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Introduction

She said "I do" to one man. But her body wants more.




Maya Shaw has the perfect life: a loving husband, a penthouse apartment, a career she built from nothing. But perfect is another word for bored. And Maya is suffocating.




When a handsome new neighbor moves in upstairs—confident, commanding, a man who takes what he wants—Maya feels something she hasn't felt in years. Desire. Not the polite, predictable desire of her marriage. The raw, hungry kind. The kind that makes you lie awake at night, touching yourself, whispering a stranger's name.




Her husband Ethan has a secret too. He's been dreaming of watching her with another man. And when he discovers Maya's attraction to Nico, he doesn't shut it down. He leans in.




"I want you to go to his apartment," Ethan tells her. "And I want you to tell me everything."




What begins as an experiment becomes an obsession. Nico's hands. Nico's rules. Nico's bed. Maya is losing control—and finding herself in the process. But as she spirals deeper into a world of submission and surrender, she discovers that one man isn't enough. Her trainer Jax watches her with hungry eyes. Her husband's best friend Colin whispers confessions over coffee.




Three men want her. One husband watches. And Maya must decide: how much of herself is she willing to give?




The Queen's Game: The Neighbor is the first book in a scorching hotwife cuckold series. For readers who crave power exchange, voyeurism, and the thrill of watching a woman discover her deepest desires—with her husband cheering her on.




Warning: This book contains explicit adult situations, power dynamics, and a wife who learns that saying "yes" to another man can feel like saying "yes" to herself.


CHAPTER 1: THE SOUND

Three men. Maybe four. Ethan couldn't count because his vision kept splitting—fracturing like a lens smeared with oil. But he knew they were there. He could feel them: the weight of their bodies pressing into the mattress, the heat of their skin, the sounds they made. Low grunts. Whispered words.

Maya was on her back. Her dark hair spread across the pillow like ink spilling into water. She was naked—totally naked, the way she never was with him unless the lights were off. Her thighs were parted. Her lips were parted too, slightly swollen, glistening.

One man was inside her. Ethan could see it—the thick, veined shaft disappearing into her, the way her body accepted it, welcomed it. Her hips rolled up to meet him, slow and deliberate, like she'd done it a hundred times before.

Her hand was on another man's chest, pushing him down toward her mouth.

And a third—a third was behind her, his hand wrapped around her throat, not squeezing, just holding.

Maya wasn't struggling.

She was smiling.

Not the polite smile she gave at dinner parties. Not the patient smile she gave him when he forgot to take out the trash. This was different—crooked, hungry, almost cruel. Her eyes found him across the room. He was sitting in a chair in the corner, fully clothed, his hands gripping the armrests.

“You're just going to watch?” she asked.

He opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came out.

“That's okay,” she said. Her voice was soft, almost kind. “You can watch. But don't touch yourself. Not until I say.”

The man behind her tightened his grip on her throat. She moaned—a sound Ethan had never heard from her, raw and broken, like she'd been holding it in for years and it was finally tearing its way out.

Someone grabbed his wrist. He looked down. A hand—dark skin, thick fingers—was pulling his own hand toward his lap. He hadn't realized he'd been reaching for his cock. The man didn't speak. He just guided Ethan's hand away, pressed it back onto the armrest, and held it there.

“Good boy,” Maya said.

She was still looking at him, even as the man inside her started moving faster, even as her body began to shake. Her eyes didn't leave his.

And then—

Then the man behind her shifted his hips. Pressed forward. Maya's eyes went wide, her mouth falling open in a silent scream. He was taking her ass. The same way Maya had told Ethan no for six years—“I don't like it,” “It hurts,” “Maybe someday”—and now she was taking it from a stranger, her body arching, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

That was when he moved.

He didn't remember standing up. He didn't remember crossing the room. But suddenly he was there, at the edge of the bed, his cock in his hand, hard enough to ache, leaking onto the white sheets. The men didn't stop. They didn't even look at him. Only Maya watched.

“Do it,” she whispered.

He pushed into her. Her body was hot—almost too hot—slick with sweat and something else, something he didn't want to name. He thrust once. Twice.

The pressure behind his cock exploded.

He came.

The world collapsed. Maya's face shattered like glass. The heat faded into cold sheets and darkness and—

Ethan's eyes snapped open.

He was in his own bed. Maya was beside him, her back turned, her breathing slow and even. The moonlight hadn't moved. The clock said 2:18.

He was hard. His boxers were soaked.

He touched the damp spot. Brought his fingers to his nose. His own. Beneath it—the phantom scent of the dream. Sweat. Sex. Someone else's skin.

Fuck.

He sat up slowly, trying not to wake her. His heart still pounded. His thighs trembled. He could still see it—her body moving, her eyes on his, the way she'd said good boy like he was a pet she'd trained.

He pressed the heels of his palms into his eyes until he saw stars.

It wasn't real. It wasn't real.

But his cock was still hard. His boxers were still wet. And when he closed his eyes, the image of Maya—his Maya—on her back with three strangers inside her was burned into the back of his eyelids like a brand.

He reached out. His hand hovered over her back, fingers an inch from her skin. He could feel the warmth radiating off her.

He didn't touch.

He pulled his hand back, placed it on his own chest. Felt his own heartbeat.

Not yet. Not until you know what you want.

He lay back down. Stared at the ceiling. 2:19. 2:20. 2:21.

He couldn't fall back asleep. He lay there for an hour, replaying the dream over and over. And then he remembered the elevator.



Three weeks ago.

They'd just moved into the building. Ninth floor. The elevator was small, mirrored, always smelled like someone's expensive cologne. Maya had been wearing that sundress—the blue one with the buttons down the front, the one she always said was “too tight now” even though it fit her perfectly.

Nico had been waiting in the lobby when they came in from the grocery run. Ethan carried two bags. Maya had one. Nico stepped forward and said, “Here, let me,” and took Maya's bag before she could protest.

That was the first thing. The casual way he'd inserted himself.

“306, right?” he'd asked. “I'm 902. Nico.”

His handshake with Ethan was firm, brief, professional. But when he turned to Maya, he didn't shake her hand. He just looked at her. For a second too long. His eyes traveled down her body—not leering, not obvious, just a slow, deliberate sweep that started at her face and ended at her bare calves and took in everything in between.

“Nice to meet you,” he said. His voice was low, almost lazy, like he had all the time in the world.

Maya blushed. Ethan saw it—the pink rising up her neck, spreading across her cheeks. She tucked her hair behind her ear. A nervous tell.

The elevator doors opened. They all stepped inside. Nico pressed 9. Ethan pressed 3. The doors closed, and the space was suddenly too small, too warm, too full of him—his cologne, the heat radiating off his body, the way he stood with his feet planted wide, taking up room without apology.

Maya was in the corner, the grocery bag at her feet. Nico was beside her. Ethan was across from them, watching in the mirror.

That was when it happened.

The elevator lurched. Just a little—the kind of bump that happens in old buildings, barely noticeable. Maya stumbled, caught herself on the rail. Nico's hand went to her waist.

Not her arm. Not her shoulder. Her waist.

His palm pressed flat against the thin fabric of her sundress, just above her hip. His thumb rested in the dip of her waist—that soft hollow below her ribs that Ethan knew so well, the place he put his hands when he pulled her close in bed.

Nico's thumb moved. Just a fraction. Once.

He let go.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn't want you to fall.”

Maya said something—Ethan couldn't remember what—her voice high and breathless. The elevator dinged. The doors opened. Nico stepped out, turned back, smiled.

“See you around,” he said.

And the way he looked at Maya when he said it—

Ethan hadn't been able to name it then. But now, in the dark of his bedroom with the memory of the dream still clinging to his skin, he could name it.

I want to fuck you.

That's what Nico's eyes had said. Not “You're pretty.” Not “I'd like to get to know you.” Just that. Simple. Unashamed.

I want to fuck you, and I don't care if your husband knows.



But there was another memory, older than the elevator, that he couldn't shake tonight.

Colin.

Ethan's oldest friend. College roommate. Best man at his wedding. The man who'd taught him how to tie a tie, how to negotiate a raise, how to take a punch without crying.

Colin had always been too comfortable around Maya. That was the first thing Ethan noticed—way back in the beginning, when Maya was still a girlfriend and Colin was still single. The way Colin's eyes followed her across the room. The way he'd find excuses to touch her—her shoulder, her forearm, the small of her back when he squeezed past her in the kitchen.

And the jokes.

“If you ever get tired of him,” Colin had said once, loud enough for the whole bar to hear, “my couch is very comfortable. And I'm very good at—what's the word—'comforting.'”

Maya had laughed. Ethan had laughed too. It was a joke. A joke.

