.

“Yes.”

I pushed two fingers inside her without warning. She cried out—sharp, surprised. Her wetness coated my knuckles. She was so slick I could hear it, a soft squelch as I moved my fingers in and out.

“Did he make you wet like this?”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“Did you come for him?”

She shook her head. “No. I wanted you to do that.”

I stood up, lifted her onto the kitchen counter. Her legs spread wide. I unzipped my jeans, pulled my cock out. It was already hard, the head purple and slick. I pressed it against her opening. She was so wet I slid in with one push.

We both groaned.

“Fuck,” she breathed. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

I fucked her hard. Fast. The counter rattled against the wall. Her legs wrapped around my waist. Her head fell back, her mouth open, her eyes closed.

“Look at me,” I said.

She opened her eyes. They were glassy, unfocused.

“Did he kiss you?”

“Yes.”

“On the mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Did you kiss him back?”

She didn’t answer. Her pussy clenched around me. That was answer enough.

I fucked her harder. Her moans turned into gasps, then cries. She came first—her whole body tensing, her back arching off the counter, her mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy clamped down on me, pulsing, milking.

I followed. Buried deep. Filled her.

We stayed like that for a long moment, her legs still wrapped around me, my forehead pressed against hers. Her breath was hot on my lips.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

I wanted to believe her.



Later, we lay in bed. The sheets were tangled around our legs. Her head was on my chest. My hand was on her hip.

“Tell me everything,” I said.

“Everything?”

“Everything he did. Every touch. Every word.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she started talking.

“On the train,” she said, “he sat across from me at first. Then he moved to the seat next to me. Said it was too crowded.”

“Was it?”

“No.”

“What did he do?”

“He put his hand on my knee. Just resting it there. I didn’t move it away.”

“How long?”

“An hour. Maybe longer. I lost track.”

My cock stirred against her thigh. She felt it. She didn’t comment.

“Then what?” I asked.

“Then he moved it higher. Up my thigh. Under my skirt.” She swallowed. “His fingers touched the edge of my panties. He didn’t go under. Just… traced the edge.”

“Did you want him to?”

She was quiet. Then: “Yes.”

“What else?”

“At his parents’ house, he came into my room at night. He said he couldn’t sleep. He sat on the edge of the bed. He asked if I was cold. I said no. He put his hand on my shoulder anyway.”

“Did you tell him to leave?”

“No.”

“What did he do?”

“He rubbed my shoulders. Then my back. Then he leaned down and kissed my neck.” Her voice was soft, almost dreamy. “I shivered. He said ‘you like that.’ I didn’t answer. He did it again.”

I was hard now. Fully hard. She reached down and wrapped her hand around me.

“Keep going,” I said.

“He asked if he could touch my breasts. I said no. He said ‘just over the clothes.’ I said okay.” She stroked me slowly. “He cupped them through my nightgown. His hands were warm. He squeezed gently. My nipples got hard. He could feel them through the fabric.”

“Did he put his mouth on them?”

“Not that night. But the next night, he did.” She sped up her strokes. “He pulled my nightgown down. Just enough to expose one breast. He licked my nipple. Then he sucked it. I moaned. He put his hand over my mouth. ‘Quiet,’ he said. ‘Your husband might hear.’”

My cock was leaking. She spread the precum over the head with her thumb.

“Did he fuck you?” I asked.

“No. Not then. But he made me touch him.”

“How?”

“He unzipped his pants. He took my hand and wrapped it around his cock. It was so thick, Evan. I couldn’t close my fingers. He made me stroke him until he came. On my hand. On the sheets.”

“Where did he come?”

“On my stomach. Some of it got on my nightgown.”

“Did you clean it off?”

“No. I slept in it. I wanted to smell him.”

I flipped her onto her stomach and entered her from behind. She was still wet from before. I slid in with one thrust.

“You’re such a slut,” I said.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Your slut. Only yours.”

I fucked her harder. Her face was pressed into the pillow. Her hands gripped the sheets.

“When we got divorced,” I said, “did it feel strange?”

“Yes.”

“Did it feel good?”

She didn’t answer. But her hips pushed back against mine.

“At the courthouse,” I said, “when you signed the papers with him. When you became his wife on paper. Did that turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“It turned me on.” Her voice was muffled by the pillow. “I was wet when I signed my new name. I could feel it soaking through my panties.”

I came inside her. Hard. Pumping deep. She came too, her body shaking, her moans loud enough that I was glad the windows were closed.

We collapsed onto the bed, sweaty and breathless.

“I love you,” she said again.

“I know.”



The next morning, we went to the courthouse.

The woman behind the counter didn’t look up. “Sign here.”

I signed. Sophia signed. No rings exchanged. Just paperwork.

The divorce certificate was a small red booklet. Sophia stared at it for a long moment, then put it in her purse.

Then Sophia and Mark went into a different room.

I sat on a bench in the hallway. The fluorescent lights hummed. A clock ticked. Twenty-three minutes later, the door opened.

They came out holding hands. Fingers interlaced.

Sophia had another red booklet.

She saw me. Didn’t let go of Mark’s hand.

She walked over, kissed my cheek. “It’s just for the house,” she said.

But her voice was different.

I looked at Mark. He was smiling. Not a smug smile. Something softer. Something that made my stomach turn.

“Congratulations,” I said.

“Thanks, Evan.” He squeezed her hand. “I’ll take good care of her.”

Take care of her. The same words he’d used before. They tasted different now.



That night, we went to dinner. The three of us.

The restaurant was dim, candles on every table. Mark and Sophia sat on one side. I sat across from them. The tablecloth was long, reaching the floor.

We ordered. Wine came.

Mark’s hand disappeared under the table.

Sophia’s breath changed. Her lips parted. Her cheeks flushed. She picked up her fork, stabbed at her food, didn’t eat.

Her legs shifted.

I couldn’t see what Mark was doing, but I could see what it was doing to her.

She looked at me. Her eyes were glassy.

“He’s just playing,” she mouthed.

I nodded.

But I didn’t know what I was nodding to.

Under the table, her foot found my calf. Bare. Warm. She’d kicked off her heels. Her toes traced up my leg, hooked behind my knee.

Mark was still touching her. I could see it in her face—the way her eyes fluttered, the way her breath caught, the way her knuckles were white on her fork.

I took a long drink of wine. It didn’t help.

Mark went to the bathroom. Sophia leaned across the table.

“It doesn’t mean anything,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you?”

I didn’t answer.

When Mark came back, he sat down and put his hand on the table. Open. Palm up.

Sophia looked at it. Then at me.

She put her hand in his.

I watched their fingers interlace. Her ring caught the candlelight. The ring I’d given her. The ring she was still wearing.

Mark smiled at me. “She has soft hands,” he said.

“I know.”

“You’re lucky.”

“I know.”

Sophia squeezed his hand. Then she pulled away. Picked up her fork. Started eating again.

But her foot was still on my leg under the table.



After dinner, we walked to the car. Mark was going back to his apartment. Sophia and I were going home. Our home. The one we’d bought with his help.

At the car, Mark hugged Sophia. Not a quick hug. A long one. His arms around her waist. Her face pressed into his chest.

I stood by the driver’s door, watching.

He kissed the top of her head. “See you soon,” he said.

“See you soon,” she said.

Then he walked away.

Sophia got in the car. Buckled her seatbelt. Didn’t look at me.

I started the engine.

The drive home was silent. The streets were empty. Streetlights slid across her face in slow pulses.

“Are you okay?” she asked finally.

“No.”

“What’s wrong?”

“You know what’s wrong.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “He’s just a friend.”

“He’s your husband.”

“On paper. For the house.”

“You held his hand. You let him touch you under the table.”

“You didn’t stop me.”

I gripped the wheel. “I know.”

“You didn’t stop him either.”

I didn’t answer.

“Evan.” Her voice was soft. “You liked it. I saw your face. You were hard.”

My face burned. I couldn’t deny it.

“We don’t have to do this,” she said. “We can stop. We can go back to how it was.”

“Can we?”

She didn’t answer.



At home, she went straight to the bathroom. The shower started. Steam crept under the door.

I sat on the couch. Stared at the wall.

My phone buzzed.

Mark: She’s beautiful, Evan. Thank you.

I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

I typed: Take care of her.

Then I deleted it. Typed it again. Deleted it again.

I set the phone down.

The shower stopped. Sophia came out in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed.

“You coming to bed?” she asked.

“In a minute.”

She walked past me. Her bare feet padded on the hardwood. The bedroom door closed.

I sat there in the dark for a long time.

Then I went to the bathroom. Opened the hamper. Found the thong she’d worn today—the black lace one Mark had bought her. The crotch was still damp.

I brought it to my face. Inhaled.

Her smell. His cologne. Something else. Something I didn’t want to name.

I wrapped it around my cock and stroked myself until I came.

Then I went to bed.

Sophia was already asleep. Her back was to me. I lay beside her, not touching, and stared at the ceiling.

She’d signed her name to another man.

She’d held his hand.

She’d let him touch her under the table.

And I’d watched. And I’d been hard. And I’d come thinking about it.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

But I knew I wanted to see what happened next.




Chapter Six

The sun was already high when Sophia stretched out on the lounger for the second day in a row. Her white bikini—two triangles of fabric held together by thin strings—left almost nothing to the imagination. The strings at her hips were loose. The fabric barely covered the curve of her ass.

Mark was already shirtless, his skin tan, his shoulders broad. He held the bottle of sunscreen like it was a prop in a play we were all performing.

“Same as yesterday?” he asked, glancing at me.

I nodded. “Same.”

Sophia turned her head on the towel, her sunglasses hiding her eyes. Her lips curved into a small smile. She knew what was coming. We all did.

I stayed in the shade of a palm tree, close enough to see everything. Close enough that I could hear the soft sounds of the waves, the distant laughter of other tourists, the wet squelch of Mark rubbing sunscreen into his own palms.

He started at her shoulders.

His hands were big, dark against her pale skin. The contrast made my stomach clench. He worked the lotion into her shoulder blades, his thumbs pressing circles into the muscle beside her spine. She sighed—a soft, contented sound that I’d heard a thousand times in our own bed.

But this wasn’t our bed. This was a beach in Hawaii, and another man was touching her.

He moved down her back. His palms flat, sliding over her ribs, her waist, the small of her back. The strings of her bikini top hung loose, and his fingers brushed against them. He didn’t untie them. Not yet.

He reached her hips. The fabric of her bikini bottom was thin, white, almost transparent where it stretched across her ass. His hands paused there, his thumbs tracing the edge of the fabric where it met her skin.

Sophia’s breath changed. I saw her chest rise and fall faster.

Mark poured more lotion into his palm, the sound slick and wet. Then his hands went lower. To her thighs.

Her legs were straight, toes pointed slightly inward. He started at her calves—smooth, pale, the muscles tight under his fingers. He worked up to her knees, then the backs of her thighs.

His thumbs slid up the inside of her thighs.

Close. Too close.

Sophia’s legs tensed. Then they relaxed. She let him.

I was hard. I’d been hard for most of the morning. My hand rested on my own thigh, pressing down against the bulge in my shorts.

Mark’s thumbs slid higher. Higher. They stopped an inch from the fabric of her bikini bottom. He pressed. Sophia’s hips shifted. Her hand gripped the edge of the lounger.

His fingers moved in slow circles on the soft skin of her inner thigh. He wasn’t touching her pussy. Not yet. But he was close. So fucking close.

I could see the dark spot spreading on the white fabric. She was wet. Already.

Mark’s hands moved away. He poured more lotion, started again from her ankles. This time, when he reached her thighs, his thumbs went higher. They brushed against the edge of her bikini bottom.

Sophia made a sound—a soft, breathy moan that I felt in my own cock.

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He hooked his finger under the edge of her bikini. Pulled it aside. Just an inch. Just enough.

I saw the dark triangle of her pubic hair. The glisten of her wetness on her lips.

His finger touched her.

Sophia’s whole body jerked. Her mouth opened. No sound came out.

Mark’s finger slid between her folds. Slow. Deliberate. He found her clit and circled it once. Twice.

Sophia’s hips bucked. She grabbed his wrist. “Not here,” she whispered. “Too many people.”

Mark pulled his hand back. Her bikini snapped into place. The dark spot on the white fabric was bigger now.

He looked at me. I was already standing.

“Let’s go back to the room,” I said.



The elevator ride was silent. Sophia stood between us, her hand in mine, her other hand holding her cover-up closed. Mark leaned against the wall, his arms crossed, a small smile on his face.

Our room was on the tenth floor. Mark’s was next door. I unlocked our door, and Sophia walked inside. I followed. Mark stood in the hallway.

“You coming?” I asked.

He looked at Sophia. She nodded.

He stepped inside and closed the door.

The room was cool, the AC humming. Sophia dropped her cover-up on the floor. She was still wearing the white bikini, the dark spot still visible between her legs.

Mark sat on the edge of the bed. I stood by the window, watching.

“Come here,” Mark said.

Sophia walked over to him. He reached out and untied the strings at her hips. The bikini bottom fell to the floor. She stepped out of it. Her pussy was bare, the lips swollen, glistening with her wetness.

“Lie down,” he said.

She lay back on the bed, her legs together, her hands at her sides. Mark knelt between her feet.

He spread her legs. Slowly. Her knees fell open. Her pussy was fully exposed now—the dark triangle of hair, the pink inner lips, the tiny hard button of her clit peeking out from its hood.

“Beautiful,” Mark said.

He leaned down and put his mouth on her.

Sophia gasped. Her hand flew to his head, fingers tangling in his hair. “Oh my god.”

His tongue moved in slow circles, lapping at her clit, dipping into her opening, sliding up to her clit again. The wet sounds filled the room—soft, rhythmic, obscene.

I watched from the window. My hand was on my cock, pressing through my shorts. I didn’t pull it out. Not yet.

Sophia’s hips began to move, grinding against his face. Her moans were louder now, unashamed.

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

Mark’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her open. His tongue worked faster.

She came with a cry—her back arching off the bed, her thighs clamping around his head, her whole body shaking. He didn’t stop. He kept licking her through it, his mouth wet with her, his chin glistening.

When she finally went limp, he lifted his head. His face was slick. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and looked at me.

“Your turn,” he said.

I crossed the room. My shorts were tented, the fabric damp at the tip. Sophia reached for me, pulled me down onto the bed beside her. Her hand went to my waistband, unzipped me, pulled my cock out.

It was hard, red, leaking.

She stroked me once, twice, then put her mouth on me.

I groaned. Her tongue was warm, soft, familiar. But her lips tasted different—like him. Like Mark. Like her own cum on his mouth.

I pulled her off. “Not like that,” I said. “I want to watch him.”

Sophia looked at me. Her eyes were glassy. She nodded.

Mark moved behind her. He pulled her up onto her hands and knees. Her ass was raised, her pussy open and wet. He positioned himself behind her.

I saw his cock for the first time up close. It was thick—thicker than mine—the head dark and swollen, a vein running up the side. He pressed it against her opening.

Sophia looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes were wide.

“Watch,” Mark said.

He pushed.

The head of his cock disappeared into her. Sophia’s mouth opened. No sound. He pushed deeper. Another inch. Her knuckles were white on the sheets.

When he was all the way in, she let out a long, shuddering breath. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “He’s so deep.”

Mark started moving. Slow at first, pulling out until only the head remained, then sliding back in. The wet sounds were loud—her wetness coating his shaft, the slap of his hips against her ass.

I stroked myself, watching his cock disappear into my wife’s pussy. Over and over. In and out.

“Look at him,” Mark said. “Look at your husband.”

Sophia turned her head. Her eyes met mine. Her lips were parted. Her face was flushed.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Mark said. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels…” She gasped as he thrust deeper. “It feels so good. He’s so big, Evan. I can feel him everywhere.”

My hand moved faster.

“Tell him you like it,” Mark said.

“I like it,” she said. “I love it. Don’t stop.”

Mark fucked her harder. Her breasts swung beneath her, the white bikini top still on, the fabric slipping. He reached around and pulled it down. Her tits fell free, heavy, the nipples dark and hard.

He grabbed one, squeezing, pinching. Sophia moaned.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet,” Mark said. He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Sophia whimpered.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Please make me come.”

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He slammed into her. Hard. Fast. Sophia cried out. Her whole body tensed. She came—screaming into the pillow, her pussy clenching around his cock, her legs shaking.

Mark kept thrusting through it. His breathing changed. His hips jerked.

“I’m coming,” he said.

“Inside,” Sophia gasped. “Inside me.”

He buried himself deep and held. I saw his balls tighten. His whole body went rigid. He pulsed. Once. Twice. Three times.

Then he pulled out.

A thick stream of cum followed, dripping down her thigh, onto the sheets. White. Opaque. Smelling of bleach and salt.

Sophia collapsed onto the bed, her legs still spread, her pussy open and leaking.

I was still stroking myself. I was close.

“Come here,” Sophia said.

I knelt between her legs. Her pussy was wet with him—with both of us, with her. I pushed inside her. She was hot, slick, stretched.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me while he’s still inside me.”

I thrust. She moaned. I could feel his cum inside her, warm, slippery. It coated my cock as I moved.

I came fast—harder than I had in months. Buried deep, filling her again, mixing with him.

We lay there afterward, the three of us tangled on the bed. Sophia was between us, her head on my chest, her hand on Mark’s thigh.

No one spoke.

The AC hummed. The waves crashed outside. My cum and his dripped out of her onto the sheets.

I closed my eyes.



When I woke up, the room was dark. Sophia was in the bathroom. The shower was running. Mark was sitting on the edge of the bed, pulling on his shorts.

“You okay?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

He nodded. “It gets easier.”

“Does it?”

He didn’t answer. He just stood up, walked to the door, and left.

The shower stopped. Sophia came out in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed.

“You’re awake,” she said.

“Yeah.”

She climbed into bed beside me. Kissed my cheek.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?”

“For letting me have that.”

I didn’t know what to say. She curled against me, her head on my chest, and fell asleep.

I lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling.

The sheets smelled like sex. Like him. Like her. Like me.

I didn’t sleep again that night.



The next morning, Sophia woke me up by pressing her bare foot against my thigh. Her toenails were still coral. She was wearing nothing but the white bikini bottom—the one from yesterday, still stained with the dark spot.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

“Mark’s already downstairs. He texted. Said the beach is empty.”

I sat up. My cock was hard. It had been hard all night.

“You want to go?” I asked.

She smiled. “I want to go.”

We got dressed. Sophia put on the white bikini top, but left the bottom on the floor. She pulled on a pair of nude thigh-high stockings instead, and a short sundress that barely covered her ass.

“No bikini bottom?” I asked.

“It’s still wet,” she said. “From yesterday.”

She winked at me and walked out the door.

The beach was empty except for Mark. He was standing at the water’s edge, his back to us, the sun rising behind him.

Sophia kicked off her sandals. Her bare feet sank into the sand. She walked toward him, her dress swaying.

I followed, staying back.

Mark turned. He looked at her. His eyes went to her legs—the stockings, the short dress, the glimpse of bare skin where the fabric rode up.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Good morning,” she said.

She stopped in front of him. He reached out and touched her thigh. His fingers traced the lace top of her stocking.

“You’re wearing these for me?”

“For both of you,” she said.

She looked back at me. I nodded.

Mark pulled her closer. His hand slid up her thigh, under her dress. She gasped.

“No underwear,” he said.

“I thought it would be easier,” she said.

“Easier for what?”

She didn’t answer. She just reached down and unbuttoned his shorts.

His cock sprang out. Already hard. Already wet at the tip.

She wrapped her hand around it. Stroked once. Twice.

Then she turned around, bent over, and put her hands on her knees.

Her dress fell forward, exposing her ass. The white stockings stopped mid-thigh. Between them, her pussy was bare, already glistening.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Right here. Right now.”

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He positioned himself behind her. Pressed the head of his cock against her opening.

She pushed back. He slid in.

She moaned. Loud. The sound carried across the empty beach.

Mark fucked her standing up, his hands on her hips, the waves lapping at their feet. Her dress fell back down, covering what they were doing, but I could see everything from where I stood—the way his cock disappeared into her, the way her body shook with every thrust.

I walked closer. Stood beside them.

Sophia turned her head. Looked at me.

“Kiss me,” she said.

I leaned down and kissed her. Her mouth was open, hot, desperate.

Mark fucked her faster. Her moans vibrated against my lips.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

“Do it,” I said.

She came with a cry, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around him. Mark followed, buried deep, his hips jerking.

When he pulled out, a stream of cum ran down her thigh, over her stocking, onto the sand.

She stood up slowly. Her legs were shaking.

She looked at me. Then at Mark. Then back at me.

“Breakfast?” she asked.



We ate at a small cafe near the beach. Sophia ordered pancakes. Mark ordered eggs. I ordered coffee and didn’t eat.

Under the table, her foot was on my leg. On Mark’s leg. Moving back and forth.

No one said anything about what had happened. It was like we had all agreed, without speaking, that it was normal now.

Maybe it was.

Maybe it always had been.

That afternoon, we went back to the room. Sophia took a long shower. Mark and I sat on the balcony, drinking beer, watching the sun move across the sky.

“She’s amazing,” Mark said.

“I know.”

“You’re okay with this?”

I thought about it. About the way she’d looked at him. The way she’d begged him to fuck her. The way she’d come on his cock while I watched.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m okay with it.”

Mark nodded. He raised his bottle. “To friends.”

I raised mine. “To friends.”

We drank.

That night, Sophia wore the stockings again. And nothing else.

She lay on the bed between us, her legs spread, her pussy wet, her hand reaching for both of us at once.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Everything,” she said. “I want everything.”




Chapter Seven

The next morning, the sun came through the curtains like a blade. I woke up alone.

Sophia’s side of the bed was empty, the sheets cool. I heard water running in the bathroom. Then the shower stopped. The door opened, and she stepped out wrapped in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed.

“You’re up,” she said.

“Where’s Mark?”

“Already on the beach.” She sat on the edge of the bed, her bare leg brushing against mine. “He said he wanted to get a good spot.”

I looked at the clock. 9:47. “It’s early.”

“He’s eager.” She smiled. The towel slipped. I saw the curve of her breast, the dark nipple. She didn’t pull it back up.

“You’re not wearing anything under that,” I said.

“I know.” She stood up, let the towel fall. She was naked—completely naked except for the small gold chain around her ankle that she never took off. Her skin was still damp, beaded with water. Her pussy was bare, the lips slightly swollen from the night before.

“Put on the bikini,” I said.

“Which one?”

“The white one.”

She walked to her suitcase, bent over to dig through it. Her ass was round, pale, the crack dark. I watched the muscles move under her skin. My cock stirred.

She pulled out the white bikini—two triangles of fabric held together by thin strings. She stepped into the bottom first, pulling it up over her hips. The strings at the sides were loose. She tied them in small bows. The top came next, the strings behind her neck, between her shoulder blades. The fabric barely covered her nipples.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Not yet.”

I stood up. Walked over to her. She looked up at me, her lips parted. I put my hand on her hip, slid it down between her legs. She was already wet. Slick.

“Thinking about him?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

I kissed her—hard, deep. She moaned against my mouth. Her hand went to my cock, stroking me through my shorts.

“Not now,” I said. “He’s waiting.”

She smiled. “Let’s not keep him waiting.”



The elevator ride down was silent. Sophia stood between us, her hand in mine, her other hand brushing against Mark’s. The doors opened. The lobby was empty. We walked through the pool area, past the empty chairs, onto the sand.

Mark had set up near the water—two loungers, a large umbrella, a cooler. He was shirtless, already tan, a bottle of sunscreen in his hand.

“Took you long enough,” he said.

“Sorry,” Sophia said. “I had trouble finding my bikini.”

She stretched out on one of the loungers, face down. Her back was bare, the strings of her top loose. The white fabric of the bottom pulled tight across her ass.

Mark knelt beside her. He poured sunscreen into his palm, rubbed his hands together, and touched her shoulder.

She sighed.

I sat on the other lounger, watching.

His hands moved down her back—slow circles, firm pressure. Over her shoulder blades, down her spine, to the small of her back. Her skin glistened under the oil.

He moved lower. Over her hips. To the backs of her thighs.

His thumbs traced the crease where her legs met her ass. The fabric of her bikini bottom was thin, white, almost transparent. I could see the shadow between her legs.

“Turn over,” he said.

Sophia rolled onto her back. Her breasts shifted under the tiny triangles of fabric. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the white cloth.

Mark poured more sunscreen into his palm. He started at her collarbone, working down to her chest. His hands slid over the fabric, pressing her breasts flat against her ribs. Her breath caught.

“Pull it down,” I said.

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He hooked his finger under the edge of her bikini top and pulled it down. Her breast came free—full, pale, the nipple already hard and dark. He did the same with the other side. Both breasts were exposed now, the fabric bunched around her ribs.

“Fuck,” Mark breathed.

He put his hands on them. Squeezed. Her nipples pressed against his palms. She arched her back, pushing into his hands.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like your hands on my tits,” she said. “I like the way you touch me.”

He leaned down and put his mouth on one nipple. She moaned—loud, unashamed. His tongue circled the hard peak, then moved to the other breast. Her hand went to his head, holding him there.

I watched, my hand on my own cock through my shorts.

He moved lower. His mouth traced down her stomach, over her belly button, to the waistband of her bikini bottom. He looked up at me. I nodded again.

He hooked his fingers into the strings at her hips and pulled. The bows came loose. The fabric fell away.

Her pussy was bare, already wet, the lips swollen and pink. The dark triangle of hair that used to be there was gone—she’d shaved it at some point, probably for him.

“You shaved,” Mark said.

“This morning,” she said. “In the shower.”

“For me?”

“For both of you.”

Mark spread her legs. Her thighs fell open. Her pussy was fully exposed—the inner lips glistening, her clit peeking out from its hood, the opening pink and wet.

He put his mouth on her.

Sophia cried out. Her hips bucked. His tongue moved in slow circles, lapping at her clit, dipping into her opening, sliding back up. The wet sounds were obscene.

I stood up. Walked over to them. My shorts were tented, the fabric damp at the tip. I pulled them down, let my cock spring free. It was hard, red, leaking.

Sophia reached for me. Her hand wrapped around my shaft. She stroked me while Mark ate her.

“Don’t come yet,” she said. “I want you to watch him fuck me first.”

Mark lifted his head. His chin was wet. “You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“Right here? On the beach?”

“Yes.”

He looked around. The beach was still mostly empty—a few people far away, too far to see anything clearly. He stood up, pulled his shorts down. His cock was thick, dark, already hard.

Sophia rolled onto her hands and knees on the lounger. Her ass was raised, her pussy open and wet. Mark knelt behind her.

He positioned the head of his cock against her opening. She pushed back. He slid in—all the way.

She groaned. “Oh my god.”

He started moving. Slow at first, pulling out until only the head remained, then sliding back in. The wet sounds were loud—her wetness coating his shaft, the slap of his hips against her ass.

I stroked myself, watching his cock disappear into my wife’s pussy.

“Look at him,” Mark said. “Look at your husband.”

Sophia turned her head. Her eyes met mine. Her lips were parted. Her face was flushed.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Mark said. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels so good,” she said. “He’s so deep, Evan. I can feel him everywhere.”

My hand moved faster.

“Tell him you like it,” Mark said.

“I like it,” she said. “I love it. I love being fucked by him while you watch.”

Mark fucked her harder. Her breasts swung beneath her, the white bikini top still bunched around her ribs. He reached around and grabbed one, squeezing, pinching her nipple. She moaned.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet,” Mark said. He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Sophia whimpered.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Please make me come.”

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He slammed into her. Hard. Fast. Sophia cried out. Her whole body tensed. She came—screaming into the towel, her pussy clenching around his cock, her legs shaking.

Mark kept thrusting through it. His breathing changed. His hips jerked.

“I’m coming,” he said.

“Inside,” Sophia gasped. “Inside me.”

He buried himself deep and held. I saw his balls tighten. His whole body went rigid. He pulsed. Once. Twice. Three times.

Then he pulled out.

A thick stream of cum followed, dripping down her thigh, onto the lounger. White. Opaque. Smelling of bleach and salt.

Sophia collapsed onto the towel, her legs still spread, her pussy open and leaking.

I was still stroking myself. I was close.

“Come here,” Sophia said.

I knelt between her legs. Her pussy was wet with him. I pushed inside her. She was hot, slick, stretched.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me while he’s still inside me.”

I thrust. She moaned. I could feel his cum inside her, warm, slippery. It coated my cock as I moved.

I came fast—harder than I had in months. Buried deep, filling her again, mixing with him.

We lay there afterward, the three of us tangled on the lounger. Sophia was between us, her head on my chest, her hand on Mark’s thigh.

No one spoke.

The waves crashed. The sun climbed higher. A family walked past on the beach, the mother pulling a toddler in a wagon. They didn’t look at us. They didn’t see anything.



That afternoon, we went back to the room. Sophia showered. Mark and I sat on the balcony, drinking beer, not talking.

“You’re quiet,” Mark said.

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About how I got here.”

He nodded. “It’s strange, isn’t it? How quickly things change.”

“Yeah.”

“You regret it?”

I thought about it. About the way she’d looked at him. The way she’d begged him to fuck her. The way she’d come on his cock while I watched.

“No,” I said. “I don’t regret it.”

“Good.”

He finished his beer, stood up. “I’m going to take a nap. You coming?”

“In a minute.”

He went inside. I heard the bed creak. Then silence.

I sat there for a long time, watching the ocean, thinking about nothing.



That night, Sophia wore a black lace slip and thigh-high stockings. No underwear. She stood in front of the mirror, brushing her hair, while Mark and I watched from the bed.

“You two are pathetic,” she said. “Staring at me like that.”

“You’re beautiful,” Mark said.

“I know.”

She turned around. The slip was transparent in the low light. I could see her breasts, her nipples, the dark triangle between her legs.

“Come here,” I said.

She walked over to me. I pulled her onto the bed, kissed her. She tasted like wine and mint. Mark moved behind her, his hands on her hips.

“Tonight,” he said, “I want your ass.”

Sophia looked at me. “Evan?”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I want to watch.”

She nodded. Mark reached for the lube on the nightstand. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, pressed them against her anus. She flinched.

“Cold,” she said.

“You’ll warm up.”

He pushed. His finger slid in. She gasped. He added more lube, then a second finger. She bit her lip.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her ass. She pushed back. He slid in—slow, inch by inch.

Her mouth opened. No sound.

When he was all the way in, she exhaled. A long, shuddering breath.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

He started moving. Slow at first. Her hands gripped the sheets. Her face was buried in the pillow.

“Look at me,” I said.

She turned her head. Her eyes were wet.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

She smiled. A small, broken smile.