But Colin kept making them.

“Tell Maya I said hi. Actually, tell her I said—no, never mind.”

“How's my favorite girlfriend? No, Ethan, not you. Her.”

“You know, if you two ever wanted to... spice things up. I'm told I'm a very good spice.”

Each joke landed differently. Sometimes Ethan felt nothing—just the familiar rhythm of male friendship, the crude banter that meant nothing. Sometimes he felt a flicker of irritation. And sometimes—

Sometimes his dick twitched.

He'd never told anyone that.

The worst time—the one he played back in his head at 2 AM, the one that made him hard and sick at the same time—was six months ago. A housewarming party at Colin's new place. Maya had worn that green dress, the one with the buttons. Colin had been drinking. Ethan had been drinking too.

“I'm serious for a second,” Colin had said, pulling Ethan aside on the balcony. The city lights sprawled below them. “You two are... you're good. But I see her. The way she looks at you. The way she—” He stopped. Took a drink. “Forget it.”

“No,” Ethan heard himself say. “Say it.”

Colin looked at him. His eyes were different—not joking. “I think about her. Sometimes. At night.”

Ethan's throat went dry. “What do you think about?”

“You know what.”

A long silence. The party hummed inside—Maya's laugh, bright and clear, cutting through the noise.

“I'm not asking for permission,” Colin said. “I'm just... telling you. Because you're my friend. And because—” He laughed, a broken sound. “Because I wanted to know if it would make you angry.”

“Does it?” Ethan asked.

Colin studied him. “No,” he said slowly. “I don't think it does.”

Ethan's heart hammered. His dick was half-hard against his zipper. He could feel it—that hot, shameful throb—and he knew Colin was right. It didn't make him angry.

It made him something else.

“Then what does it make you?” Colin asked, as if reading his mind.

Ethan looked at the city. At the lights. At the reflection of his own face in the glass door—pale, hungry, terrified.

“I don't know,” he said. “Figure it out yourself.”

He walked back inside. Maya was standing by the drink table, laughing at something. Her green dress. Her bare shoulders. The way she tucked her hair behind her ear.

He didn't touch her that night. Couldn't. He was too hard, and he was afraid of what she'd see in his eyes.

Colin never brought it up again. But the jokes continued. And now, every time Colin said “Tell Maya I said hi,” Ethan heard the subtext.

“I'm still thinking about her.”

And Ethan still didn't know what he felt.

Jealousy? Arousal? Both?

He still hadn't figured it out.

But lying in bed, the phantom scent of the dream still in his nose, he wondered: What if the answer wasn't one or the other? What if the answer was both?

That was when he thought of Nico.

After that, Ethan started noticing things. Nico always seemed to be getting his mail when Maya came home from work. He'd lean against the wall by the elevators, arms crossed, watching her walk across the lobby. He'd say “Good evening, Mrs. Shaw”—not Maya, not her name—like he was reminding himself that she was someone's wife and enjoying the transgression of it.

Once, Ethan heard them talking in the parking garage. He came around the corner just in time to see Nico standing too close to Maya's car door, his hand resting on the roof, leaning in to say something that made her laugh. A real laugh—not her polite one.

“You're funny,” she said.

“I'm serious,” Nico replied. “You should let me cook for you sometime. I make a mean risotto.”

“My husband—”

“Your husband can come too.” He said it like it was obvious. Like he'd already thought it through. “I've got a big table.”

Maya smiled, shook her head, got in the car. But Ethan saw her check her makeup in the rearview mirror before she drove away.

He never told her he saw that.



Two weeks ago.

They'd been lying in bed after sex—the kind of sex they'd been having lately, efficient and quiet, the same positions, the same rhythm, the same endings. Maya had been scrolling through her phone. Ethan had been staring at the ceiling.

“Do you ever think about it?” he'd asked.

“About what?”

“The thing we talked about. The… experiment.”

She put her phone down. Turned to face him. Her hand rested on his chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles around his nipple.

“Sometimes,” she said. “Why?”

“Just wondering.”

“You're the one who brought it up.”

He had. A month ago, drunk on whiskey, he'd told her about the fantasy he'd been carrying for years. The one he'd typed out in his hidden journal, the one he'd posted anonymously on OurSecret under the username MidwestScribe. The one where he watched her with another man.

She hadn't freaked out. She hadn't laughed. She just looked at him for a long time, her dark eyes unreadable, and said: “I'm not saying no. I'm just saying… I need to think about it.”

She'd been thinking. He could tell. The way she started wearing nicer underwear. The way she lingered in front of the mirror before bed, turning sideways, studying her body like she was seeing it for the first time. The way she touched him differently now—slower, more deliberate, like she was practicing for someone else.

“If we did it,” she'd said that night, “who would it be?”

Ethan almost said Nico. The name was on his tongue, hot and heavy. He swallowed it.

“I don't know,” he said. “Someone you trusted.”

Maya hummed, noncommittal, and rolled over to sleep.

Ethan didn't sleep. He lay there, hard, thinking about the way Nico looked at her in the elevator. The way his thumb moved on her waist. The way he'd said “See you around.”

He reached across the bed. His hand found her hip. She was asleep. He left it there, not moving, just feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin cotton of her nightgown.

He fell asleep like that. Hand on her. Dreaming of nothing.



The next morning, Ethan woke to the sound of running water.

Maya was already in the shower. He could hear it through the bathroom door—the spray hitting tile, the muffled sound of her humming something tuneless. He stretched, yawned, checked his phone. Nothing important.

He heard it.

Not the water. Not the humming. Something else.

A rhythm. A soft, wet, repetitive sound, barely audible beneath the rush of the shower. Beneath that—a breath. Sharp. Stifled.

Ah.

He sat up. His heart started pounding.

Ah—fuck—

Maya's voice. Muffled by the water, by the door, but unmistakable. She wasn't just showering.

She was touching herself.

Ethan's mouth went dry. He should get up, walk to the kitchen, make coffee. Give her privacy. That's what a good husband would do.

He didn't move.

He lay there, frozen, straining to hear. The rhythm quickened. The breaths came faster, shorter, until they were almost gasps. Then—

“Nico.”

The word was soft. So soft he almost missed it. But he didn't. He heard it.

“Nico—”

A shudder. A long exhale. The water kept running.

Ethan lay there, staring at the ceiling, his cock hard against his thigh. The sheet tented over him. A bead of pre-cum soaked through his boxers. He was jealous. He was furious. He was so turned on he could barely breathe.

His hand moved. He didn't mean for it to. His fingers found the waistband of his boxers, slipped inside, wrapped around his shaft. He was slick. He'd been leaking since he heard her first moan.

Stop. She's in the shower. She'll come out any second.

He didn't stop. He stroked once. Twice.

The water stopped.

He pulled his hand away. His fingers were wet. He wiped them on the sheet.

She said his name. Not his. Not Ethan. Some guy they'd met three weeks ago. A neighbor. A stranger.

She said his name while she came.

His dick throbbed—harder than before. Pre-cum leaked onto his stomach.

He pulled the pillow over his face. Breathed into it. The smell of her shampoo was still on the case.

He didn't get up. Not for a long time.



Breakfast was awkward.

Maya made eggs. Ethan made coffee. They sat across from each other at the small kitchen table, the morning light slanting through the window, catching the dust motes floating in the air.

Maya wore his old t-shirt—the gray one, soft from too many washes. Her hair was still damp, dark strands curling at her temples. No bra. He could see the outline of her nipples through the thin fabric, dark against the pale cotton.

The morning light caught the curve of her neck, the way her damp hair curled at her temples. She looked like a photograph he'd seen once—a woman in a green dress, standing on a balcony, her face half-turned from the camera. He couldn't remember where. He couldn't remember when. But he remembered wanting her. Not Maya. That woman. Except it was Maya.

“You're staring,” she said, not looking up from her eggs.

“Sorry.”

“It's okay.” She smiled—a small, private smile. “I don't mind.”

He watched her eat. The way her lips closed around the fork. The way she tilted her head back when she swallowed, her throat working, the tendons in her neck flexing.

He thought about the dream. The men. The way she'd looked at him across the room, her eyes bright and cruel.

He thought about the shower. The sound she'd made. The name she'd said.

“You've been quiet,” she said.

“Just thinking.”

“About?”

He took a breath. The question was already forming in his chest, pressing against his ribs, demanding to be asked.

“Do you ever think about him?”

Maya's fork paused halfway to her mouth.

“Who?”

“Nico.”

She set the fork down. Looked at him. Her expression was unreadable—calm, almost serene, like she'd been waiting for this question.

“Why do you ask?”