Mark fucked her harder. Her moans were muffled by the pillow. I reached down and touched her clit, circling it with my thumb. She cried out.

“I’m coming,” she said. “I’m coming.”

She came—her whole body shaking, her pussy clenching around my fingers, her ass clenching around his cock.

Mark came too, buried deep, filling her.

I pulled my hand away. Her cum was on my fingers. I brought them to my mouth and tasted her.

She watched me. Her eyes were glassy.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

Mark pulled out. A stream of cum followed, white and thick, dripping down her thigh.

She lay there, her legs open, her body trembling.

I held her.




Chapter Eight

The wedding was over. The guests were gone. The apartment was quiet now—too quiet. Empty champagne glasses on the table. Withered flowers in a vase. Confetti ground into the carpet.

Sophia sat on the edge of the bed, still in her red qipao. The silk clung to her hips, glossy under the low light. Her stockings were nude, her heels black. She hadn’t taken them off. Neither had she taken off the small, knowing smile that had been on her face since the last guest left.

Mark stood by the window, loosening his tie. His shirt was untucked. His hair was still damp from the reception—sweat and champagne and something else.

I leaned against the doorframe, watching them both. My jacket was off. My collar was undone. My cock was already half-hard, and I didn’t know if it was from the wine or the anticipation.

Mark turned. He looked at Sophia. Then at me.

“I want your ass tonight,” he said.

Sophia’s eyes went to me. “Evan?”

I didn’t speak. I nodded. That was all.

Mark crossed the room and took her hand. She stood up. The qipao rode up her thighs, exposing the lace tops of her stockings. He led her to the bathroom.

“Squat,” he said.

She did. Her knees cracked. Her ass hovered over the tub. Mark reached for the enema bulb on the counter—the one he’d bought earlier that day, still in its plastic wrap. He filled it with warm water from the sink.

“Relax,” he said.

She closed her eyes. He pressed the tip against her anus. She flinched.

“Cold.”

“You’ll warm up.”

He squeezed. Water streamed into her. Her stomach clenched. Her hand gripped the edge of the tub.

“Hold it.”

She bit her lip. A minute passed. Her face was red.

“Now.”

She let go. Brown water splashed into the tub. She gasped—not from pain, from release. He did it again. Twice. By the third time, the water ran clear.

When she came out, her legs were shaking. Her face was flushed. The qipao was still on, but the buttons were undone, hanging open. I could see the black lace of her bra, the pale skin of her stomach.

Mark led her back to the bedroom. He pulled the qipao off her shoulders. It fell to the floor. She stepped out of it. Her heels clicked on the wood.

“On the bed,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the bed. Her back arched. Her ass raised. Her stockings caught the light.

Mark squeezed lube onto his fingers. Clear, thick, cold. He pressed them against her anus.

“Breathe,” he said.

She inhaled. His finger went in. One knuckle. Two. She gripped the sheets.

He added more lube. Then a second finger. She let out a long, shaking breath.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded.

He pulled his fingers out. Positioned himself behind her. I saw his cock for the first time from this angle—thick, dark, the head swollen and wet. He pressed it against her.

“Slow,” she whispered.

He pushed. The head disappeared. Her mouth opened. No sound.

Another inch. Her knuckles were white on the sheets.

Another. She let out a low moan—not pain, not pleasure. Something in between.

When he was all the way in, she collapsed onto her elbows. “Oh my god,” she breathed. “Oh my fucking god.”

I could see where they were joined. Her skin stretched around him—tight, pink, the muscle gripping the base of his cock. A vein pulsed on his shaft. Her asshole was a dark circle, pulled smooth by his thickness.

He started moving. Slow. Withdrawing until only the head remained, then sinking back in. The wet sounds were soft at first, then louder.

Sophia’s moans filled the room. Low. Guttural. Not the sounds she made when I fucked her pussy. These were deeper, more animal.

“Harder,” she said.

He thrust harder. Her breasts swung beneath her, still in the black lace bra. He reached around and pulled the cups down. Her tits fell free—heavy, pale, the nipples dark and hard. He grabbed one, squeezing, pinching.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”

After a few minutes, her body tensed. Her hand went to her stomach.

“I need to go,” she said.

“Then go,” Mark said.

He pulled out. She whimpered at the loss. He pointed to the newspapers spread on the floor. In the center was their wedding photo—Evan and Sophia, cutting the cake, smiling. Mark had put it there earlier, while Sophia was in the bathroom.

Sophia stared at it. “Mark…”

“Squat.”

She climbed off the bed. Her legs were unsteady. She squatted over the photo, her knees apart, her ass hovering inches above their smiling faces.

“I can’t,” she said.

“You can.”

She pushed.

Her anus opened. A dark brown mass emerged—slow, thick, the color of wet earth. It landed on the photo with a soft, wet sound. Right on Evan’s face.

Another piece followed. Then another. The smell hit me—earthy, sharp, unmistakable. My stomach lurched. My cock twitched.

Sophia was crying now. Silent tears running down her cheeks. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

But she didn’t stop. A final piece, smaller. Then a trickle of urine, yellow and warm, pooling on the newspaper, soaking the edge of the photo.

She stayed there for a long moment, squatting over the ruins of our wedding picture, her body trembling.

“Good girl,” Mark said.

He handed me a roll of toilet paper. “Clean her.”

I knelt beside her. My hand shook. I wiped her anus. The paper came away yellow-brown. I saw it on my fingers. The smell was stronger now—feces, sweat, sex. I wanted to vomit.

I was still hard.

I wiped again. And again. Until the paper came back mostly clean.

Sophia looked at me. Her eyes were red. “I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

She stood up. Her legs almost gave out. I caught her, helped her back onto the bed.

Mark was waiting. He didn’t need lube this time. Her ass was slick with it, with sweat, with the residue of what had just come out of her. He pushed in with one stroke.

Sophia cried out—not in pain. In relief.

He fucked her hard. Fast. Her cries turned into moans. Her hands clawed at the sheets. Her stockings were twisted around her ankles.

“I’m gonna come,” Mark grunted.

“Do it,” Sophia gasped. “Fill my ass.”

He buried himself deep. Held. She came too—her whole body shaking, her mouth open in a silent scream.

Mark stayed inside her. He looked at me over her shoulder.

“From now on,” he said, “this ass is mine. Not his. Ever.”

Sophia looked at me. “I’m sorry,” she mouthed.

But she didn’t say no.

Mark pulled out. A thick stream of cum followed, white and opaque, dripping down her thigh, onto the sheets. He went to the bathroom. The shower started.

Sophia lay on the bed, her legs still spread, her body trembling. I sat beside her. Took her hand.

“You okay?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

I kissed her forehead. Her skin was hot. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She closed her eyes. Her breathing slowed.

I sat there for a long time, holding her hand.

The photo was still on the floor, covered in her shit. I stared at it. Our faces, smiling. Cut out of the cake. Covered in brown.

My fingers were still dirty. I looked at them. Yellow-brown stains on my fingertips. The smell still there.

I didn’t wash them.

Not for a long time.



Mark came out of the bathroom. He was dressed—shorts, t-shirt, like nothing had happened. He looked at Sophia, then at me.

“I’m going to get some air,” he said. “You two okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We’re fine.”

He nodded. Left. The door clicked shut.

Sophia opened her eyes. “He’s gone?”

“Yeah.”

She sat up. The sheet fell away from her body. Her stockings were torn. Her bra was still unclasped. Her skin was marked with red fingerprints—his hands, her own.

“Help me to the shower,” she said.

I helped her stand. Her legs were weak. I supported her as we walked to the bathroom. The water was still running. I helped her step into the tub.

She leaned against the tile. The water ran over her—over her breasts, her stomach, between her legs. Brownish-pink water swirled down the drain.

“Will you wash me?” she asked.

I took the soap. Lathered my hands. Ran them over her shoulders, her back, her arms. Over her breasts. Between her legs. She closed her eyes and leaned into me.

“I’m sorry,” she said again.

“Stop saying that.”

“But I am.”

“I know.” I kissed her wet hair. “I know.”

We stayed in the shower until the water ran cold.



That night, after she fell asleep, I sat on the balcony. The city was quiet. The stars were out. I thought about the photo on the floor. About the smell on my fingers. About the way she’d looked at me when she said “I’m sorry.”

My phone buzzed.

Mark: She okay?

I typed back: Asleep.

Mark: You okay?

I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

Evan: Yeah.

Mark: Good. Same time tomorrow?

I didn’t answer. I set the phone down.

The photo was still on the floor. I picked it up. Our faces stared back at me, smeared with brown. I wiped it clean with a towel. The stain stayed. It had soaked into the paper.

I put the photo in the trash.

Then I went back to bed. Sophia was still asleep, her body curled toward my side of the bed. I lay down beside her. Put my arm around her waist. She sighed in her sleep and pressed back into me.

I closed my eyes.

I didn’t sleep.



The next morning, Sophia woke up before me. I felt her get out of bed, heard her in the bathroom. When she came back, she was wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

She crawled into bed beside me. Her legs were bare, warm against mine. She kissed my chest.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?”

“For not hating me.”

I put my hand on her thigh. Her skin was soft. “I could never hate you.”

She looked up at me. Her eyes were clear. “Even after last night?”

“Even after.”

She smiled. A real smile. Then she reached down and took my cock in her hand. It was already hard.

“I want you,” she said. “Just you. Right now.”

She climbed on top of me. Guided me inside her. She was wet—not from him, from us. She rode me slow, her hands on my chest, her hair falling around her face.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

She came first—her body arching, her head thrown back, a long, low moan that I felt in my own cock. I came after, buried deep, holding her hips.

She collapsed on top of me. Her heart pounded against my chest.

“We’re okay,” she said. “We’re going to be okay.”

I didn’t answer. I just held her.



Later that morning, Mark knocked on the door. Sophia was in the shower. I opened it.

He was holding a bag of pastries and coffee. “Breakfast,” he said.

“Come in.”

He set the bag on the kitchen counter. Looked around. The apartment was clean—I’d cleaned it while Sophia slept. The trash was gone. The sheets were in the washing machine.

“You cleaned up,” he said.

“Yeah.”

He nodded. “Sophia okay?”

“She’s fine.”

“Good.” He poured coffee into two mugs. Handed me one. “You sure you’re okay with everything? Last night was… intense.”

I took a sip. The coffee was hot. “I said I was.”

“You did.” He leaned against the counter. “But I need to hear it again.”

I looked at him. His face was open. Not smug. Not apologetic. Just… honest.

“I’m okay with it,” I said. “Her ass is yours. I get it.”

He nodded. “And the rest of her?”

“The rest of her is mine.”

He smiled. “Deal.”

We shook hands. Like we were closing a business deal. Maybe we were.

The shower stopped. Sophia came out in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed. She saw Mark. Her cheeks went pink.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.” He held up the bag. “I brought croissants.”

She smiled. “You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.”

She sat down at the kitchen table. Mark put a croissant on a plate and set it in front of her. She broke off a piece, ate it. Butter on her lips.

“You coming to the beach today?” Mark asked.

She looked at me. I nodded.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’ll be there.”




Chapter Nine

The baby was three months old when Evan came home to find Sophia nursing on the couch.

She was half-undressed—her blouse unbuttoned, her bra pulled down under one breast. The baby’s mouth was latched onto her left nipple, tiny lips working, making soft sucking sounds. Sophia’s other breast hung free, heavy, a blue vein visible beneath the pale skin. Her nipple was darker now, larger. The areola had spread.

Evan stood in the doorway, watching. His cock stirred. He hated that it did. This wasn’t sexual. It was his daughter. His wife feeding their child. But his body didn’t care about the context.

Sophia looked up and caught him staring. “Pervert.”

“I’m not—”

“You are. I can see it in your pants.”

He looked down. He was half-hard. “It’s not—that’s not—she’s my daughter.”

“And these are your wife’s tits.” Sophia smiled, shifting the baby to the other breast. The motion made her free breast bounce. Evan’s mouth went dry. “You’ve been staring at them all week.”

“They’re bigger.”

“They’re full of milk.”

“Same thing.”

She laughed. The baby stirred, then settled back into suckling. Sophia’s eyes fluttered closed for a second. When she opened them, they were darker.

“Go make dinner,” she said. “I’ll put her down after.”



A year passed. The baby turned one. Sophia’s body had snapped back—mostly. Her stomach was flat again, her hips still a little wider, her breasts still fuller than before the pregnancy. She’d stopped breastfeeding three months ago, but the weight hadn’t gone away. Evan wasn’t complaining.

That night, the baby was asleep by nine. Evan was on the couch, half-watching some action movie he’d seen before, when he heard her heels on the hardwood.

She was wearing nothing but a black lace bra, a pair of nude thigh-high stockings, and heels. The kind that made her calves look like they went on forever.

“Bedtime?” he asked.

She didn’t answer. She straddled him before he could speak, her knees sinking into the couch cushions on either side of his hips. Her hands went to his belt.

“I’ve been thinking about Mark today,” she said.

His cock jumped against her thigh. “Why?”

“Because I know it makes you hard.”

She wasn’t wrong. He was already hard. He’d been hard since he saw the stockings.

She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and pulled his cock out. It was wet at the tip. She didn’t comment. Just stroked it once, twice, then lifted her hips and positioned him at her entrance.

She was wet too. Slick. He could feel it on the head of his cock.

She sank down. Slow. All the way. Her head fell back. Her throat made a sound—not a moan, something softer.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

He grabbed her hips. “Ride me.”

She did. Slow at first, then faster. Her stockings rubbed against his thighs. Her breasts bounced under the thin lace. He reached up and pulled the cups down. Her nipples were dark, hard, pebbled. He took one in his mouth.

She gasped. Her hips ground down harder.

“Tell me about Mark,” he said, his mouth still on her nipple.

“What about him?”

“Everything.”

She didn’t answer right away. She just kept moving. Her wetness was spreading down his shaft, onto his balls. He could hear it—a soft, rhythmic sound.

“He touched me,” she said finally. “In the kitchen. When you were at work.”

His hands tightened on her hips. “Where?”

“Everywhere.” She pulled his head back, looked him in the eye. “He bent me over the counter. Lifted my skirt. Put his fingers inside me.”

“Did you come?”

“Not then.” She sped up. Her breathing was getting ragged. “He made me wait.”

“And later?”

“Later…” She closed her eyes. “Later he fucked me. On the couch. The one you’re sitting on.”

Evan’s whole body went tight. He flipped her over, pinned her to the cushions. Her legs wrapped around his waist. He drove into her—harder than before.

“Did he fuck your ass?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Not then.”

“When?”

She didn’t answer. He stopped moving. Held himself inside her, not pulling out, not thrusting.

“Evan…”

“Tell me.”

She exhaled. “That night. After you went to sleep. He came to the guest room. He had lube.”

“And?”

“It hurt. God, it hurt. I thought he was going to split me open.”

Evan started moving again. Slow. “Go on.”

“He went slow. So slow. He used his fingers first. One. Then two. Then—” She gasped as he thrust deeper. “Then his cock.”

“How did it feel?”

“Full,” she said. “Like I’d never been full before.”

“Did you come?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“He reached around. Played with my clit. I came so hard I almost passed out.”

Evan slammed into her. Sophia cried out. Her pussy clenched around him—milking, pulsing. He came with a grunt, filling her, collapsing onto her chest.

They lay there, breathing together, her stockings twisted around his ankles.