“Just… something you said. In your sleep.”

A lie. But not a complete lie. She'd said his name in her sleep too—once, a week ago, so soft he'd almost convinced himself he'd imagined it.

Maya was quiet for a long moment. She reached across the table and took his hand. Her fingers were warm. Her palm was slightly damp.

“He's attractive,” she said. “I'm not blind.”

Ethan's stomach clenched.

“Do you think about him when we…”

“Sometimes.” She didn't look away. “Does that bother you?”

He should say yes. A normal husband would say yes. But he wasn't normal. He'd known that for years—since the first time he'd jerked off to a picture of Maya with her ex-boyfriend, since the first time he'd typed “cuckold” into a search bar, since the first time he'd posted anonymously on OurSecret asking strangers to validate the filthy thing he wanted.

“No,” he said. “It doesn't bother me.”

Maya's thumb traced circles on the back of his hand.

“If we ever did it,” she said slowly, “if we ever actually did the experiment—”

“Yeah?”

“He'd be the one.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy and electric.

“You've thought about it,” Ethan said. It wasn't a question.

“Haven't you?”

He had. Every night. Every time he saw Nico in the hallway. Every time he watched Maya get dressed for work and wondered if anyone else would ever see her like this.

“Yeah,” he admitted. “I have.”

Maya squeezed his hand. Let go. Picked up her fork and went back to her eggs like she hadn't just turned his entire world inside out.

“We should have him over for dinner,” she said. “See how it feels.”

“See how what feels?”

“The three of us. Together.”

Ethan's dick twitched in his pajama pants.

“Okay,” he said. “I'll text him.”

She looked up at him. Her eyes were bright—too bright.

“You already have his number?”

He hadn't thought about that. How it would look.

“Building directory,” he said. “For emergencies.”

She smiled. She knew he was lying. He knew she knew.

Neither of them said anything else about it.



Ethan couldn't sleep again.

Maya was already in bed, curled on her side, her breathing slow and even. He was at his desk in the corner of the living room, his laptop open, a half-empty glass of whiskey sweating on the coaster beside him.

He'd been writing for three hours.

Not his usual stuff. Not the fantasy novels he published under his pen name, the ones with the dragons and the complicated magic systems and the love stories that always ended happily. This was different. Raw. Filthy.

He read it back, his pulse quickening.

He deleted the whole document. Highlighted everything and pressed backspace until the screen was blank.

What the fuck am I doing?

He wasn't writing fiction. He was writing a wish list. A confession. A blueprint for how he wanted to see his wife destroyed and remade.

He took a long sip of whiskey. The burn settled in his chest.

He opened his phone.

New contact. Nico DeLuca. The number was in the building directory—he'd looked it up weeks ago, saved it, told himself it was for emergencies.

His thumbs hovered over the keyboard.

Hey, this is Ethan from 306. Maya and I were wondering if you'd like to come over for drinks sometime.

Too friendly. Too normal.

I want to watch you fuck my wife.

Too direct. Too insane.

He typed and deleted six versions. The whiskey made his head spin. He was hard again—had been hard all day, ever since he'd heard Maya say he'd be the one.

Finally, he sent: Hey, this is Ethan. 306. We'd like to have you over for a drink. You free this week?

He stared at the message. Read it six times. Felt his stomach drop.

Three dots.

Nico was typing.

The response came thirty seconds later.

Nico: 306? I've been meaning to reach out to you guys. My place doesn't have the best soundproofing. I've heard you a few times through the floor. Sounded nice.

Ethan's hand shook. Whiskey or adrenaline, he couldn't tell.

Ethan: Yeah, sorry about that.

Nico: Don't apologize. I wasn't complaining.

Another pause. Another set of dots.

Nico: I'm free Saturday. Eight work?

Ethan: Eight's good.

Nico: See you then. Tell Maya I said hi.

Ethan put the phone down. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his throat. He was hard—painfully hard, leaking onto his pajama pants.

He didn't touch himself.

He just sat there, in the dark, his laptop blank, his whiskey empty, the ghost of his dream still clinging to his skin. The taste of the lie he'd told Maya—building directory, emergencies—still sour on his tongue.

Saturday.

Three days.

He wondered if he'd survive them.

He reached for his phone again. Opened the message from Nico. Read it one more time.

Sounded nice.

He put the phone face-down on the desk.

In the bedroom, Maya turned over in her sleep. The sheets rustled. She murmured something—not a word, just a sound.

He sat in the dark, listening.

And waited.


CHAPTER 2: THE GLASS

Maya stood in front of the bathroom mirror for twenty minutes.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. She glanced at it. A client. Third email this morning. Something about a press release she'd sent yesterday—language too aggressive, tone off-brand, please revise by noon. She'd written it at midnight, unable to sleep, thinking about Nico's hand on her thigh.

She swiped the notification away. Later.

The knot in her stomach tightened. This client was worth seven figures. Their CEO was old money, old school, the kind of man who shook hands like he was assessing livestock. If he found out about any of this—the bar, the neighbor, the way she'd come on a stranger's fingers while her husband watched—she'd be unemployable. Not just at this agency. Anywhere.

She picked up the emerald dress. Held it against her body. The woman in the mirror looked like someone with secrets. Good, she thought. Secrets keep you employed.

She slipped the dress over her head.

Ethan watched from the bedroom doorway, leaning against the frame, arms crossed. She'd told him to wait in the living room—but he couldn't help himself. Something about watching her prepare felt like watching an actress before curtain call. The ritual. The transformation.

She'd showered twice. He'd heard the water stop, start again, stop. Heard her humming something tuneless, then stopping mid-phrase. Heard the bathroom door open once—steam billowing out—and close again.

Now she was in there, barefoot on the cold tile, wearing nothing but a white cotton thong and her bra. Her dark hair hung damp over one shoulder, leaving wet spots on the bra strap. Three dresses lay on the bed—one black, one dark green, one floral print—and she kept picking each one up, holding it against her body, putting it back.

Like she's packing for a trip she's not sure she wants to take, Ethan thought.

Her skin was flushed from the shower, freckles standing out across her chest, across the tops of her breasts where the bra didn't cover. She caught him watching in the mirror.

“I thought I said to wait in the other room.”

“I got bored.”

“You could have turned on the TV.”

“Nothing good on.”

She rolled her eyes, but her mouth twitched. Not quite a smile. More like the ghost of one. She picked up the black dress again—sleeveless, fitted, hem that would hit mid-thigh—and held it against her body. Turned. Cocked a hip.

“This one?”

Ethan swallowed. His throat had gone dry. “Yeah.”

“You're not even looking.”

He was looking. He hadn't stopped. The way the dress draped against her bare skin, the way the fabric caught the light, the way her nipples—still half-hard from the shower—pressed against the lace of her bra. He was looking at all of it.

“I'm looking,” he said. His voice came out rougher than he intended.

Maya studied him in the mirror. Held his gaze. Then she turned, hung the black dress back on the closet door, and reached for the green one. Dark emerald. Straps thicker than the black dress. Neckline lower.

“This one?”

Ethan nodded. His dick was already half-hard in his jeans. He shifted his weight, trying to make it less obvious.

She saw. Of course she saw.

“Down, boy,” she said. Her voice was soft. Not mocking. Almost tender. “We're not even there yet.”

She pulled the green dress over her head—and for a moment, she was just a shape under fabric, arms raised, torso lengthening, and he could see the outline of her ribs, the curve of her waist, the shadow between her thighs. The dress settled, and she was transformed.

The green brought out the gold in her hazel eyes. Made her skin look paler, which made the freckles across her chest look darker. The neckline dipped low enough to show the swell of her breasts but not the nipple. The hem hit just above the knee. When she turned, the fabric hugged the curve of her ass, then flared slightly.

She looked like someone else. Someone he didn't know. Someone he wanted to know very, very badly.

Maya reached into the drawer and pulled out a pair of nude stockings. Sat on the edge of the bed. Ethan watched her roll them up her calves, over her knees, smoothing the fabric against her thighs. Her fingers trembled. Just slightly. Just enough for him to notice.

“You okay?” he asked.

She nodded, not looking at him. “Just nervous.”

“About what?”

She laughed—a short, breathy sound. “About meeting our neighbor for drinks. About the fact that you're asking me why I'm nervous.” She stood, smoothed the dress over her hips. “About all of it.”

“Maya.”

She looked at him. Her eyes were bright. Wet at the corners.

“If you don't want to do this—”

“I didn't say I didn't want to.” She cut him off. Her voice was steady, even if her hands weren't. “I said I was nervous. There's a difference.”

She walked past him into the living room. Paused at the hall mirror. Reached up and touched her hair—still damp—and frowned.

“I should blow-dry it.”

“It looks good like that.”

She met his eyes in the mirror. Held his gaze for a long moment. Then she smiled—a real smile, not the ghost of one—and said, “You just want to leave so you don't have time to change your mind.”

“Maybe.”

She laughed again. Louder this time. Less breathless. She grabbed her clutch from the coffee table—small, black, barely big enough for her phone and a lipstick—and slipped her feet into a pair of heeled sandals. The kind with thin straps that wrapped around her ankles.

The kind that take forever to take off, Ethan thought. And then: Nico's going to see those straps. He's going to watch her unzip them. Or maybe he'll do it himself.

His dick surged against his zipper.

God, what the fuck is wrong with me.

“Ready?” Maya asked.

Ethan nodded. Held the door open. Watched her walk past him into the hallway, the hem of the green dress swaying with each step.

She's walking to meet another man, he thought. And I'm following her.

He locked the door behind them.



The elevator ride was silent. Maya stood close to him—closer than necessary—and he could smell her perfume. Something floral. Something expensive. Something she only wore on special occasions.

Special occasions, he thought. Like meeting another man for drinks.

The elevator stopped. The doors opened. The bar was on the first floor of the building, tucked in the corner near the mailroom, dark wood and low lighting and the kind of jazz that sounded like it was being played in another room. Ethan had walked past it a hundred times. He'd never been inside.

Nico was already there.

He was sitting at a table near the back, the kind tucked into an alcove with a booth along the wall and two chairs facing it. He'd chosen the booth. That meant Maya would sit next to him.

Unless Ethan takes the booth.

He couldn't. Something about the way Nico looked at him—calm, expectant, already knowing—made Ethan slide into the chair.

Maya hesitated.

She looked at Nico, then at Ethan, then back at Nico. Her hand was on the back of the booth, fingers curled around the edge.

“Sit,” Nico said. Not an order. Just a fact. Like the weather. Like gravity.

Maya sat.

Nico wore a dark gray shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbow. His forearms were tan, muscular, dusted with dark hair. A thin silver watch on his left wrist. No wedding ring. Ethan had never noticed that before—whether he wore one, whether he'd ever worn one. The thought sat strangely in his chest.

Up close, Nico looked older than Ethan remembered. Not old—just older. Late thirties. Lines at the corners of his eyes. A scar on his chin, thin and white, that Ethan had never noticed. His hair was salt-and-pepper at the temples, dark everywhere else, combed back from his forehead.

He looks like a man who's done this before, Ethan thought. Like he knows exactly how this ends.

Nico leaned back in the booth. His arm rested along the back of the seat—not touching Maya, but close. Close enough that if she leaned back, her shoulders would press against his bicep.

She didn't lean back. She sat forward, both hands on the table, fingers wrapped around a glass of wine that Ethan hadn't seen anyone pour.

How long have we been here? How long was I staring?

“Ethan.” Nico's voice cut through his thoughts. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” Ethan cleared his throat. “Yeah, sorry. Just—work stuff.”

Nico nodded. His expression didn't change. He didn't believe Ethan—Ethan could tell—but he also didn't push. He just picked up his glass—whiskey, amber, one large cube—and took a slow sip.

Maya's knee touched Nico's under the table.

Ethan saw it happen. The way she shifted in her seat, crossing her legs, her bare knee brushing against Nico's thigh. A small sound escaped her—not quite a gasp, not quite a sigh—and she reached for her wine.

The jazz played on.



The bar filled up slowly. A couple at the counter, laughing about something Ethan couldn't hear. A man reading a book in the corner, nursing a beer. The bartender polishing glasses, pretending not to watch.

Nico was talking about something—his job, maybe, or a trip he'd taken, Ethan couldn't follow the words. All he could see was the way Nico's hand rested on the table, inches from Maya's. All he could feel was the heat coming off her body, even from across the table.

I'm not even touching her, Ethan thought. And I can feel her.

Maya laughed at something Nico said. Tilted her head. Touched her neck.

She's nervous, Ethan realized. She's doing the thing she does when she's nervous.

She bit her lip.

Ethan's dick throbbed.

Stop. You're going to get hard. You're going to stand up and everyone's going to see.

He couldn't stop. He didn't want to stop. He wanted to watch. He wanted to see how far this would go.

Nico shifted in the booth. His leg pressed against Maya's—not a brush this time, not an accident. A deliberate press. His thigh against hers, the fabric of his pants against her bare skin.

Maya didn't move away.

She didn't look at him. She kept her eyes on Ethan—on her husband—and smiled. A slow, lazy smile that didn't reach her eyes.

She knows. She knows I can see. She knows I'm watching.

His dick was fully hard now, pressing against his zipper. He shifted in his chair, trying to find an angle that didn't hurt.

Nico's hand left the table.

Ethan watched it disappear beneath the white tablecloth. Watched Maya's breath catch. Watched her fingers tighten around her wine glass.

His hand is on her leg.

Nico's palm pressed against Maya's thigh. Just below the hem of her dress. Just above her knee.

Maya's jaw tightened.

“Tell me about your job,” she said. Her voice was steady. Too steady. “Ethan's never good at explaining what you actually do.”

Nico's thumb traced a slow circle on the inside of her thigh.

“Private equity,” he said. “We buy companies, fix them, sell them.”

“Fix them how?”

His thumb moved higher.

“Depends on the company. Sometimes it's about cutting costs. Sometimes it's about finding new markets.”

Maya's legs parted. Just slightly. Just enough.

She's letting him. She's opening for him.

“Sounds brutal,” Maya said.

Nico shrugged. His thumb was an inch from the edge of her underwear now. Ethan could picture it—the white cotton thong she'd put on before the dress. The way the fabric would feel under his thumb. The way Maya's skin would feel, damp with sweat and arousal.

“Sometimes it is,” Nico said. “But when it works, everyone wins.”

His thumb pressed against her.

Maya's eyes fluttered. Just for a second. Just long enough for Ethan to see.

“You okay?” he asked. His voice came out rough.

Maya nodded. “Fine. Just—the wine. I'm not used to drinking on an empty stomach.”

Nico's thumb moved again. Pushing the hem of her dress higher. Exposing more of her thigh.

Ethan couldn't see it—the tablecloth was in the way—but he could see Maya's face. The way her nostrils flared. Her lips parted.

He's touching her pussy. His hand is inside her dress and he's touching her pussy.

Nico's middle finger slid along the damp cotton of Maya's thong. Pressed against the fabric. Found the seam. Found the heat beneath.

Maya bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.

“You're quiet,” Nico said to Ethan.

Ethan blinked. “Just—listening.”

“To the music?”

“To everything.”

Nico smiled. A small, private smile. Like he and Ethan were sharing a secret.

We are. His hand is in my wife's underwear and we're both pretending it's not happening.

Nico's finger pushed the fabric aside.



Ethan saw Maya's whole body change. Her thighs, which had been pressed together, fell open. Her hips lifted off the seat—just a fraction, just a twitch—and then settled back down.

She's opening for him. She's not just letting him. She's helping him.

Nico's finger didn't enter. Not yet. He pressed the pad of his fingertip against her opening—through the thin cotton, through her wetness—and held it there.

Maya's breath caught.

Her hand flew to the table, gripping the edge. Her knuckles were white.

“Look at me,” Nico said, low enough that only she could hear.

She looked at him.

“You want this.”

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I want this.”

Nico's finger pushed inside her.

Just the tip. Just the first knuckle.

Ethan could see it—not the finger itself, but the way Maya's whole body jerked. Her mouth fell open. Her eyes rolled back for a split second before she caught herself.

A soft, wet sound escaped from under the table. Not her voice. Something else.

Her pussy. I can hear her pussy.

Nico pulled his finger out. Held it there, just at her entrance.

“You're soaked,” he said. “I can feel it through the cotton.”

He pushed back in. Deeper. Two knuckles.

Maya's hips rolled forward, chasing his hand.

“That's it,” Nico said. “That's my girl.”

He added a second finger.

Maya bit her lip so hard a bead of blood welled up.

Ethan's dick throbbed against his zipper. Pre-cum leaked through his boxers. His hand was on his thigh, twitching, wanting to move to his zipper.

Don't. Don't you dare.

Nico's fingers curled inside her—pressing upward, finding that spot, the one Ethan had only ever found by accident.

Maya made a sound. Not a moan. Not a gasp. A low, guttural hum that vibrated through her chest.

“That's it,” Nico said. “Right there.”

He moved his fingers faster. In and out. In and out. The wet sound was louder now—obscene, rhythmic, impossible to ignore.

Ethan's hand moved to his zipper.