When he pulled out, a stream of cum followed, dripping down her thigh, onto the couch. She didn’t move to clean it. Just lay there, her face in the cushion.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table.

Evan reached for it without thinking. Her hand shot out, grabbed his wrist.

“It’s mine.”

“It’s on the coffee table.”

“It’s still mine.”

She sat up, reached over him, and picked it up. The screen was lit. She stared at it for a second, then set it back down. Face-up.

Evan saw the name.

Mark.

The message was short: How are you two doing? Miss you. Dinner this weekend?

Sophia’s lips parted. Not a smile—something else. Something Evan couldn’t name. Anticipation? Fear? Both?

“You want to, don’t you?” he asked.

She didn’t answer. Her thumb hovered over the keyboard. Then she locked the phone and set it down.

But Evan had seen her face. The answer was there.

And it wasn’t going away.



Later, after they had cleaned up and moved to the bedroom, Sophia lay beside him, her head on his chest. The room was dark. The only light came from the street outside, filtering through the curtains.

“Evan,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“Are you really okay with this?”

He didn’t answer right away. He thought about the way she’d looked at the phone. The way her lips had parted. The way her thumb had hovered over the keyboard.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But I’m not going to stop you.”

She lifted her head, looked at him. Her eyes were wet. “You’re not jealous?”

“I’m jealous as hell.” He laughed, a short, bitter sound. “That’s the problem.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean…” He paused, searching for words. “I mean that when I think about him touching you, I get hard. When I think about him inside you, I get harder. It’s like my cock wants something my brain can’t admit.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she reached down and wrapped her hand around him. He was already half-hard again.

“You’re hard now,” she said.

“I know.”

“Thinking about him?”

“Yes.”

She stroked him slowly. “Do you want me to tell you more?”

“Yes.”

She climbed on top of him, positioned herself over his cock, and sank down. He was inside her in one smooth motion. She was still wet from before—still slick with his cum and hers.

“That night,” she said, starting to move, “when he fucked my ass… he made me say things.”

“What things?”

“He made me say that it belonged to him. That you could never have it.” She rode him faster. “I said it. I said ‘my ass is yours, Mark. Evan can never have it.’”

Evan’s cock swelled inside her. She felt it. She smiled.

“You like that,” she said. “You like knowing he has something you don’t.”

“Yes.”

“He has my ass. He has my mouth. He has—” She paused, grinding down hard. “He has my cunt, whenever he wants it.”

Evan grabbed her hips, thrust up into her. She cried out.

“And you give it to him,” he said. “You spread your legs for him. You beg him to fuck you.”

“Yes.”

“You’re his slut.”

“Yes.” Her voice was shaking. “I’m his slut. And I’m your wife. Is that okay?”

He didn’t answer. He just fucked her harder.

She came first—her whole body arching, her mouth open in a silent scream. He followed, buried deep, filling her again.

Afterward, they lay tangled together, sweat cooling on their skin.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

“Then let’s have dinner with him.”

Evan stared at the ceiling. The fan turned slowly, clicking on every rotation.

“Okay,” he said. “This weekend.”

She kissed his chest. “Thank you.”

He didn’t answer. He just held her and listened to her breathing slow into sleep.



The next morning, Sophia was already awake when Evan opened his eyes. She was sitting at the vanity, brushing her hair, wearing nothing but a white cotton thong.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

“I texted Mark. Dinner on Saturday. At that Italian place we like.”

Evan sat up. His mouth was dry. “What did he say?”

“He said yes.” She turned around, smiled. “He said he can’t wait to see us.”

“Us,” Evan repeated.

“You and me.” She stood up, walked over to the bed, and kissed him. Her lips were soft, warm. “Both of us.”

She pulled away and went back to the vanity. Evan watched her in the mirror. She was beautiful—her hair loose, her skin glowing, her body soft and curved. He thought about Mark seeing her like this. About Mark touching her. About Mark inside her.

His cock stirred.

He got up and went to the bathroom. The shower was cold. He stood under it until his skin was numb.



Saturday came fast.

Sophia spent the afternoon getting ready—shower, hair, makeup. She tried on three different dresses before settling on a short black one that showed off her legs. Nude stockings. Black heels.

“How do I look?” she asked, standing in the doorway.

“Like you’re trying to make him hard,” Evan said.

She laughed. “Is that a problem?”

“No.”

She walked over to him, kissed him on the cheek. “Good.”

The restaurant was crowded when they arrived. Mark was already there, sitting at a table in the back, a glass of wine in front of him. He stood up when he saw them.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” Evan said.

Sophia hugged him. Her body pressed against his. Her hands lingered on his shoulders. Evan watched Mark’s hands on her waist.

They sat down—Sophia between them, as always. The waiter came. They ordered. Mark ordered another bottle of wine.

“So,” Mark said, “how’s the baby?”

“Good,” Sophia said. “She’s sleeping through the night now.”

“That’s great.”

“Yeah.” She took a sip of wine. “We’re getting our life back.”

Mark looked at Evan. “And how are you doing?”

“Fine,” Evan said. “Busy. The shop is picking up.”

“Good. Good.”

Under the table, Sophia’s foot found Evan’s leg. Then Mark’s. He saw her toes curl against Mark’s calf.

The food came. They ate. They talked about nothing—work, the weather, a movie they’d all seen. Normal. Easy.

But Evan could feel it—the tension under the surface. The way Mark’s hand rested on the table, close to Sophia’s. The way she leaned into him when she laughed. The way her foot didn’t leave his leg.

Dessert came. Coffee. The bill.

“Let’s go back to our place,” Sophia said. “For a drink.”

Mark looked at Evan. Evan nodded.

“Okay,” Mark said.



The apartment was dark when they walked in. Sophia turned on a single lamp in the living room. The light was low, yellow.

“Sit,” she said. “I’ll get the wine.”

Mark sat on the couch. Evan sat in the armchair across from him. Sophia came back with a bottle and three glasses. She poured. She sat next to Mark.

They drank. They talked. The conversation drifted.

Then Sophia put her hand on Mark’s thigh.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

She leaned in and kissed him. Mark’s hand went to her waist. Her leg hooked over his.

Evan watched. His hand was on his own thigh, pressing down against the bulge in his pants.

Sophia pulled away, looked at Evan. “Come here.”

He stood up. Walked over to them. She reached for his belt, unbuckled it, pulled his cock out. It was already hard, already wet.

She stroked him while she kissed Mark. Her other hand was on Mark’s cock, rubbing him through his pants.

“Both of you,” she said. “I want both of you.”

She stood up, pulled her dress over her head. The stockings were still on. No underwear. Her pussy was bare, already wet.

She knelt on the floor between them. Her hands went to their cocks—one in each hand. She stroked them together.

“Look at you two,” she said. “So hard. So ready.”

She leaned forward and took Evan into her mouth. Sucked him for a few seconds, then pulled off. Turned to Mark. Took him into her mouth.

Back and forth. Sucking. Licking. Her hand pumping the one not in her mouth.

Evan watched her. Watched Mark’s face. Watched his wife’s lips stretch around another man’s cock.

“Stand up,” Mark said.

They stood. Sophia stayed on her knees.

Mark moved behind her. Evan stood in front of her. She looked up at them, her lips wet, her eyes glassy.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Both of you.”

Mark entered her from behind. She cried out. Evan pushed his cock into her mouth.

They fucked her like that—Mark thrusting into her pussy, Evan thrusting into her throat. Her moans vibrated around Evan’s cock. Her body rocked between them.

“I’m close,” Mark said.

“Me too,” Evan said.

“Together,” Sophia gasped. “Come together.”

They did. Mark buried deep inside her, pulsing. Evan shot down her throat. She swallowed, swallowed again, and when he pulled out, she opened her mouth. Empty.

Mark pulled out of her. Cum dripped down her thigh.

She collapsed onto the floor, breathing hard.

Evan knelt beside her. Kissed her forehead.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too,” she whispered.

Mark sat on the couch, catching his breath. He looked at them—at Sophia on the floor, at Evan holding her.

“Same time next week?” he asked.

Sophia looked at Evan. Evan looked at her.

“Maybe,” Evan said.

Mark nodded. He stood up, pulled on his pants, and walked to the door.

“Text me,” he said. Then he was gone.

Sophia curled into Evan’s arms.

“You okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Me neither.”

They stayed there on the floor for a long time, holding each other, not talking.

The apartment was quiet. The only sound was their breathing and the distant hum of the refrigerator.

Outside, a car started. Headlights swept across the wall and were gone.

Evan didn’t know what would happen next. But he knew one thing: whatever it was, he wouldn’t stop it.

He couldn’t.




Chapter Ten

The sun was already high when Sophia stretched out on the lounger for the third morning in a row. Her white bikini—the same one from the day before, still faintly stained at the crotch—barely covered anything. The strings at her hips were loose. The fabric had shifted during the night, and she hadn’t bothered to adjust it.

Mark was already shirtless, standing at the water’s edge, pretending to look at the ocean. But I saw him glance back at her. I saw his eyes on her legs, on the pale skin of her inner thighs, on the small dark spot on the white fabric.

Sophia saw him too. She smiled and pulled the strings of her bikini top even looser.

“You’re not making this easy for him,” I said.

“I don’t want to make it easy,” she said. “I want him to work for it.”

She rolled onto her stomach, her back bare, the strings of her top dangling. Her hair fanned out on the towel. She turned her head toward me, her sunglasses hiding her eyes.

“You’re okay with this?” she asked.

“I’ve been okay with it since we got here.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

I didn’t answer. She didn’t push.

Mark walked back from the water. He had the sunscreen bottle in his hand. He knelt beside her lounger.

“Same as yesterday?” he asked.

“Same,” she said.

He poured lotion into his palm. Rubbed his hands together. The sound was slick, wet. Then he touched her shoulder.

She sighed.

I leaned back in my own lounger, under the shade of a palm tree, and watched.

His hands moved down her back. Slow circles. Firm pressure. Over her shoulder blades, down her spine, to the small of her back. He poured more lotion, worked it into her skin. Her body relaxed under his hands.

He moved lower. Over her hips. To the backs of her thighs.

His thumbs traced the crease where her legs met her ass. The fabric of her bikini bottom was thin, white, almost transparent. I could see the shadow between her legs. The dark spot had grown.

“Turn over,” he said.

She rolled onto her back. Her breasts shifted under the tiny triangles of fabric. The strings had come completely loose now—the top was barely staying on. One wrong move and it would fall away.

Mark poured more lotion onto his palms. He started at her collarbone, working down to her chest. His hands slid over the fabric, pressing her breasts flat against her ribs. Her breath caught.

“Pull it down,” I said.

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He hooked his finger under the edge of her bikini top and pulled. The fabric slid away. Her breast came free—full, pale, the nipple already hard and dark. He did the same with the other side. Both breasts were exposed now, the top bunched around her ribs.

Sophia didn’t cover herself. She just lay there, her arms at her sides, her legs slightly apart, her chest rising and falling.

“Fuck,” Mark breathed.

He put his hands on her breasts. Squeezed. Her nipples pressed against his palms. She arched her back, pushing into his hands.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I like your hands on my tits,” she said. “I like the way you touch me.”

He leaned down and put his mouth on one nipple. She moaned—loud, unashamed. His tongue circled the hard peak, then moved to the other breast. Her hand went to his head, holding him there.

I watched, my hand on my own cock through my shorts. I was hard. I’d been hard since she rolled onto her back.

Mark moved lower. His mouth traced down her stomach, over her belly button, to the waistband of her bikini bottom. He looked up at me. I nodded again.

He hooked his fingers into the strings at her hips and pulled. The bows came loose. The fabric fell away.

Her pussy was bare, already wet, the lips swollen and pink. She’d shaved again that morning—I’d watched her in the shower, the razor moving over her skin, her legs spread, her fingers pulling the labia taut.

“Spread your legs,” Mark said.

She did. Her thighs fell open. Her pussy was fully exposed—the inner lips glistening, her clit peeking out from its hood, the opening pink and wet. A small bead of fluid slid down from her slit, catching the light.

Mark didn’t put his mouth on her. Not yet. He just looked. For a long time, he just looked.

“Beautiful,” he said.

“Touch me,” she said.

He put his hand between her legs. His fingers traced her outer lips, then parted them. The pink flesh inside was slick, hot. He slid one finger through her slit, coating it with her wetness. Then he brought that finger to his mouth and sucked it clean.

Sophia watched him. Her lips were parted. Her breath was shallow.

“You taste good,” he said.

“Then taste more.”

He lowered his head and put his mouth on her.

Sophia cried out. Her hips bucked. His tongue moved in slow circles, lapping at her clit, dipping into her opening, sliding back up. The wet sounds were obscene—loud enough that I could hear them over the waves.

I stood up. Walked over to them. My shorts were tented, the fabric damp at the tip. I pulled them down, let my cock spring free. It was hard, red, leaking.

Sophia reached for me. Her hand wrapped around my shaft. She stroked me while Mark ate her.

“Don’t come yet,” she said. “I want you to watch him fuck me first.”

Mark lifted his head. His chin was wet. “You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“Right here? On the beach?”

“Yes.”

He looked around. The beach was mostly empty—a few people far away, too far to see anything clearly. A couple walking hand-in-hand at the water’s edge, their backs to us. A woman reading a book under an umbrella fifty yards away.

“Okay,” Mark said.

He stood up. Pulled his shorts down. His cock was thick, dark, already hard. The head was swollen, a bead of pre-cum at the slit.

Sophia rolled onto her hands and knees on the lounger. Her ass was raised, her pussy open and wet. Her breasts hung down, swaying slightly.

Mark knelt behind her. He positioned the head of his cock against her opening. She pushed back. He slid in—all the way.

She groaned. “Oh my god.”

He started moving. Slow at first, pulling out until only the head remained, then sliding back in. The wet sounds were loud—her wetness coating his shaft, the slap of his hips against her ass.

I stroked myself, watching his cock disappear into my wife’s pussy.

“Look at him,” Mark said. “Look at your husband.”

Sophia turned her head. Her eyes met mine. Her lips were parted. Her face was flushed.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Mark said. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels so good,” she said. “He’s so deep, Evan. I can feel him everywhere.”

My hand moved faster.

“Tell him you like it,” Mark said.

“I like it,” she said. “I love it. I love being fucked by him while you watch.”

Mark fucked her harder. Her breasts swung beneath her. He reached around and grabbed one, squeezing, pinching her nipple. She moaned.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet,” Mark said. He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Sophia whimpered.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Please make me come.”

Mark looked at me. I nodded.

He slammed into her. Hard. Fast. Sophia cried out. Her whole body tensed. She came—screaming into the towel, her pussy clenching around his cock, her legs shaking.

Mark kept thrusting through it. His breathing changed. His hips jerked.

“I’m coming,” he said.

“Inside,” Sophia gasped. “Inside me.”

He buried himself deep and held. I saw his balls tighten. His whole body went rigid. He pulsed. Once. Twice. Three times.

Then he pulled out.

A thick stream of cum followed, dripping down her thigh, onto the lounger. White. Opaque. Smelling of bleach and salt.

Sophia collapsed onto the towel, her legs still spread, her pussy open and leaking.

I was still stroking myself. I was close.

“Come here,” Sophia said.

I knelt between her legs. Her pussy was wet with him. I pushed inside her. She was hot, slick, stretched.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me while he’s still inside me.”

I thrust. She moaned. I could feel his cum inside her, warm, slippery. It coated my cock as I moved.