He pulled it down.

His hand slipped inside his boxers. Wrapped around himself. He was slick with pre-cum, throbbing, desperate.

He'll know. He'll see.

He didn't care.

He started to stroke.

Maya's eyes met his across the table. Glassy. Unfocused. She saw his hand moving under the table. She saw what he was doing.

She nodded. Just once.

Yes, her eyes said. Do it. Watch me.

Nico added a third finger.

Maya's whole body arched. Her back came off the seat. Her mouth opened wide—silent, shaking, on the edge of something.

“Don't come yet,” Nico said. “Not until I say.”

She whimpered.

Ethan's hand moved faster.



Maya's POV

Don't close your eyes.

She told herself that over and over, a mantra, a prayer. Don't close your eyes. Don't let him see how much you want this.

Nico's fingers were inside her. Three of them. Stretching her, filling her, pressing against that spot that made her see stars.

I'm going to come. I'm going to come in the middle of a bar with my husband watching.

The thought made her wetter.

She could feel her own wetness running down her thighs, soaking the leather seat beneath her. She could smell herself—musky, sweet, the scent of her own arousal—mixing with Nico's cologne and the wine on her breath.

Someone's going to know. The bartender. The couple at the next table. Someone's going to smell it.

The thought made her clench.

Nico groaned. “Fuck. Do that again.”

She clenched again—harder this time, squeezing his fingers with her inner muscles.

“That's it,” he said. “That's my girl.”

His thumb found her clit. Pressed. Circled.

She was so close.

“Ethan,” Nico said, not breaking his rhythm. “Your wife is very wet.”

Ethan's voice came from across the table. “I know.”

“Can you smell her?”

A pause.

“Yes.”

“What does she smell like?”

Another pause. Longer.

“Like sex,” Ethan said. His voice was hoarse. “Like she's already been fucked.”

Nico smiled.

“Not yet,” he said. “But soon.”



Ethan couldn't breathe.

He stroked himself under the table—slow, desperate, trying to match the rhythm of Nico's fingers inside Maya. His dick was slick, throbbing, the head swollen and dark.

I'm going to come. I'm going to come in my pants like a teenager.

Nico's fingers moved faster. The wet sound was louder now—a soft, squelching noise that seemed to echo off the walls.

Maya's breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her chest heaved under the green dress. Her nipples were hard, visible through the thin fabric.

“Look at him,” Nico said.

Maya turned her head. Looked at Ethan.

“He's touching himself,” Nico said. “He's watching me finger you, and he's touching himself.”

Maya's eyes dropped to Ethan's lap. She could see his hand moving under the table.

“Harder,” she said.

Ethan's hand moved faster.

“Faster,” she said.

He stroked faster.

“Now,” she said.

Ethan came.

The orgasm hit him like a wave—sudden, violent, overwhelming. He spilled into his hand, onto his jeans, onto the floor. He bit down on his lip to keep from groaning.

Maya watched him come. Watched his face twist, his eyes roll back, his body shake.

She came too.

Her pussy clenched around Nico's fingers—pulse after pulse after pulse, soaking his hand, dripping onto the seat. Her whole body arched off the booth. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

Nico held her through it. Fingers still inside her. Thumb still circling her clit.

“That's my good girl,” he whispered.

Ethan slumped back in his chair, breathing hard, cum cooling on his skin.

He watched Nico pull his fingers out of Maya's pussy. Watched him bring them to his mouth. Watched him lick them clean.

“Delicious,” Nico said.

Ethan's dick twitched. Already getting hard again.



The server appeared at Ethan's elbow.

“Can I get you another round?”

Maya shook her head. Her hair was damp at the temples, her lipstick smeared where she'd bitten it.

“Water,” she said. “Just water.”

The server nodded. Turned to Nico.

“Sir?”

Nico's hand was still between Maya's legs. His fingers were still inside her. Ethan could see the way Maya's dress bunched at her hips, her thighs pressed together, her whole body trembling.

He's not going to stop. He's going to keep touching her while she orders water.

“Whiskey,” Nico said. “Same as before.”

The server turned to leave.

Maya's hips jerked.

He moved his fingers. He moved them while the server was standing right there.

“Wait,” Maya said.

The server turned back.

“Are you okay, ma'am?”

Maya nodded. But she wasn't okay. Ethan could see it—her eyes too bright, her breathing too shallow, her hands gripping the edge of the table.

She's coming again. She's coming while the server watches.

“I—” Maya started.

Her voice broke.

The server leaned closer. “Ma'am?”

Ethan's hand shot out, covering Maya's. Squeezing.

“She's fine,” he said. “She just—she had too much wine. We're not used to drinking this early.”

The server looked at Maya. At her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, the tremor in her hands.

“Maybe some food?” the server suggested. “Some bread?”

Maya shook her head. Her jaw clenched, her teeth grinding.

She's trying not to moan. She's trying not to let him hear.

Nico's hand moved again—Ethan could see the way Maya's body rocked, her hips lifting off the seat—and then Maya's eyes went wide.

He's pushing deeper. He's putting his fingers all the way inside her.

“Bread,” Maya said. The word came out strangled. “Yes. Bread. Please.”

The server nodded. Walked away.

Maya collapsed forward, her forehead hitting the table. A low, guttural sound escaped her—half-moan, half-sob—and her whole body shook.

Ethan reached for her. “Maya—”

“Don't.” Nico's voice was quiet. “Let her.”

Maya's hands curled into fists. Her knuckles were white.

She's coming again. She's been coming this whole time.

Nico's hand slid out from beneath the table. His fingers were wet. Glossy. In the dim light, Ethan could see the slickness on his skin.

Nico looked at his fingers. Looked at Ethan. Very slowly, very deliberately, he brought them to his mouth.

He licked them clean.

Maya watched from the table, her cheek pressed against the wood. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her mouth slack.

“Delicious,” Nico said.

Ethan's dick throbbed.



Maya sat up slowly. Her hair was a mess, her dress twisted, her lipstick gone. She looked wrecked. Beautiful.

Nico watched her with the same calm expression he'd worn all night. Like nothing had happened. Like his fingers hadn't been inside her seconds ago.

“The offer stands,” Nico said.

Maya blinked. “What?”

“My proposition. From the other night.” He leaned back in the booth, his arm once again resting along the back. “I don't do ambiguity. If we're going to do this, we do it properly.”

“Do what properly?” Ethan asked. He knew the answer. He wanted to hear Nico say it.

Nico looked at him. Held his gaze.

“Your wife and I are going to have sex. In my apartment. With or without you there. That's the offer.”

The word sex landed like a press release she hadn't authorized—true, but not hers.

Maya's hand found Ethan's under the table. Squeezed.

“You don't have to decide now,” Nico said. “But I need to know by Saturday.”

“Saturday?” Maya's voice was soft.

“Saturday night. Nine o'clock. You come to my apartment. My rules. My terms.”

“And if I don't want to?”

Nico shrugged. “Then we forget this ever happened. I'm not going to force anyone into anything.”

But you already did, Ethan thought. You already put your hands on her. You already made her come.

He didn't say it. He couldn't.

Maya was looking at him. Waiting.

She wants me to decide. She's giving me the choice.

Ethan thought about his wife's face. The way she'd looked when Nico's fingers were inside her. The way she'd trembled. The sounds she'd made.

I want to see it again. I want to see more.

He nodded.

Nico's expression didn't change.

“Maya?” he said. “I need to hear it from you.”

Maya swallowed. Her throat moved. A bead of sweat rolled down her neck, disappearing into the neckline of her dress.

“We'll try,” she said. “Saturday.”

Nico smiled. Not a warm smile—a satisfied one. The smile of a man who'd gotten exactly what he wanted.

“Saturday,” he said. “Nine o'clock. You come to my apartment. You knock on my door. Alone.”

He stood. Tucked his wallet back into his pocket—Ethan hadn't seen him pay—and buttoned his jacket.

“It was nice seeing you both.”

He walked out of the bar.

The jazz played on.



Maya stared at the table. Her hand was still in Ethan's.

“We should go,” she said.

“Yeah.”

Neither of them moved.

The server appeared with a basket of bread. Looked at their empty chairs—Nico's side of the booth, vacant now—and frowned.

“Your friend leave?”

“Something came up,” Ethan said.

The server set the bread on the table. Walked away.

Maya pulled her hand free. Reached for the bread. Tore off a piece, put it in her mouth, chewed.

“What are you thinking?” Ethan asked.

She swallowed. Took a sip of water.

“I'm thinking that I just had an orgasm in the middle of a bar while our neighbor fingered me under the table.”

“Language.”

She looked at him. Her eyes were dry now. Clear.