I came fast—harder than I had in months. Buried deep, filling her again, mixing with him.

We lay there afterward, the three of us tangled on the lounger. Sophia was between us, her head on my chest, her hand on Mark’s thigh.

No one spoke.

The waves crashed. The sun climbed higher. A family walked past on the beach, the mother pulling a toddler in a wagon. They didn’t look at us. They didn’t see anything.



That afternoon, we went back to the room. Sophia showered. Mark and I sat on the balcony, drinking beer, not talking.

“You’re quiet,” Mark said.

“Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“About how I got here.”

He nodded. “It’s strange, isn’t it? How quickly things change.”

“Yeah.”

“You regret it?”

I thought about it. About the way she’d looked at him. The way she’d begged him to fuck her. The way she’d come on his cock while I watched.

“No,” I said. “I don’t regret it.”

“Good.”

He finished his beer, stood up. “I’m going to take a nap. You coming?”

“In a minute.”

He went inside. I heard the bed creak. Then silence.

I sat there for a long time, watching the ocean, thinking about nothing.



That night, Sophia wore a black lace slip and thigh-high stockings. No underwear. She stood in front of the mirror, brushing her hair, while Mark and I watched from the bed.

“You two are pathetic,” she said. “Staring at me like that.”

“You’re beautiful,” Mark said.

“I know.”

She turned around. The slip was transparent in the low light. I could see her breasts, her nipples, the dark triangle between her legs.

“Come here,” I said.

She walked over to me. I pulled her onto the bed, kissed her. She tasted like wine and mint. Mark moved behind her, his hands on her hips.

“Tonight,” he said, “I want your ass.”

Sophia looked at me. “Evan?”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I want to watch.”

She nodded. Mark reached for the lube on the nightstand. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, pressed them against her anus. She flinched.

“Cold,” she said.

“You’ll warm up.”

He pushed. His finger slid in. She gasped. He added more lube, then a second finger. She bit her lip.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her ass. She pushed back. He slid in—slow, inch by inch.

Her mouth opened. No sound.

When he was all the way in, she exhaled. A long, shuddering breath.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

He started moving. Slow at first. Her hands gripped the sheets. Her face was buried in the pillow.

“Look at me,” I said.

She turned her head. Her eyes were wet.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

She smiled. A small, broken smile.

Mark fucked her harder. Her moans were muffled by the pillow. I reached down and touched her clit, circling it with my thumb. She cried out.

“I’m coming,” she said. “I’m coming.”

She came—her whole body shaking, her pussy clenching around my fingers, her ass clenching around his cock.

Mark came too, buried deep, filling her.

I pulled my hand away. Her cum was on my fingers. I brought them to my mouth and tasted her.

She watched me. Her eyes were glassy.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

Mark pulled out. A stream of cum followed, white and thick, dripping down her thigh.

She lay there, her legs open, her body trembling.

I held her.




Chapter Eleven

We flew home from Hawaii on a Tuesday.

The plane was crowded, the seats too small, the air stale. Sophia sat by the window, her head against the glass, sleeping. Mark was across the aisle, reading a magazine. I was in the middle, staring at nothing, thinking about everything.

The past week had changed us. I could feel it in the way Sophia touched me—not less, but different. Her hand on my thigh lingered longer. Her kisses were deeper, hungrier. When she looked at me, there was something new in her eyes. Not guilt. Not shame. Something I couldn’t name.

Mark drove us home from the airport. Sophia sat in the front. I sat in the back. They talked about the flight, the weather, the traffic. Normal things. Like nothing had happened.

But everything had happened.

The apartment felt smaller when we walked in. The walls seemed closer, the ceilings lower. Sophia dropped her suitcase in the bedroom and went straight to the bathroom. I heard the shower start.

Mark stood in the kitchen, leaning against the counter.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“You seem quiet.”

“Just tired.”

He nodded. He didn’t believe me. I didn’t care.

The shower stopped. Sophia came out in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed. She looked at Mark, then at me.

“You staying?” she asked him.

“If you want me to.”

She looked at me again. I nodded.

“Okay,” she said.



That night, we ordered pizza. Ate it on the couch. Watched a movie nobody was paying attention to. Sophia sat between us, her legs tucked under her, her bare foot resting on my thigh. Mark’s hand was on her shoulder, his thumb tracing circles on her skin.

The movie ended. The credits rolled. No one moved.

“I’m going to bed,” Sophia said.

She stood up, walked toward the bedroom. At the door, she turned around.

“Are you coming?”

Mark looked at me. I looked at him.

“Both of you,” she said.

The bedroom was dark except for the light from the street. Sophia lay on the bed, still in her towel. Mark sat on the edge. I stood by the window.

“Come here,” she said.

I walked over. She pulled me down beside her. Her hand went to my belt.

“Not yet,” I said. “I want to watch first.”

She looked at Mark. He was already undressing. His shirt came off. His pants. His boxers. His cock was half-hard, thick, dark.

Sophia reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, watching him grow hard in her hand.

“You want to fuck me?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Then fuck me.”

She let go of him, lay back on the bed, and spread her legs. The towel fell open. Her pussy was bare, already wet.

Mark moved between her legs. He positioned himself at her opening. Then he stopped.

“Condom,” he said.

I reached for the nightstand drawer. Pulled out a foil packet. Tossed it to him.

He caught it. Tore it open with his teeth. Rolled the latex down over his shaft. The condom was tight, shiny, the little reservoir tip glistening.

Sophia watched him put it on. Her lips were parted. Her breath was shallow.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He pushed.

The head of his cock disappeared into her. She gasped. Her hands gripped the sheets. He pushed deeper. Another inch. Her mouth opened. No sound.

When he was all the way in, she exhaled. A long, shuddering breath.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

He started moving. Slow at first. The condom made the sounds different—less wet, more plastic. But her moans were the same. Loud. Unashamed.

I watched from the foot of the bed. Watched his cock slide in and out of my wife. Watched her breasts bounce. Watched her face contort with pleasure.

“Look at him,” Mark said.

She turned her head. Her eyes met mine.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Mark said. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels good,” she said. “He’s so deep.”

“Tell him you like it.”

“I like it,” she said. “I love it.”

Mark fucked her harder. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her heels dug into his ass.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Me too,” Mark said.

“Together.”

They came together—her body arching, her mouth open in a silent scream; his hips jerking, his whole body tensing. He held himself deep inside her, pulsing into the condom.

When he pulled out, the latex was full, white, opaque. He tied it off, tossed it in the trash.

Sophia lay there, her legs still spread, her pussy open and wet. I knelt between her legs. My cock was hard, leaking. I pushed inside her.

She was hot, slick, stretched. I could feel the residue of the lube from the condom, the heat of her, the faint chemical smell of latex.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I did. Hard. Fast. She came again, her pussy clenching around me. I followed, buried deep, filling her with my own cum.

We lay there afterward, tangled together. Mark was on one side of her, me on the other. Her head was on my chest. Her hand was on his thigh.

No one spoke.



The next morning, I woke up alone.

The bed was empty. The sheets were cold. I heard voices from the kitchen—Sophia’s laugh, Mark’s low rumble.

I got up, walked to the kitchen doorway.

Sophia was at the stove, making coffee. Mark was sitting at the table, shirtless, his hair messy. They weren’t touching. But they were close. Too close.

“Morning,” I said.

“Morning,” Sophia said. She smiled. “Coffee?”

“Yeah.”

She poured me a cup. I sat across from Mark. He looked at me. I looked at him.

“So,” he said. “What now?”

I didn’t answer. Sophia did.

“Now,” she said, “we figure out how this works.”



The next few weeks were strange.

Mark started staying over more often. Sometimes he slept on the couch. Sometimes he slept in our bed. Sometimes he slept with Sophia while I watched. Sometimes he slept with her while I slept in the guest room.

We fell into a rhythm. A strange, fucked-up rhythm.

During the day, things were normal. I went to work. Sophia went to work. Mark went to work. We had dinner together. We watched TV. We talked about nothing.

At night, things changed.

At night, Sophia would put on her stockings—the nude ones, the black ones, the ones with the lace tops. She’d put on her heels. She’d put on the slip that barely covered her breasts. And she’d sit on the bed between us, her hand on my thigh, her other hand on Mark’s, and she’d say, “What do you want tonight?”

And we’d tell her.

One night, Mark didn’t come over.

Sophia and I were alone. She lay beside me in bed, her head on my chest, her leg hooked over mine.

“Do you miss him?” I asked.

“When he’s not here?”

“Yeah.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: “Sometimes.”

“What do you miss?”

“I miss…” She paused. “I miss the way he looks at me. Like I’m the only woman in the world.”

“I look at you like that.”

“I know.” She kissed my chest. “But it’s different. With him, it’s new. With you, it’s…” She trailed off.

“Old?”

“Familiar.” She looked up at me. “Is that bad?”

“I don’t know.”

She climbed on top of me, straddled my hips. She was already wet—I could feel it on my stomach.

“Fuck me,” she said.

I pushed inside her. She rode me slowly, her hands on my chest, her head thrown back.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

I did.

“Imagine it’s him.”

My cock swelled inside her. She felt it. She smiled.

“You like that,” she said. “You like pretending I’m his.”

“Yes.”

“Then pretend.” She rode me faster. “Pretend you’re watching. Pretend you’re in the chair, jerking off, while he fucks me.”

I came harder than I had in weeks. She came too, her body shaking, her nails digging into my chest.

Afterward, she lay on top of me, her face in my neck.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

“But I need him.”

I didn’t answer. I just held her.



The next night, Mark came over.

Sophia answered the door in her stockings and heels, nothing else. She pulled him inside, kissed him, led him to the bedroom.

I was already there, sitting in the chair by the window.

“Tonight,” she said, “I want you to watch. Both of you. I want you to watch me.”

She lay on the bed, spread her legs, and touched herself. Her fingers slid over her clit, circled it, dipped inside. She moaned. Her hips bucked.

Mark and I watched. My hand was on my cock. His hand was on his.

“Come here,” she said to Mark.

He knelt on the bed. She took his cock in her mouth. Sucked him while she fingered herself.

“Evan,” she said, pulling off. “Come here too.”

I knelt beside Mark. She took both of us in her hands—one cock in each hand—and stroked us together.

“Look at you two,” she said. “So hard. So ready.”

She leaned forward and took Mark into her mouth. Sucked him for a few seconds, then pulled off. Turned to me. Took me into her mouth.

Back and forth. Sucking. Licking. Her hand pumping the one not in her mouth.

“I want you inside me,” she said. “Both of you. One at a time.”

Mark went first. He pushed into her, slow, deep. She moaned. Her legs wrapped around him.

I watched. Stroked myself.

He fucked her until she came. Then he pulled out, and I pushed in.

She was hot, wet, open. I thrust into her, fast, hard. She came again.

Then Mark pushed in again. Then me.

We took turns fucking her until she was raw, until the sheets were soaked, until she couldn’t come anymore.

Then we lay there, the three of us, tangled together.

“This is insane,” Sophia said.

“I know,” I said.

“Do you want to stop?”

I looked at Mark. He looked at me.

“No,” I said.

“No,” Mark said.

Sophia smiled. “Good.”

She closed her eyes and fell asleep between us.




Chapter Twelve

The weeks after Hawaii blurred into a rhythm I never thought I’d get used to—but I did.

Mark came over three, sometimes four nights a week. He had a key now. Sophia had given it to him without asking me. When I found out, I should have been angry. Instead, I got hard. She saw it. She smiled.

“You’re predictable,” she said.

“So are you.”

She kissed me. Her hand was already on my belt.

That night, Mark let himself in at nine. Sophia was in the shower. I was on the couch, pretending to read.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey.”

He sat across from me. We didn’t talk. We never talked much when she wasn’t in the room. It was easier that way.

The shower stopped. Sophia came out in a towel, her hair wet, her skin flushed. She walked past us into the bedroom. The door stayed open.

“Coming?” she called.

Mark stood up. I followed.

She was lying on the bed, the towel discarded, her body bare. Her legs were apart. Her pussy was already wet.

“I’ve been thinking about you both,” she said. “All day.”

“Yeah?” Mark sat on the edge of the bed, his hand on her thigh.

“Yeah.” She looked at me. “Come here.”

I knelt on the bed beside her. She took my hand and placed it between her legs. Her skin was hot, slick.

“Feel that?” she said.

“Yes.”

“That’s for you. Both of you.”

Mark leaned down and kissed her. I watched his tongue slide into her mouth. Watched her hand go to his cock, already hard through his shorts.

She pulled away. “Take your clothes off. Both of you.”

We did. Naked, the three of us on the bed. Her in the middle, her legs open, her arms reaching for both of us.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said to Mark. “And I want you to watch,” she said to me.

Mark moved between her legs. He positioned himself at her opening. Then he stopped.

“Condom?” he asked.

I reached for the nightstand. Picked up the foil packet. Held it out.

Sophia took it from me. Tore it open. Rolled it onto Mark’s cock herself. Her fingers were slow, deliberate. She watched his face as she did it.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She guided him inside her. They both groaned.

I sat back, my hand on my own cock, watching.

He fucked her slow at first. Deep strokes. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her heels dug into his ass.

“Look at him,” Mark said.

She turned her head. Her eyes met mine.

“He’s watching you get fucked,” Mark said. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels good,” she said. “So good.”

“Tell him you love it.”

“I love it,” she said. “I love being fucked by him while you watch.”

Mark sped up. Her moans got louder. The bed creaked.

“I’m close,” she said.

“Not yet,” Mark said. He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out.

“Please,” she said.

“Please what?”

“Please make me come.”

He slammed into her. Hard. Fast. She came—screaming, her body arching, her pussy clenching around him.

Mark came too. Buried deep. Pulsing into the condom.

He pulled out. Tied the condom off. Tossed it.

Sophia reached for me. “Now you.”

I pushed inside her. She was hot, slick, open. I fucked her hard. She came again, her nails digging into my back.

I came inside her, filling her with my own cum.

We lay there afterward, the three of us tangled together.

“Same time tomorrow?” Mark asked.

“Same time,” Sophia said.

He got up, dressed, and left.



The next night, he didn’t come.

Sophia and I were alone. She lay beside me in bed, her head on my chest.

“He’s busy,” she said. “Work.”

“Okay.”

“Are you disappointed?”

I thought about it. “A little.”

“Me too.”

She climbed on top of me. Rode me slowly. Her hands were on my chest, her head thrown back.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

I did.

“Imagine it’s him.”

My cock swelled inside her. She felt it. She smiled.

“You like that,” she said. “You like pretending.”

“Yes.”

“Then pretend.” She rode me faster. “Imagine you’re in the chair, watching. Imagine he’s inside me. Imagine you can see his cock sliding in and out of your wife’s cunt.”

I came hard. She came too, her body shaking.

Afterward, she lay on top of me, her face in my neck.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too.”

“But I need him.”

I didn’t answer. I just held her.



The next night, Mark came over.

Sophia answered the door in her stockings and heels, nothing else. She pulled him inside, kissed him, led him to the bedroom.

I was already there, sitting in the chair by the window.

“Tonight,” she said, “I want you to watch. Both of you. I want you to watch me.”

She lay on the bed, spread her legs, and touched herself. Her fingers slid over her clit, circled it, dipped inside. She moaned. Her hips bucked.

Mark and I watched. My hand was on my cock. His hand was on his.

“Come here,” she said to Mark.

He knelt on the bed. She took his cock in her mouth. Sucked him while she fingered herself.