“Fucked,” she said. “He fucked me with his fingers while you watched. How's that for language?”

Ethan didn't answer.

Maya stood. Her legs were unsteady—he could see it, the way she gripped the edge of the table—but she didn't fall.

“I'm going home,” she said. “You can stay if you want.”

“I'll come with you.”

“Suit yourself.”

She walked toward the elevator. Ethan followed. In the elevator, she stood close to him—closer than necessary—and he could smell her. Not perfume this time. Something else. Something muskier.

She's still wet. She can feel it running down her thighs.

The elevator doors opened. Maya walked to their apartment. Unlocked the door. Stepped inside.

Ethan followed.

The door closed behind them.

Maya turned to face him.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” she asked.

Ethan shook his head.

“Saturday,” he said. “He said you can't touch me until Saturday.”

Maya stared at him.

“You're serious.”

“I'm serious.”

She laughed. A short, broken sound.

“You're insane.”

“Probably.”

Maya walked to the bedroom. Stopped in the doorway. Looked back at him.

“I'm going to take a shower,” she said. “Are you going to watch?”

Ethan thought about it.

“No,” he said. “I'm going to sit in the living room and think about what I just watched.”

Maya nodded. Disappeared into the bedroom.

The bathroom door closed. The shower started.

Ethan sat on the couch. Stared at the wall.

His dick was still hard.



He didn't sleep.

He lay in bed next to Maya—she'd come out of the shower in a thin cotton nightgown, her hair wet, her skin damp—and stared at the ceiling.

She was asleep. Or pretending. Her breathing was slow, even, her body curled toward him, her hand resting on his chest.

She's touching me. After everything, she's still touching me.

Nico's words echoed in his head.

Saturday. Nine o'clock. My apartment. My rules.

Ethan reached for his phone. The screen glowed in the dark.

He opened the browser. Typed: cuckold fantasy first time advice.

The search results blurred. He couldn't read them. He couldn't focus.

He typed again: how to know if you're really a cuckold.

The first result was a forum post. I watched my wife take another man's cock and I've never been harder.

Ethan clicked.

The post was long—paragraphs, details, descriptions. A man describing the first time his wife had sex with someone else. The way she'd looked. The sounds she'd made. The way her body had moved.

She came so hard she cried, the man wrote. And I came in my pants watching her.

Ethan's hand moved to his dick.

Don't. Don't.

He kept reading.

Afterward, she came back to bed and kissed me. She tasted like him. I could smell him on her skin. And I loved it. I loved every fucking second of it.

Ethan's hand was inside his boxers now. He was hard—so hard it hurt—and he couldn't stop.

I want that. I want to taste him on her lips.

He came.

Maya stirred beside him. Mumbled something in her sleep. Rolled over.

Ethan wiped his hand on the sheet. Stared at the ceiling.

Saturday. Nine o'clock.

He set an alarm.


CHAPTER 3: THE DOOR

The bathroom mirror had fogged over twice already.

Maya stood in front of it, wrapped in a towel, her damp hair clinging to her neck. She'd showered once—no, twice. The first time to wash off the day. The second because she couldn't stop thinking about his hands.

Nico's hands.

She pressed her palm against the glass, clearing a circle. Her face stared back. Flushed. Eyes too bright. Lip already bitten raw.

You look like someone about to do something stupid, she thought.

Or something she'd been wanting to do for weeks.

The red lingerie was laid out on the counter. Ethan had never seen it. She'd bought it three months ago, hidden it in the back of her underwear drawer, told herself it was for their anniversary.

She'd known. Some part of her had known it wasn't for him.

The bra was lace—deep crimson, almost burgundy in the low light. Underwire, push-up, the kind that made her breasts look fuller, rounder, spilling slightly over the top. The thong matched. A thin strip of fabric that would disappear between her cheeks, leaving nothing to the imagination.

She reached for it. Held it up.

This is insane.

She put it on.

The lace was cool against her skin at first, then warmed. She adjusted the straps, turned sideways, studied her reflection. The bra lifted her breasts just enough to create deep shadow between them. The thong sat low on her hips, the waistband pressing into the soft skin just above her pelvic bone.

She looked like someone else.

Someone who knocked on neighbors' doors at nine o'clock at night.

Someone who said start.



Ethan leaned against the bedroom doorway, arms crossed, trying to look casual. Trying not to look like a man whose heart was trying to punch through his ribs.

The bathroom door was closed. He could hear her moving around in there—the rustle of fabric, the click of a drawer opening and closing, the soft exhale of someone holding their breath.

She's nervous. Good. So am I.

He should have been in the living room. She'd told him to wait there. But he couldn't sit still. He'd tried. Paced the length of the couch six times. Picked up his phone, put it down, picked it up again. Opened the forum—OurSecret—scrolled through three posts without reading a single word.

His dick was already half-hard. Just from the waiting. Just from the knowledge of what was coming.

The bathroom door opened.

Steam billowed out, carrying the smell of her shampoo—something floral, something expensive, something she only used on nights when she wanted to feel beautiful.

She stepped out.

Red lace. Nothing else. Her hair still damp, darkening the straps of the bra where it touched her shoulders. Her skin pink from the heat, the freckles across her chest standing out like splattered paint.

She saw him. Froze.

“I thought I told you to wait in the other room.”

“I got bored.”

“You could have turned on the TV.”

“Nothing good on.”

She rolled her eyes, but her mouth twitched. Not quite a smile. More like the ghost of one.

Ethan couldn't look away. The lace cupped her breasts—pushing them up, pressing them together. His mouth went dry. The thong sat so low on her hips, the waistband cutting across the soft swell of her belly.

She's wearing that for him. She put that on for another man.

His dick throbbed against his zipper.

“Ethan.” Her voice was soft. “You're staring.”

“I know.”

She walked toward him. The towel was still in her hand—she'd been using it to squeeze water from her hair—and she tossed it onto the bed as she passed. The motion made her breasts shift under the lace.

She stopped in front of him. Close enough that he could smell her. Not the shampoo this time. Her. The warm, clean scent of her skin.

“Zip me up?” She turned, presenting her back. The bra had a small clasp between her shoulder blades, hidden beneath a thin strip of lace.

Ethan reached for it. His fingers trembled.

Don't shake. Don't let her see you shake.

He pinched the clasp. It released. The bra loosened slightly, but she didn't reach up to hold it in place. She just stood there, waiting.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“If you don't want me to go—”

“I want you to go.”

She turned her head, looking at him over her shoulder. Her eyes were wide. Uncertain.

“Really?”

“I want you to go,” he said again, “and I want you to come back. Both things are true.”

She held his gaze for a long moment. Then she nodded, turned back around, and reached for the dress.

The emerald one. The one she'd tried on first, then rejected, then come back to. Straps thicker than the black dress. Neckline lower. Fabric that caught the light and held it.

She stepped into it, pulled it up over her hips, over her waist, over her breasts. The straps settled on her shoulders. The fabric hugged every curve.

“Zip me?” she said again.

This time, he zipped her up.

His knuckles brushed against her spine. She shivered.

“Sorry,” he said.

“Don't be.”

She turned to face him. The dress was even more stunning than he'd remembered—the deep green making her eyes look darker, her skin paler, the freckles across her chest look like scattered gold.

“How do I look?”

Like someone about to fuck our neighbor, he thought.

“Beautiful,” he said.

She smiled. A real smile. Not the ghost of one.

Then she reached for her heels.



The heels were torture.

Strappy. Nude. Four inches. The kind of shoes that made her calves ache after twenty minutes and her feet scream after an hour. But they made her legs look incredible—longer, leaner, the muscles in her calves standing out with every step.

She slipped them on, one at a time, watching herself in the full-length mirror by the door.

You look like you're going on a date.

You are going on a date.

You're going to knock on your neighbor's door and let him do things to you while your husband waits at home.

Her stomach clenched.

“Ready?” Ethan's voice came from behind her. He stood in the hallway, hands in his pockets, shoulders hunched. He looked smaller than usual. Younger. Scared.

“Almost.”

She grabbed her clutch—small, black, barely big enough for her phone and a lipstick—and turned to face him.

“Okay,” she said. “Now I'm ready.”

He didn't move.

“Maya.”

“Yeah.”

“If you change your mind—”

“I won't.”

“—you can call me. Any time. I'll come get you. No questions asked.”

She walked toward him. Kissed him on the cheek. His skin was warm. He smelled like coffee and soap and something else—something anxious, something afraid.

“I know,” she said. “But I won't.”

She opened the door.

The hallway was empty. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting everything in a sickly yellow glow. The carpet was gray, stained, worn thin in places. Numbered doors lined both walls, each one identical, each one hiding a life she'd never see.