“Evan,” she said, pulling off. “Come here too.”

I knelt beside Mark. She took both of us in her hands—one cock in each hand—and stroked us together.

“Look at you two,” she said. “So hard. So ready.”

She leaned forward and took Mark into her mouth. Sucked him for a few seconds, then pulled off. Turned to me. Took me into her mouth.

Back and forth. Sucking. Licking. Her hand pumping the one not in her mouth.

“I want you inside me,” she said. “Both of you. One at a time.”

Mark went first. He pushed into her, slow, deep. She moaned. Her legs wrapped around him.

I watched. Stroked myself.

He fucked her until she came. Then he pulled out, and I pushed in.

She was hot, wet, open. I thrust into her, fast, hard. She came again.

Then Mark pushed in again. Then me.

We took turns fucking her until she was raw, until the sheets were soaked, until she couldn’t come anymore.

Then we lay there, the three of us, tangled together.

“This is insane,” Sophia said.

“I know,” I said.

“Do you want to stop?”

I looked at Mark. He looked at me.

“No,” I said.

“No,” Mark said.

Sophia smiled. “Good.”

She closed her eyes and fell asleep between us.



A month passed. Then two.

Mark started sleeping over more often. His toothbrush appeared in the bathroom. His clothes appeared in the closet. His phone charger appeared on the nightstand.

Sophia didn’t ask if I was okay with it. She just did it. And I didn’t complain.

One night, Mark and I were alone. Sophia was at work, late shift.

We sat on the couch, drinking beer, watching a game we weren’t paying attention to.

“You ever think about the future?” Mark asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean… this. Us. Her.” He gestured vaguely. “How long can it last?”

“I don’t know.”

“Does that scare you?”

I thought about it. “Sometimes.”

“Me too.” He took a long drink. “But I can’t stop.”

“Neither can I.”

We sat in silence for a while. Then Mark stood up.

“I’m going to bed,” he said. “You coming?”

“In a minute.”

He went to the bedroom. I heard the bed creak. Then nothing.

I sat there for a long time, staring at the wall, thinking about nothing.

Sophia came home at midnight. She was tired, her hair messy, her makeup smudged. She kissed me on the cheek and went to the bedroom.

I heard her undress. Heard the bed creak again. Heard her soft moan.

I got up and walked to the doorway.

Mark was on top of her. His cock was inside her. Her legs were wrapped around his waist.

They didn’t see me. Or maybe they did. They didn’t stop.

I watched for a while. Then I went back to the couch.




Chapter Thirteen

The pregnancy test sat on the bathroom counter for three minutes. Sophia stood over it, her hands gripping the edges of the sink. I stood in the doorway, watching her back.

“How long?” I asked.

“One more minute.”

The bathroom smelled like her—coconut soap, something floral, the faint salt of her skin. She was wearing one of my T-shirts, nothing else. Her legs were bare. The shirt rode up her thighs.

“Time,” she said.

She picked up the stick. Turned it over.

Two pink lines.

“I’m pregnant,” she said. Her voice was flat. Not happy. Not sad. Just… flat.

“Whose?” I asked.

She looked at me. “Does it matter?”

I didn’t answer.

She set the stick down, walked past me into the bedroom. I followed. She lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

“I haven’t told Mark,” she said.

“Are you going to?”

“I don’t know.”

I sat beside her. Put my hand on her stomach. It was flat, warm, soft. Somewhere inside, a few cells were dividing. A life that might be mine. Or might be his.

“What do you want to do?” I asked.

She was quiet for a long time. Then: “I want to keep it.”

“Even if it’s his?”

“Even if it’s his.”

I took my hand away. Stood up. Walked to the window.

“Evan.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you angry?”

I thought about it. About Mark’s cock inside her. About the way she’d begged him to come inside her. About the nights we’d fucked without condoms, both of us pretending not to think about whose seed was taking root.

“No,” I said. “I’m not angry.”

“Then what are you?”

I turned around. “Hard.”

She laughed. A short, surprised laugh. “You’re unbelievable.”

“So are you.”

She held out her arms. I went to her. She pulled me down onto the bed, kissed me. Her tongue was soft, warm. Her hand went to my belt.

“We should tell him,” she said.

“Now?”

“Now.”

She reached for her phone on the nightstand. Typed a message. Sent it.

“He’s coming over,” she said.



Mark arrived twenty minutes later. He was out of breath, his hair messy, his shirt untucked. He must have run from his car.

Sophia was still in my T-shirt, still bare-legged. She was sitting on the couch. I was in the armchair.

“You’re pregnant?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Whose?”

She looked at me. I looked at him.

“We don’t know,” I said.

Mark sat down across from her. His hands were shaking.

“What do you want to do?” he asked.

“Keep it,” she said.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then he nodded. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Okay.” He looked at me. “We’ll figure it out.”

Sophia stood up. Walked over to him. Sat on his lap. Her arms went around his neck.

“Thank you,” she said.

He kissed her. His hand went to her thigh. Slid up under my T-shirt.

I watched.



That night, the three of us lay in bed together. Sophia in the middle, her head on my chest, her hand on Mark’s thigh.

“We need to talk about logistics,” Mark said.

“Logistics?” I asked.

“The baby. The house. The…” He paused. “The marriage.”

“What about it?”

“Sophia and I are still legally married,” he said. “For the house.”

I’d forgotten. The fake marriage. The divorce that wasn’t real. The certificate that said Sophia was Mark’s wife.

“We should fix that,” I said.

“Before the baby comes,” Sophia said.

“Yes.”

We lay there in silence. The ceiling fan turned slowly. The city hummed outside.

“I want a real wedding,” Sophia said. “With you, Evan. A real one. Big dress. Flowers. Cake.”

“Okay,” I said.

“And I want Mark to be there.”

“Okay.”

She turned to Mark. “And I want you to fuck me the night before. In my wedding dress.”

Mark laughed. “You’re serious.”

“I’m very serious.”

I was hard. They both saw it.

“Looks like Evan approves,” Mark said.

Sophia reached down and took my cock in her hand. Stroked it slowly.

“What about you?” she asked Mark. “Do you approve?”

He was hard too. She took him in her other hand. Stroked both of us together.

“I approve,” he said.

She leaned over and kissed him. Then she kissed me. Then she put her mouth on Mark’s cock.

I watched her suck him. Watched her cheeks hollow, her lips stretch. Watched his hand tangle in her hair.

“Your turn,” she said, pulling off. She turned to me, took me in her mouth. Sucked me while she stroked Mark.

Back and forth. Sucking. Licking. Her hand pumping the one not in her mouth.

“I want you inside me,” she said. “Both of you.”

Mark moved behind her. I stayed in front. She was on her hands and knees, her ass raised, her mouth open.

Mark pushed into her pussy. I pushed into her mouth.

We fucked her like that—Mark thrusting into her cunt, me thrusting into her throat. Her moans vibrated around my cock. Her body rocked between us.

“I’m close,” Mark said.

“Me too,” I said.

“Together,” Sophia gasped. “Come together.”

We did. Mark buried deep inside her, pulsing. I shot down her throat. She swallowed, swallowed again, and when I pulled out, she opened her mouth. Empty.

Mark pulled out of her. Cum dripped down her thigh.

She collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard.

“I love you both,” she whispered.

We held her.



The next morning, we went to the courthouse.

Sophia and Mark got divorced. It took ten minutes. A clerk stamped some papers. They signed. She handed me the divorce certificate.

“Now we can get married,” I said.

“Now we can get married,” she said.

Mark shook my hand. “Take care of her.”

“I will.”

He kissed Sophia on the cheek. Then he left.

We watched him walk to his car, get in, drive away.

“Are you sad?” I asked.

“A little,” she said. “Are you jealous?”

“A little.”

She took my hand. “Let’s go home.”



The wedding was six weeks later.

Sophia planned everything—the dress, the flowers, the cake, the guest list. I just showed up. Mark was there, sitting in the third row, wearing a gray suit.

The ceremony was short. A judge read the words. Sophia said “I do.” I said “I do.” We kissed. Everyone clapped.

Mark clapped too.

At the reception, Sophia danced with her father. Then with me. Then with Mark.

I watched them on the dance floor. His hand on her waist. Her hand on his shoulder. Their bodies close. Too close.

She whispered something in his ear. He nodded. They danced until the song ended.

Later, after the cake was cut and the champagne was drunk, Sophia pulled me aside.

“Tonight,” she said, “Mark is coming over.”

“I know.”

“You’re okay with that?”

I kissed her. “I’m okay with everything.”

She smiled. “Good.”



Mark arrived at midnight. Sophia was already in the bedroom, wearing her wedding dress. The white lace, the long train, the veil still pinned in her hair.

“You look beautiful,” Mark said.

“Thank you.”

He stood behind her. His hands went to her shoulders. He kissed her neck.

I sat in the chair by the window, watching.

“Help me with the dress,” she said.

Mark unzipped the back. The white fabric fell away. She stepped out of it, wearing nothing but nude stockings and white heels. Her breasts were bare. Her pussy was bare. She’d shaved for the occasion.

Mark undressed. His cock was already hard.

Sophia lay on the bed, spread her legs. “Fuck me.”

He moved between her legs. Positioned himself at her opening. Pushed.

She gasped. Her hands gripped the sheets.

He fucked her slow at first, then faster. Her moans got louder. The bed creaked.

“Look at him,” Mark said.

She turned her head. Her eyes met mine.

“He’s watching you get fucked on your wedding night,” Mark said. “Tell him how it feels.”

“It feels so good,” she said. “He’s so deep.”

“Tell him you love it.”

“I love it,” she said. “I love being fucked by him on my wedding night.”

Mark fucked her harder. She came—screaming, her body arching, her pussy clenching around him.

He came too, buried deep, pulsing inside her.

He pulled out. Cum dripped down her thigh.

Sophia reached for me. “Now you.”

I pushed inside her. She was hot, slick, open. I fucked her hard. She came again.

I came inside her, filling her with my cum, mixing with his.

We lay there afterward, the three of us, tangled together.

“This is insane,” Sophia said.

“I know,” I said.

“Do you want to stop?”

I looked at Mark. He looked at me.

“No,” I said.

“No,” Mark said.

Sophia smiled. “Good.”

She closed her eyes and fell asleep between us.




Chapter Fourteen

The church was full.

White flowers everywhere. Sunlight streamed through stained glass, casting colored patterns on the wooden pews. Sophia stood beside me at the altar, her hand in mine. She was trembling.

I knew why.

Inside her, hidden beneath layers of white silk and lace, was a small egg-shaped vibrator. Mark had put it there before the ceremony. He was sitting in the third row, holding the remote.

The priest spoke. Words I didn’t hear. Vows I barely remembered. Sophia’s voice was steady when she said “I do.” Mine cracked.

When the priest said “you may kiss the bride,” Mark pressed the button.

Sophia’s whole body jolted. Her hand tightened on mine. She smiled. No one else noticed.

I kissed her. Her lips were cold.



The reception was in a hotel ballroom. Crystal chandeliers. White tablecloths. A band playing something slow.

Sophia changed into a different dress—white still, but shorter, lighter, easier to move in. Her stockings were nude, her heels were white. The vibrator was still inside her. I could see the thin wire taped to her inner thigh when she walked.

Mark was at a table near the back, a glass of champagne in his hand, the remote in his pocket.

We made the rounds. Table to table. Smile. Shake hands. Accept congratulations. Sophia’s hand in mine, her grip too tight.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Fine,” she said. But her cheeks were flushed. Her breath was shallow.

We reached Mark’s table. He stood up. Shook my hand. Kissed Sophia’s cheek.

“Congratulations,” he said. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said.

He pressed the button again.

Sophia’s knees buckled. I caught her. “Whoa,” I said. “Too much champagne.”

People laughed. Sophia laughed too. But her eyes were wet.



The first dance was slow. Sophia’s arms around my neck. My hands on her waist. We swayed back and forth, the band playing something soft.

“He turned it up,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“I can’t—”

“You can.” I held her tighter. “Just keep smiling.”

She did. Her body was shaking. A bead of sweat ran down her temple.

The song ended. We kissed. Everyone clapped.

Mark was watching. His hand was in his pocket.



Dinner was a blur. Toasts. Speeches. Sophia’s father crying. My mother crying. Sophia smiling through all of it, her hand under the table, gripping my thigh.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” she whispered.

“Now?”

“Yes.”

I helped her up. We walked across the ballroom, through the crowd, to the hallway.

The bathroom was empty. Sophia leaned against the sink, her chest heaving.

“Take it out,” she said.

I lifted her dress. The wire was taped to her thigh. I pulled the tape off. She winced. I reached inside her—two fingers, sliding past her wetness, finding the smooth plastic of the egg. I pulled it out.

It was covered in her. Slick, warm, glistening.

She looked at it. Then at me.

“Give it to me,” she said.

I handed it to her. She rinsed it in the sink, dried it with a paper towel, and tucked it into her clutch.

“I’m keeping it,” she said. “A souvenir.”

“You’re insane.”

“So are you.”

She kissed me. Then she fixed her dress, reapplied her lipstick, and walked back to the reception.



The night wore on. More dancing. More champagne. The band played louder. Sophia’s feet hurt. She kicked off her heels and danced barefoot.

Mark found her near the bar. His hand on her lower back. His mouth close to her ear.

“You did good,” he said.

“Thank you.”

“I have something for you.”

He reached into his pocket. Not the remote. A key.

“Room 412,” he said. “After everyone leaves.”

Sophia took the key. “Evan too?”

“Evan too.”

She smiled. “Okay.”



The last guests left at one in the morning. Sophia said goodbye to her parents, to mine, to the aunts and uncles and cousins I’d never remember. Then she took my hand and led me to the elevator.

“Room 412,” she said.

“I know.”

The elevator doors closed. She pressed the button for the fourth floor. Then she pressed me against the wall and kissed me.

“I’ve been wanting to do that all night,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Did you like watching him?”

“Yes.”

“Did you get hard?”

“I’ve been hard since the ceremony.”

She laughed. The elevator stopped. The doors opened.



Room 412 was a suite. King bed. Champagne on ice. Flowers on the table. Mark was sitting on the couch, his tie loosened, his shirt unbuttoned.

“Took you long enough,” he said.

“Traffic,” Sophia said.

She kicked off her shoes. Walked over to him. Sat on his lap.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

She kissed him. His hands went to her waist. She unbuttoned his shirt the rest of the way. Ran her hands over his chest.

“Evan,” she said, not looking away from Mark. “Come here.”

I walked over. She reached for my belt. Unbuckled it. Pulled my cock out. I was already hard.

She stroked me while she kissed Mark. Her other hand was on his cock, rubbing him through his pants.

“Both of you,” she said. “I want both of you.”

She stood up. Unzipped her dress. Let it fall. She was wearing nothing but the nude stockings and white heels. Her breasts were bare. Her pussy was bare. The skin between her legs was still wet from the vibrator, from the dancing, from the anticipation.

She knelt on the floor between us. Her hands went to our cocks—one in each hand. She stroked us together.

“Look at you two,” she said. “So hard. So ready.”

She leaned forward and took me into her mouth. Sucked me for a few seconds, then pulled off. Turned to Mark. Took him into her mouth.

Back and forth. Sucking. Licking. Her hand pumping the one not in her mouth.

“Stand up,” Mark said.

We stood. Sophia stayed on her knees.

Mark moved behind her. Evan stood in front of her. She looked up at them, her lips wet, her eyes glassy.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Both of you.”

Mark entered her from behind. She cried out. Evan pushed his cock into her mouth.

They fucked her like that—Mark thrusting into her pussy, Evan thrusting into her throat. Her moans vibrated around Evan’s cock. Her body rocked between them.

“I’m close,” Mark said.

“Me too,” Evan said.

“Together,” Sophia gasped. “Come together.”

They did. Mark buried deep inside her, pulsing. Evan shot down her throat. She swallowed, swallowed again, and when he pulled out, she opened her mouth. Empty.

Mark pulled out of her. Cum dripped down her thigh.

She collapsed onto the floor, breathing hard.

Evan knelt beside her. Kissed her forehead.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too,” she whispered.

Mark sat on the couch, catching his breath. He looked at them—at Sophia on the floor, at Evan holding her.

“Same time next week?” he asked.

Sophia looked at Evan. Evan looked at her.

“Maybe,” Evan said.

Mark nodded. He stood up, pulled on his pants, and walked to the door.

“Text me,” he said. Then he was gone.

Sophia curled into Evan’s arms.

“You okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Me neither.”

They stayed there on the floor for a long time, holding each other, not talking.

The room was quiet. The only sound was their breathing and the distant hum of the minibar.

Outside, a car started. Headlights swept across the wall and were gone.

Evan didn’t know what would happen next. But he knew one thing: whatever it was, he wouldn’t stop it.

He couldn’t.




Chapter Fifteen

The weeks after the wedding blurred into something almost normal.

Sophia and I were remarried. Mark still came over—not every night, but often enough that his toothbrush stayed in the bathroom and a drawer in the guest room filled with his clothes. We didn’t talk about what we were doing. We just did it.

The pregnancy progressed. Sophia’s belly grew. First a bump, then a curve, then a round, hard swell. She stopped wearing her old clothes. She bought maternity dresses, loose and soft. She still wore stockings—she said they made her feel sexy—but the heels were gone. Her feet hurt all the time.

Mark brought over ginger tea and saltines. He rubbed her feet. He read baby books on his phone. He went with us to every doctor’s appointment.

I watched them together. Watched him touch her stomach. Watched her lean into him. Watched the way they already looked like parents.

I should have been jealous. I was jealous. But I was also grateful.

One night, after a long day, we were all on the couch. Sophia was asleep between us, her head on my shoulder, her feet in Mark’s lap. He was rubbing her swollen ankles, his big hands gentle.

“She’s really something,” he said quietly.

“Yeah.”

“You ever think about what happens after?”

“After the baby?”

“Yeah.”

I thought about it. About the three of us, this strange triangle that had somehow become the center of my life. “I don’t know,” I said.

Mark was quiet for a moment. “I’ve been thinking about moving out. Getting my own place again.”

My stomach tightened. “Why?”

“Because this isn’t sustainable, Evan. She’s your wife. You’re having a baby. I’m just…” He trailed off.

“You’re not just anything.”

He looked at me. His eyes were tired. “What am I, then?”

I didn’t have an answer.

“Don’t say anything to her yet,” he said. “I’m not sure. I’m just… thinking.”

I nodded.



The first ultrasound was scheduled for twenty weeks.

Sophia asked Mark to come with us. I didn’t argue.

The waiting room was full of pregnant women. Some had husbands. Some had partners. Some were alone. Sophia sat between me and Mark, her hands on her stomach, her eyes on the floor.

A nurse called her name. “Sophia Wu?”

She stood up. Mark and I stood with her.

“Only one support person in the room,” the nurse said.

Sophia looked at Mark. Then at me.

“Evan,” she said. “You come.”

Mark sat back down. “I’ll wait here.”

The ultrasound room was dark, lit only by the glow of the monitor. Sophia lay on the table, her shirt pulled up, her pants pushed down. The technician spread cold gel on her stomach. Sophia flinched.

“Sorry,” the tech said. “It’s cold.”

The probe moved across Sophia’s skin. Gray shapes appeared on the screen—blobs, shadows, nothing I could recognize.

“There,” the tech said. “See that?”

She pointed to a small flicker. A pulse. A heartbeat.

Sophia’s hand found mine. Squeezed.

“That’s your baby,” the tech said.

The heartbeat was fast. Steady. Like a tiny drum.

Sophia was crying. Silent tears running down her cheeks.

I was crying too.

Afterward, we sat in the car. Sophia in the front, me in the back. Mark was still in the waiting room, waiting for us to come out.

“Did you see it?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“The heartbeat.”

“Yes.”

She turned around to look at me. Her face was wet. “It’s real.”

“It’s real.”

She reached back and took my hand. “I’m glad you’re the father.”

I didn’t correct her. I just held her hand.



The third trimester was hard.

Sophia was huge. Her back hurt. Her ankles swelled. She couldn’t sleep. She couldn’t eat. She cried at commercials, at songs, at nothing.

Mark didn’t move out. Instead, he moved in. He slept on the couch, then on the floor, then in the bed with us when Sophia couldn’t get comfortable alone. He made her breakfast every morning. He rubbed her feet every night.

I watched him take care of her. Watched him love her. Watched him become something I hadn’t expected.

A partner. A father. A friend.

I should have been jealous. I was jealous. But I was also grateful.

One night, Sophia was already asleep. Mark and I sat on the balcony, drinking beer, watching the city lights.

“You ever think about leaving for real?” I asked.

He was quiet for a long time. “Every day.”

“But you haven’t.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

He took a long drink. “Because I love her. And I love you. And I don’t know how to not.”

We sat in silence. The night was warm. Somewhere below, a car horn honked.

“What would you do if she wasn’t in the picture?” I asked.

He laughed, but it wasn’t funny. “I don’t know. Drink more. Work more. Jerk off to her photos like I used to.”

“Like you used to?”

He looked at me. “You think I stopped?”

I didn’t know what to say to that.



The due date came and went.

Sophia was miserable. She couldn’t walk. She couldn’t sleep. She couldn’t do anything but lie on the couch and complain.

“Get this baby out of me,” she said.

“Soon,” I said.

“Not soon enough.”

She was crying again. I held her. Mark brought her ice cream. She ate it and cried and ate some more.

That night, her water broke.



The hospital was bright, sterile, full of beeping machines and tired nurses. Sophia was in a gown, her hair messy, her face pale. She was having contractions—strong ones, close together.

“It’s time,” the nurse said.

Mark and I stood on either side of her bed. She held our hands. Squeezed hard.

“I can’t do this,” she said.

“Yes you can,” I said.

“I can’t.”

“Yes you can,” Mark said.

She screamed. The contraction passed. She collapsed against the pillow.

“I hate you both,” she said.

“We know,” I said.

The labor lasted twelve hours.

Sophia pushed and screamed and cursed and cried. Mark held one leg. I held the other. The doctor between her legs, coaching, counting.

“Push,” the doctor said.

Sophia pushed. Her face was red. Her veins stood out on her neck.

“Again.”

She pushed again. The baby’s head appeared—dark hair, slick with blood and fluid.

“One more,” the doctor said.

Sophia screamed. The baby slid out. The doctor caught her.

She was small. Red. Crying.

The nurse put her on Sophia’s chest. Sophia looked down at her. Her face was wet.

“Hi,” she whispered. “Hi, baby.”

I cut the cord. My hands were shaking.

Mark was crying. I was crying. Sophia was crying.

The baby stopped crying. She opened her eyes. Dark. Unfocused. Looking at nothing. Looking at everything.

“She’s beautiful,” Mark said.

“She’s perfect,” I said.

Sophia looked at me. Then at Mark.

“She’s ours,” she said.




Chapter Sixteen

We named her Lily.

She was small and hungry and loud. She woke up every two hours to eat. Sophia nursed her in the dark, half-asleep, her breast exposed, the baby’s mouth latched on.

Mark and I took turns holding her, walking her, singing to her. We were both exhausted. We were both in love.

The first few weeks were a blur. Diapers and bottles and sleepless nights. Sophia’s body slowly healed. Her belly shrank. Her breasts stayed full, heavy with milk.

Sometimes, when the baby was asleep, we’d lie in bed together, the three of us, and touch each other. Not always sex. Sometimes just skin. Just warmth. Just being close.

“I never thought I’d have this,” Sophia said one night.

“Have what?” I asked.

“A family.” She looked at Mark. Then at me. “Two fathers. One mother. A baby.”

“It’s unconventional,” Mark said.

“It’s ours,” I said.

She smiled. “It’s ours.”



Mark still talked about moving out, but he never did. His clothes stayed in the guest room. His mail came to our address. He started calling Lily “my girl.”

One afternoon, I came home early from the shop. Sophia was napping on the couch, Lily asleep on her chest. Mark was sitting in the armchair, watching them. He didn’t hear me come in.

His face was soft. Vulnerable. I’d never seen him look like that.

I cleared my throat. He looked up, startled.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey.”

“You okay?”

He nodded. Then he shook his head. Then he shrugged. “I don’t know.”

I sat down across from him. “Talk to me.”

He was quiet for a long time. Then: “I’ve been seeing someone.”

My heart stopped. “What?”

“Not like that. Not…” He rubbed his face. “There’s a woman at work. She’s asked me out a few times. I said no. But I’ve been thinking about saying yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m thirty years old, Evan. I don’t have a wife. I don’t have a kid of my own. I’ve been sleeping in your guest room for over a year. What am I doing with my life?”

I didn’t have an answer.

“I love her,” he said, looking at Sophia. “I love both of you. But I can’t do this forever.”

“No one’s asking you to.”

“Then what are you asking?”

I thought about it. “I don’t know. Just… don’t leave yet.”

He looked at me for a long time. Then he nodded. “Okay. Not yet.”



He didn’t leave. But something shifted.

Mark still came over. Still slept in the guest room. Still helped with the baby. But he was quieter. More distant. Sophia noticed. I saw her watching him, her eyes full of questions she was afraid to ask.

One night, after Lily was asleep, she cornered me in the kitchen.

“What’s going on with him?” she asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t lie to me, Evan.”

I put down the dish I was drying. “He’s thinking about leaving.”

Her face went pale. “Leaving? Leaving where?”

“Moving out. Getting his own place. Maybe… dating.”

She stared at me. Her lip trembled. “Does he not love us anymore?”

“I think he loves us too much.”

She didn’t understand. Neither did I, really. But I held her anyway.



The next night, Sophia put on her stockings. The black ones. The ones Mark had bought her. She put on her heels. She put on the slip that barely covered her breasts.

She walked into the living room where Mark was sitting on the couch, reading something on his phone.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Reminding you what you’d be leaving.”

She sat on his lap. Kissed him. His hands went to her waist, then slid down to her thighs.

“Sophia—”

“Shut up,” she said. “And fuck me.”

He looked at me. I nodded.

He carried her to the bedroom.

That night, they fucked like they hadn’t seen each other in months. Hard. Desperate. She came three times. He came twice. I watched from the chair by the window, stroking myself, not joining until the end.

When it was over, we lay in the dark, the three of us tangled together.

“I’m not going anywhere,” Mark said. His voice was hoarse.

“Good,” Sophia said.

But I didn’t believe him. And I don’t think she did either.




Chapter Seventeen

Lily’s first birthday was a small party at our apartment. Balloons. Cake. A few friends. Mark helped me set up the decorations. Sophia dressed Lily in a pink dress with a matching bow.

David came. Leo came. Even Mark’s parents came—they still thought Mark was just a close family friend. They cooed over Lily, asked when we were having another one. Sophia smiled and said “maybe someday.”

After everyone left, we sat on the couch, exhausted. Lily was asleep in her crib. The apartment was quiet.

“Good party,” Mark said.

“Yeah,” I said.

Sophia leaned her head on my shoulder. Her hand found Mark’s.

“We should do this more often,” she said.

“Have parties?”

“Be together. Like this. Not just…” She gestured vaguely. “You know.”

Mark was quiet for a long time. Then: “I’ve been offered a job. In California.”

The room went cold.

“What?” Sophia sat up.

“My father’s business. They’re expanding. They need someone out there for a year. Maybe two.”

“And you’re thinking about taking it?”

“I’m thinking about it.”

Sophia stood up. Walked to the window. Stared out at the dark street.

“When would you leave?” I asked.

“End of the month.”

“That’s three weeks.”

“I know.”

No one spoke. The refrigerator hummed. The clock on the wall ticked.

“I’ll come back,” Mark said.

“Will you?” Sophia’s voice was hard.

“I will.”

“You said that before. About leaving. And you didn’t.”

“This is different.”

“Is it?”

He didn’t answer.



The next three weeks were strange.

Mark still came over. Still slept in the guest room. Still helped with Lily. But everything felt like a goodbye. He packed his things slowly, taking boxes to his car one at a time.

Sophia was quiet. She smiled when she had to, but her eyes were sad.

The night before he left, we didn’t sleep.

We lay in bed, the three of us, not talking, just holding each other.

“I don’t want you to go,” Sophia said.

“I know,” Mark said.

“Then don’t.”

“I have to.”

She started crying. Silent tears running down her cheeks. He wiped them away with his thumb.

“I’ll come back,” he said.

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

He kissed her. Then he kissed me.

Then we made love. All night. Slow and soft and desperate.

When the sun came up, we were still tangled together.



Mark left at noon.

Sophia stood on the front porch, Lily on her hip, waving as his car disappeared around the corner. I stood behind her, my hand on her shoulder.

“He’ll come back,” I said.

“I know.”

“We’ll be okay.”

She turned to look at me. Her eyes were wet. “Will we?”

I didn’t answer. I just held her.



The first week without him was strange.

The apartment felt bigger. Quieter. The guest room was empty. The second chair at the table was unused.

Sophia went through the motions—making breakfast, changing diapers, reading bedtime stories. But her heart wasn’t in it.

At night, she lay beside me, her body tense, her hand on my chest.

“Do you miss him?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Me too.”

She turned to look at me. “What do we do?”

“We wait.”



Weeks turned into months.

Mark called every day. Video calls, mostly. Sophia would sit on the couch with Lily in her lap, and they’d talk to the screen. Mark’s face, small and pixelated, smiling at them from across the country.

“Dada,” Lily said one day, pointing at the screen.

“Which one?” Sophia asked.

“Dada,” Lily said again, pointing at Mark’s image.

Sophia looked at me. I shrugged.

“She knows,” I said.

“She knows,” Sophia agreed.



The loneliness got to us.

Sophia started wearing stockings again. The nude ones, the ones Mark liked. She’d put them on after Lily went to bed, and she’d sit on the couch next to me, her legs crossed, her foot brushing against my thigh.

“Do you think he’s seeing anyone?” she asked one night.

“Mark?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know.”

“Would he tell us if he was?”

I thought about it. “I don’t know.”

She was quiet for a long time. Then she climbed on top of me, straddled my hips.

“Fuck me,” she said. “And pretend it’s him.”

I did.




Chapter Eighteen

Three years passed like that.

Lily grew from a toddler into a little girl with pigtails and a stubborn streak that matched her mother’s. She started preschool, made friends, learned to write her name in wobbly letters. She called Evan “Daddy” and asked about “Uncle Mark” almost every day.

Mark visited when he could. Christmas. Birthdays. A week here, a weekend there. Each time, it was like no time had passed—and like a lifetime had. Sophia would cry when he left. Lily would ask why Uncle Mark couldn’t stay.

I never had an answer.



The last time Mark came back, he brought news.