902. Nico's apartment. Two floors up. End of the hall.

She walked toward the elevator.

Behind her, she heard Ethan step into the doorway. She didn't turn around. She couldn't. If she turned around, she'd see his face—the fear, the want, the desperate hope—and she'd lose her nerve.

The elevator doors opened. She stepped inside.

Turned.

Ethan was still standing in the doorway, watching her. His arms were crossed again, but this time it wasn't casual. This time it looked like he was holding himself together.

She held his gaze.

This isn't goodbye. This is something else.

The doors closed.



The elevator climbed slowly. Maya watched the numbers change—3, 4, 5, 6—and tried to breathe.

In through the nose. Out through the mouth.

The doors opened on 7.

A man stepped in. Forties. Suit. Carrying a briefcase. He nodded at her, then turned his back.

Maya pressed herself against the wall. Her dress was short. Her thighs were bare. The red lace thong was invisible, but she felt visible—felt like everyone could see what she was about to do.

The man glanced at the mirror. His eyes flicked to her reflection. Down her body. Back up.

He didn't say anything. He didn't have to.

He knows. He can smell it on me—the want, the fear, the anticipation.

The elevator stopped at 9. She stepped out. Her heels clicked on the carpet.

Behind her, she heard the man exhale—a long, low breath.

The doors closed.

She didn't look back.



The hallway here was different. Nicer. Wider. The carpet darker, the walls painted a warm cream instead of institutional beige. Soft sconces cast pools of light every few feet.

She walked toward 902.

Her heels clicked on the floor. Each step sounded too loud. Someone's going to hear me. Someone's going to open their door and see me standing here, dressed like this, and they're going to know.

She stopped in front of his door.

902, the brass numbers read. No decoration. No welcome mat. No nameplate.

She raised her hand to knock.

Knock, Maya. Just knock.

She knocked. Twice.

Silence.

She was about to knock again when the door opened.



He stood in shadow.

The light from the hallway spilled past her, illuminating just enough: bare feet, dark trousers—pressed, expensive, no belt—and nothing else. His chest was bare. Tan skin stretched over muscle, a light smattering of dark hair between his pectorals, trailing down his stomach, disappearing beneath the waistband of his pants.

His face was half in shadow. She could see his jaw, the line of his throat, the way his Adam's apple moved when he swallowed.

“Come in,” he said.

His voice was low. Calm. Like he'd been expecting her. Like he'd been waiting.

She stepped forward.

His hand shot out—not fast, not rough, but sudden—and wrapped around her wrist. His fingers were warm. Callused. They circled her completely, thumb pressing against her pulse point.

He pulled her inside.

The door closed behind her.



Darkness.

Her eyes struggled to adjust. She could make out shapes—a couch, a coffee table, a floor lamp in the corner casting weak light toward the ceiling. The air smelled like him. Wood and spice and something darker, something masculine.

His hand was still on her wrist.

He pulled her forward. Not roughly—deliberately. Each step measured. Each step bringing her deeper into his space.

Her back hit the door.

She hadn't realized they'd moved. Hadn't realized he'd turned her, positioned her, until the solid wood pressed against her spine.

He stepped into her.

His body was warm. Hot. She could feel the heat radiating off his chest, feel the fabric of his trousers against her bare thighs—her dress had ridden up during the walk, bunched around her hips—and feel his breath on her face.

He was taller than she'd remembered. Or maybe she was just aware of it now, now that he was close enough to kiss.

His knee pressed between her legs.

Not hard. Not forcing. Just there. A presence. A question.

She didn't close her thighs. She let them fall open, let his leg settle against her, let the pressure build where the lace of her thong pressed against her.

He's not even touching me. Not really. And I'm already—

His hand moved.

From her wrist to her shoulder. From her shoulder to her throat.

He didn't squeeze. Didn't press. Just placed his palm against her neck, his fingers curling around the curve of her jaw, his thumb resting in the hollow beneath her ear.

She could feel her pulse hammering against his palm.

He knows. He can feel how fast my heart is beating.

He leaned closer. His lips brushed her ear.

“Say ‘start.'”

His voice was barely a whisper. She felt it more than heard it—the vibration of his words traveling through his chest, through her, settling somewhere deep in her belly.

“Say it.”

She opened her mouth.

Her throat was dry. Her heart pounded. Her whole body trembled—not from fear, not from cold, but from something else. Something she couldn't name.

“Start,” she whispered.

His hand tightened on her throat. Just slightly. Just enough.

“Louder.”

“Start.”

His knee pressed harder between her legs. She could feel the heat of her own body now, the wetness soaking through the thin lace of her thong, the way her hips wanted to move, wanted to grind against him.

He smiled.

She could see it in the dim light—the curve of his lips, the flash of white teeth.

“Good girl.”



The apartment was too quiet.

Ethan stood in the living room, staring at the door, listening to the silence. The TV was off. The radio was off. Even the refrigerator had stopped humming, like it was holding its breath.

She's up there. She's at his door right now. She's knocking. Or maybe she's already inside.

He checked his phone. No messages. No calls. Just the lock screen, glowing softly in the dark, showing the time.

She's been gone nine minutes.

His phone buzzed.

His heart stopped.

He looked down.

Nico: She's here.

Ethan stared at the words. Three words. Three words that changed everything.

His thumbs hovered over the keyboard. He should respond. Should say something. Okay. Good. Take care of her.

He couldn't type.

The phone buzzed again.

Nico: I'm going to send you something. Don't answer. Just listen.

A new message appeared. A voice memo.

Ethan's finger shook as he pressed play.



His hand was still on her throat.

She could feel her pulse beating against his palm—fast, too fast, like a sentence she'd been afraid to finish. She wondered if he could feel it too. If he was counting the beats, measuring her fear, her excitement, her desperate want.

“You're trembling,” he said.

“I know.”

“Why?”

She thought about lying. Cold. Nervous. I don't know. But his hand was on her throat and his knee was between her legs and she could feel how wet she was, how ready, how hungry.

“Because I want this,” she said.

His thumb moved. Tracing the line of her jaw.

“Want what?”

“You.”

He smiled again. That same slow curve of his lips, the one that made her stomach clench and her thighs press together.

“You don't know me,” he said.

“I know enough.”

“Enough for what?”

Enough to let you touch me. Enough to let you take me. Enough to let you do things my husband never would.

She didn't say it. She didn't have to. He could see it in her eyes—she knew he could.

His hand slid from her throat to her shoulder. From her shoulder to the strap of her dress.

He hooked one finger under the thin fabric. Pulled it down.

The strap slid off her shoulder, falling halfway down her arm. The neckline of the dress gaped, revealing the top curve of her breast, still covered in red lace.

“Pretty,” he said. “Did you buy this for me?”

She shook her head.

“Then who?”

“Myself.”

He pulled the strap lower. The lace shifted. Her nipple was almost visible now, hidden only by the thinnest layer of fabric.

“And yet,” he said, “here you are. Wearing it for me.”

She didn't answer.

He was right.

He pulled the other strap down.

The dress sagged. The lace cups of her bra were fully visible now, pushed up, pushed together, her breasts spilling over the top.

He looked at her. Really looked. His eyes traveled from her face to her throat to her chest, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the shadow between them.

“You're beautiful,” he said.

Her breath caught.

“Thank you.”

“It wasn't a compliment.”

She blinked.

“It was an observation,” he said. “You're beautiful. That's just a fact. It doesn't mean anything.”

Then why did you say it?

She didn't ask. She was afraid of the answer.



The voice memo was thirty seconds long.

Ethan listened to it three times.

The first time, he couldn't make out the words. Just sounds—muffled voices, the creak of a door, a woman's breath catching.

The second time, he heard Nico's voice. Low. Calm. Asking something. He couldn't tell what.

The third time, he heard Maya.

“Start.”

Her voice was soft. Barely a whisper. But he knew it. He knew every inflection, every tremor, every breath.

She said it. She said start.

His hand moved to his zipper.

Don't. Don't you dare.

He kept listening.



His hand was on her hip now.

His fingers pressed against the curve of her waist, through the thin fabric of her dress. She could feel each one—index, middle, ring, pinky—spread wide, covering as much of her as possible.

“This stays on,” he said, tugging at her dress. “For now.”

“And if I want it off?”

“Then you'll ask.”

His hand slid lower. Over her hip, down her thigh, gathering the fabric of her dress as it went. She felt the cool air on her bare legs, on the backs of her thighs, on the wet lace of her thong.

His fingers found the waistband.

“These too,” he said. “You won't need them.”

He hooked his thumb under the elastic. Pulled.