He was sitting on the couch, Lily in his lap, reading her a picture book. Sophia was in the kitchen, making dinner. I was at the table, pretending to read a magazine.

“I’m not going back,” he said.

I looked up. “What?”

“To California. I quit. I’m moving back here.”

My heart pounded. “For good?”

“For good.”

Sophia came out of the kitchen, a spoon in her hand. “What did you say?”

“I’m coming home,” Mark said.

She stared at him. Then she put the spoon down, walked over, and slapped him across the face.

He didn’t flinch.

“You bastard,” she said. “You left us.”

“I know.”

“You made us wait three years.”

“I know.”

“You broke my heart.”

“I know.”

She hit his chest. Then she kissed him. Then she hit him again.

Lily watched with wide eyes. “Why is Mommy hitting Uncle Mark?”

“Because she loves him,” I said.

“That doesn’t make sense,” Lily said.

“No,” I said. “It doesn’t.”



That night, after Lily was asleep, the three of us sat in the living room. Wine. Candles. The same couch where so much had started.

“I’m sorry,” Mark said. “For leaving. For staying away. For everything.”

“You’re back now,” Sophia said. “That’s what matters.”

“Is it?”

She didn’t answer. She just took his hand.

“What happens now?” I asked.

Mark looked at me. “I don’t know. But I’m not leaving again.”

We sat in silence. The refrigerator hummed. The clock ticked.

“Let’s go to bed,” Sophia said.

We didn’t sleep.

We made love until dawn. Slow and soft and desperate and hungry. Sophia between us, her body open, her hands reaching for both of us.

Mark entered her first. Then me. Then Mark again. We took turns, lost count, lost track of time.

When the sun came up, we were still tangled together.

“I love you both,” Sophia whispered.

“We love you too,” Mark said.

“Forever,” I said.

She smiled. “We’ll see.”



The next morning, Sophia was gone when I woke up.

Her side of the bed was cold. The bathroom door was open. The kitchen was empty.

Her phone was on the nightstand. I picked it up. The screen was dark.

I walked to the window. Looked out at the street. Her car was still there.

My phone buzzed.

Sophia: Went for a walk. Need to think. Back later.

I stared at the screen. Typed: Where?

No answer.

I sat on the edge of the bed, waiting.

Mark came out of the guest room, rubbing his eyes. “Where’s Sophia?”

“Went for a walk.”

He sat down next to me. “Is she okay?”

“I don’t know.”

We sat there, the two of us, in the quiet apartment. The sun rose higher. The city woke up. Cars passed. People walked their dogs. Life went on.

My phone buzzed again.

Sophia: I’m okay. Just need time.

Evan: Take all the time you need.

Sophia: I love you.

Evan: I love you too.

Sophia: Tell Mark I love him too.

I showed Mark the message. He read it, then set the phone down.

“She’ll come back,” he said.

“Will she?”

He didn’t answer. He just took my hand.

We sat there, not talking, waiting.

The bedroom was quiet. The sheets still smelled like her. Like sex. Like the three of us.

I didn’t know where she was. I didn’t know if she was coming back.

But I knew one thing.

I would wait.

And so would he.




A Note from the Author
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Afterword




I finished this book on a rainy Tuesday. The next night I dreamed of the three of them in a large bathtub, rose petals floating, baby Lily asleep in a nearby crib. Mark was washing Sophia’s feet. Evan was pouring wine. No one spoke. But the silence felt like forgiveness.




This is a fantasy of a post-modern family. I know it challenges every mainstream value. But during the writing, I fell in love with these characters—especially Evan. He turned jealousy into an art form, and surrender into a kind of courage.




If you saw only porn, that’s your freedom. If you saw love, that’s my honor. And if you saw the messy truth of human desire—then this book did its job.
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My Father's Key: Watching him unlock my wife was the therapy I needed

I was broken.
A car accident left me with scars you can't see. In the bedroom, my beautiful wife Emma was patient, loving, and achingly unsatisfied. My equipment was dead. My confidence was dust. Our perfect marriage was quietly suffocating in a bedroom that had gone silent.

Until I noticed my father watching her.

George is a good man, a widower who buried his desires with my mother. But when he moved in to help with our newborn, I saw the way his eyes clung to Emma's curves. I saw the shame on his face—and, to my shock, I felt a jolt of life between my own dead legs.

That forbidden spark became a plan. A little teasing to jump-start my recovery. A flash of skin. An “accidental” touch. I told myself I was in control, that watching my father's rough hands worship my wife's body was just medicine for a broken man.

But the cure is more addictive than the disease.

Now I watch as Emma, my perfect, innocent Emma, blossoms under his attention. I watch her moan his name. I watch her give him what I can't. The pain is exquisite. The pleasure is soul-shattering. And the terrifying truth is dawning on me:

I don't just need this. I crave it. And I've unlocked a door that can never be closed again.

My Father's Key is a scorching, emotionally brutal novel of cuckold lust, forbidden family bonds, and the twisted road to a new kind of wholeness. For readers who demand their erotica to be as psychologically charged as it is physically explicit.

Behind the Green Light: What would you let your wife do if you had to watch?

They said the Nest Cam was for security. It became the window into a marriage I didn't know I had.

When Michael comes home early on a September afternoon, he finds his wife Claire in their living room with their neighbor Dominic. But instead of confronting them, he watches. Through the Nest Cam she installed to keep their family safe, he witnesses every detail—the sounds she makes that he's never heard in eleven years, the way she touches a man who isn't him, the private smile she gives Dominic afterward. A smile Michael thought belonged only to him.

He should be furious. He should storm in and end it.

Instead, he saves the footage. He watches it again that night. And the night after that. The jealousy and the arousal fuse together until he can't tell them apart—and he stops wanting to.

What begins as silent surveillance becomes an obsession that pulls him deeper into his wife's secret life: the texts she forgets to delete, the new lingerie hidden in old drawers, the business dinners that aren't business. He tells himself he's gathering evidence. But when he climbs the trellis outside Dominic's bedroom window to watch them with his own eyes, he has to admit the truth: he doesn't want to stop her. He wants to watch.

The Green Light is a novel about the dark, unnamed territory between voyeurism and complicity, jealousy and desire. It asks what happens when a husband stops being the hero of his own marriage and becomes something more complicated—a witness, an architect, a man who discovers that the thing he's been fighting might be the thing he wants most.

For readers of literary psychological fiction and emotionally complex erotica, this unflinchingly honest debut explores the question no marriage manual dares to ask: What if you gave your wife permission to become someone new—and stayed to watch?

What He Wanted to See:A Marriage on the Edge of Desire

He found a photo of his wife. What he felt wasn't anger.
A year ago, Ethan Harper discovered a picture from their beach vacation. His wife Megan was laughing, beautiful and unaware. In the background, a stranger was staring at her with unmistakable hunger.
Ethan should have been furious. Instead, he was aroused. Deeply, helplessly aroused. And that forbidden arousal became the first crack in a marriage that had been quietly dying for years.
When Megan meets Marcus Webb—a personal trainer with a body like sculpted stone and the confidence of a man who always gets what he wants—the fantasy becomes terrifyingly real. With Ethan's permission, Megan steps into a world of erotic discovery that awakens desires neither of them expected. But as the boundaries between arrangement and obsession blur, Ethan discovers that watching his wife with another man doesn't just change her. It changes him.
And the man he's becoming is someone he doesn't fully recognize.

What He Wanted to See is a raw, psychologically charged exploration of jealousy, desire, and the unexpected places love can survive. For readers who crave emotional depth alongside scorching heat, this is a story about what happens when a marriage is pushed to its absolute limit—and what remains when the fantasy ends.
Perfect for fans of emotional hotwife fiction, cuckold angst with real psychological stakes, and marriage stories that don't flinch from the complexities of desire.

THE LIST:A Hotwife's Journey | A Cuckold's Confession

My husband gave me a list of four names. One was his best friend. One was my trainer. One was my yoga instructor. And one… one was the man he'd been hiding from me for six months.

Claire Vance has a good marriage. Five years, a comfortable home, a husband who adores her. But when Paul whispers other men’s names in the dark, something inside her wakes up. She agrees to his arrangement: complete honesty, no secrets, and she always comes home.

But honesty is fragile. Soren teaches her to breathe with his hands. Theo counts her orgasms like reps. Adrian loves her from a distance, crying when he comes inside her. And Julian — the man in the grey suit, the one Paul lied about — shows her what it means to choose submission, not just surrender it.

Claire isn't a victim. She isn't a pawn. She's the one in charge, even when she's on her knees. And every night, she brings everything she's learned back to the husband who’s been watching from the chair.

The List is a raw, literary exploration of cuckolding, desire, and the blurred line between fantasy and reality. If you like Jade West's intensity and the emotional depth of Kenny Wright, this novel will stay with you long after the last page.

Warning: Explicit sexual content, dominant/submissive dynamics, and themes of marital exploration. Not for the faint of heart.

His Wife,Their Playground：A Hotwife and Cuckold Novel

His Wife,Their Playground

Jake thought he had a good marriage. A house in the suburbs. A beautiful wife named Emma. A son named Tommy. Normal life.

Then one morning he looked through a loose slat in his neighbor's fence and saw something he couldn't unsee. Another man. Another woman. A secret that woke something dark and hungry inside him.

Now Jake can't stop imagining Emma in the same position. On her knees. Mouth open. Eyes closed. Taking a cock that isn't his.

And Emma? She's been having her own thoughts. A photographer named Liam. A trainer named Marcus. A stranger at a party named Derek. And Tom—the ex-boyfriend she never quite forgot.

This is not a story about cheating. This is a story about a husband who gives his wife permission to be free. And then watches.

Watches her dress up for another man.
Watches her walk out the door.
Watches her come home with someone else's come still inside her.

And loves her more for it.

What readers can expect:
- First-person male perspective (Jake)
- Explicit, raw sex scenes (no euphemisms)
- Multiple bulls with distinct personalities
- Cuckold emotions: jealousy, compersion, shame, arousal
- From the first kiss to the ultimate four-man finale
- No cheating — full consent, full honesty, full love

For readers who want the heat without the heartbreak. For husbands who want to see their wives ruined and reclaimed. For anyone who's ever closed their eyes and imagined something they were too afraid to say out loud.

Through the Window: A Cuckold's Confession

I saw my wife through the window. She was watching another man masturbate.

That was the moment my perfect marriage began to crack.

Mark has everything: a beautiful, gentle wife named Emma, a steady job, and a future they’ve planned together. But one afternoon, he catches Emma peeking through a neighbor’s door. Inside, a pathetic, middle‑aged bachelor is pleasuring himself to her photograph.

Mark expects her to walk away. Instead, she walks in.

What follows is a slow, devastating unraveling—of trust, of identity, of the man Mark thought he was. Through hidden cameras, overheard phone calls, and video recordings he was never meant to find, Mark discovers a side of Emma he never imagined. And a side of himself he’s afraid to name.

The Wife Is Like a Knife is a raw, psychological exploration of voyeurism, betrayal, and the forbidden thrill of watching the woman you love surrender to another man.

For readers of dark erotica and cuckold/hotwife fiction who aren’t afraid to look into the shadows of desire.

Note: This book contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature readers.

Through the Window Book 2: Her Surrender, His Ruin

I saw them through the hole in the wall. Her white body. His dark hands. The way she moved for him—a rhythm she’d never shown me.

My wife Emma was always the untouchable ice queen. But when I discovered her with him—a short, ugly janitor with a grotesque, turkey-neck cock—something broke inside me. And something else… awakened.

I should have been filled with rage. Instead, my body betrayed me. I grew hard watching another man claim what was mine.

Now I can’t stop. I’ve planted cameras in our home. I follow her to the crumbling “Tube-Shaped Building” where she fucks him like an animal. Every moan, every orgasm, every time he fills her with his seed—I watch it all. My revenge plan is cold, meticulous. But the more I see her surrender to him, the more I realize: I don’t just want to punish her.

I want to watch her fall completely.

Through the Window, Book 2 plunges deeper into the darkness of obsession, voyeurism, and twisted desire. For readers who crave raw, unfiltered hotwife and cuckold psychology—where the line between love and humiliation blurs forever.

Warning: Contains explicit sexual content, voyeurism, infidelity, and psychological themes intended for mature audiences only.

Watching Her

He gave her permission to want. Now he's terrified she'll want more.

Mark has been married to Emma for ten years. He loves her. He trusts her. But somewhere along the way, watching other men desire her became the only thing that made him feel alive.

The game started small—a glance held too long at a bar, a hand brushed against a stranger's arm. Then it became real. A night in a velvet alcove. A pool hall where she lifted her skirt for four boys who couldn't look away. A weekend at a billionaire's villa with no phones, no rules, and no one to watch them but each other.

Emma says she's not performing anymore. She's not doing this for Mark. She's doing it for herself—and that terrifies him more than any fantasy ever did.

When Mark's best friend Ethan confesses he’s imagined fucking Emma for years, Mark doesn't shut it down. He asks for details. He gets hard. He invites him to dinner.

Now the three of them are tangled in something no marriage was built to survive. And Harrison Cole—the silver-haired media mogul who’s already claimed Emma for a night—wants more than a weekend. He wants a piece of her that Mark isn’t sure he can give.

Watching Her is a raw, unflinching dive into the heart of cuckold desire—where jealousy and arousal are the same nerve, where love doesn’t die when another man’s hands are on your wife, and where the only rule left is: don't pretend you don't want it.

For readers who believe the hottest thing isn't watching—it's not knowing if she'll come back.

Just Watch Me in Burgundy: Amber Light: A Cuckold Romance

One marriage. Ten days. A game that became something else.

Ethan Cole has a perfect marriage. He also has a secret game he's been playing with his wife Claire for almost a year. The rules are simple: she goes into a bar first, he follows, he watches, they go home and have the best sex of their lives. It's controlled. It's safe. It's his design.

Domaine Marchand, a wine estate in Burgundy, seems like the ideal stage for the next round. Julien Marchand, the owner, is a former jazz guitarist who speaks about wine the way other men speak about women—with patience, with attention, with the quiet certainty that the best things in life don't need to be forced. They only need the right conditions to become what they already are.

Claire listens. Ethan watches. And over ten days in the amber light of the French countryside, the game Ethan designed begins to play by its own rules. Every glance between Claire and Julien, every private moment Ethan catalogues from the shadows, every confession in the dark pulls the three of them deeper into a geometry none of them can escape.

Amber Light is a literary hotwife novel about the architecture of desire—the rooms we build to contain it, the walls that crack under its weight, and the unexpected shapes that emerge when we stop trying to control what we want and finally let ourselves have it.

Perfect for readers of slow-burn erotic fiction who crave psychological depth, emotional honesty, and the kind of sexual tension that builds like a storm over a French vineyard.

This novel contains explicit adult content and themes of consensual non-monogamy. For mature readers only.

Her Hunting Ground: A Psychological Romance of Desire and Deception

The Trainer's Wife Series

When Mark realized he could no longer physically satisfy his near-perfect wife, Emma, their marriage embarked on a journey toward a point of no return.

This is more than just a series exploring cuckoldry and hotwife fantasies; it is a visceral psychological exploration into the most forbidden corners of modern desire. From the calculated intervention of Jake, Emma’s aggressive gym trainer, to the cold precision of a color-coded schedule, Mark and Emma navigate a landscape where indulgence, jealousy, and deep-seated affection collide.

In this shattering of traditional boundaries, they are forced to reinvent their intimacy and redefine what it truly means to belong to one another.
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