The lace stretched, then snapped back against her skin.

“Not yet,” he said.

He let go.

Maya's hips jerked forward. Involuntary. Desperate.

He laughed. A low sound, barely audible, more breath than voice.

“Eager.”

She couldn't deny it.

His hand moved again. Down her thigh, past the hem of her dress, to her knee.

“Step,” he said.

She didn't understand.

“Step,” he said again. “Spread your legs. Wider.”

She did.

His knee pressed between her thighs again, higher this time. She could feel the fabric of his trousers against her bare skin, the warmth of his body through the thin wool.

“Good,” he said.

His fingers traced up her inner thigh. Slowly. Deliberately. Every inch measured, every movement calculated.

She held her breath.

He's going to touch me. He's going to put his hands on me and I'm going to fall apart.

His fingers stopped an inch from the edge of her thong.

“Look at me,” he said.

She raised her eyes to his.

His face was serious now. No smile. No amusement. Just focus.

“Say it again.”

“Say what?”

“Start.”

She swallowed.

“Start.”

His fingers moved.



The voice memo ended.

Ethan sat in the dark, phone pressed to his ear, listening to silence. Thirty seconds of silence. Thirty seconds of imagining what was happening upstairs.

His hand was still on his zipper.

He pulled it down.

I shouldn't. I should wait.

His hand was inside his boxers.

Hard. So hard it hurt. The head of his dick slick with pre-cum, smearing against his stomach, against the waistband of his jeans.

He thought about Maya's voice. Start.

He thought about Nico's hands on her body.

He thought about the way she'd looked in the red lace, her breasts spilling over the top of the bra, her hips moving when she walked.

He started to stroke.

Slow at first. Then faster.

The apartment was silent. The only sound was his breathing, ragged and uneven, and the soft wet noise of his hand moving on his dick.

She's with him. Right now. Right now, she's with him.

He came.

The orgasm hit him like a wave—sudden, overwhelming, leaving him gasping. He spilled into his hand, onto his stomach, onto the dark fabric of his jeans.

He sat there, breathing hard, staring at the ceiling.

What the fuck am I doing?

He didn't have an answer.



His fingers slid under the lace.

Wet. So wet she could feel it—the slickness coating her inner thighs, the way his fingers slipped against her skin, the way they found her entrance without resistance.

He didn't push inside. Not yet. He just rested his fingers there, pressing against her, feeling her.

“So wet,” he said. “And I've barely touched you.”

She couldn't speak. Her throat tight, her breath shallow, her whole body trembling.

“Does your husband make you this wet?”

The question caught her off guard.

“I—”

“Answer.”

“Sometimes.”

“Not all the time?”

“No.”

He pushed one finger inside her.

Just one. Just the tip.

“Does he make you come?”

She nodded.

“When?”

“During. After.”

“Not before?”

She shook her head.

He pushed deeper. His finger slid all the way in, curling slightly, pressing against her front wall.

“What about you?” he asked. “Do you make yourself come?”

“Sometimes.”

“How?”

His thumb found her clit. Pressed. Circled.

Oh God.

“With my—with my hand,” she managed. “Or a toy.”

“What kind of toy?”

“A vibrator.”

His thumb moved faster.

“Do you think about anyone when you use it?”

She closed her eyes.

“Answer.”

“You,” she whispered. “I think about you.”

He pushed a second finger inside her.



His phone buzzed again.

He almost didn't look. Still sitting in the dark, still covered in his own cum, still trying to remember how to breathe.

The phone buzzed again. And again.

Three messages.

Nico: She said your name.

Nico: When I asked who she thinks about.

Nico: She said you.

Ethan stared at the screen.

His dick, already softening, twitched.

He didn't know what to feel. Jealousy? Relief? Arousal?

All of it. None of it.

He typed back: Is she okay?

Nico: She's perfect.

The phone went dark.

Ethan sat in the silence, waiting for something—a sign, a signal, a voice in his head telling him what to do.

Nothing came.

Just the hum of the refrigerator.

Just the throb of his own heartbeat.

Just the memory of Maya's voice.

Start.



His fingers were inside her.

Two of them. Thick. Long. Stretching her in ways she hadn't been stretched in years.

He looked at her face—watching her, studying her, cataloging every flutter of her eyelids, every parting of her lips, every sharp intake of breath.

“You're close,” he said.

She nodded.

“Not yet.”

He pulled his fingers out.

She cried out—a small sound, desperate, involuntary—and grabbed at his wrist.

“No,” she said. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please don't stop.”

His hand moved to her hip. Gripped. Held her in place.

“You don't get to come,” he said, “until I say you can.”

She stared at him. Her chest heaving, her thighs slick, her whole body burning.

“Do you understand?”

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I understand.”

“That's it,” he said.

He kissed her.

His mouth was soft at first—barely touching hers, a whisper of pressure, a question. Then harder. His tongue slid between her lips, tasting her, claiming her.

She kissed him back.

She couldn't help it.

When he pulled away, she was breathless.

“One more thing,” he said.

“What?”

He looked at the door.

“Your husband is waiting.”

She knew.

“Let him wait.”



His hand was on her throat again.

Not pressing. Just resting. The weight of it—the warmth of it—was enough to make her feel held. Claimed.

“Tonight,” he said, “you're mine.”

She should have been afraid.

She wasn't.

“Tomorrow, you go home to him.”

She nodded.

“But tonight—”

His thumb traced the line of her jaw.

“—you don't think about him.”

“What if I can't help it?”

“Then I'll give you something else to think about.”

His hand slid down her body. Past her throat, past her chest, past the lace of her bra. Over her stomach, over her hip, over the wet heat between her legs.

His fingers found her again.

“Ready?” he asked.

She looked at him. At his dark eyes, his steady gaze, his calm certainty.

He knows what he's doing. He's done this before.

“Yes,” she said.

He smiled.

“Then say it.”

“Start,” she whispered.

He pushed inside her.



The apartment was silent.

Ethan sat in the dark, phone in his lap, cum drying on his stomach, and listened.

Not to sounds—there were no sounds. Just the hum of the refrigerator, the tick of the clock on the wall, the beat of his own heart.

He listened to the silence.

And in the silence, he heard her.

Not her voice. Not her breath. Something else. Something deeper.

She's with him. She's with him right now.

His phone buzzed.

Nico: She said start.

Ethan stared at the words.

His dick, soft and spent, twitched.

He typed back: I know.

Nico: I'm going to take care of her.

Ethan: I know.

Nico: You can listen if you want.

Ethan: I don't know if I can.

Nico: That's okay. I'll tell you everything tomorrow.

Ethan: Okay.

Nico: She's beautiful, by the way.

Ethan: I know.

The phone went dark.

Ethan sat in the silence.

And waited.



The world had narrowed to this: his fingers inside her, his hand on her throat, his breath on her face.

Nothing else mattered.

Not Ethan, waiting downstairs. Not the neighbors, in their apartments, living their quiet lives. Not tomorrow, or the day after, or any of the days that would follow.

Just this.

Just him.

“Look at me,” he said.

She opened her eyes.

“I want you to remember this,” he said. “Not the orgasm. Not the way my fingers feel. I want you to remember the way you feel right now. The wanting.”

She nodded.

“You're going to go home tonight. You're going to crawl into bed next to your husband. And you're going to lie there, in the dark, thinking about this moment.”

His thumb pressed against her clit.

“Thinking about me.”

She gasped.

“And tomorrow,” he said, “you're going to wake up and remember that you chose this. That you wanted this. That you came to my door and said start.”

His fingers curled inside her.

“You're going to remember that you're mine.”

She came.

The orgasm tore through her—violent, sudden, unstoppable. Her body arched against his, her hands clawing at his shoulders, her mouth open in a silent scream.

He held her through it. His hand steady on her throat, his fingers still inside her, his body pressing hers against the door.

When it was over, she sagged against him.

He kissed her forehead.

“That's my girl,” he said.

She closed her eyes.



The phone buzzed one last time.

Ethan looked down.

Nico: She's finished. I'm going to walk her to the elevator.

Ethan: Is she okay?

Nico: She's more than okay.

Ethan: I'll be waiting.

Nico: I know you will.

Ethan stood up. Walked to the door. Opened it.

The hallway was empty.

He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, and waited.

The elevator chimed.

The doors opened.

Maya stepped out.

Her dress was rumpled, her hair disheveled, her lipstick gone. She was smiling. A small, private smile. The kind she only wore when she was keeping a secret.

She walked toward him.

Stopped in front of him.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“I'm back.”

“I see that.”

She looked at him. Her eyes were bright. Wet at the corners.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I don't know,” he said. “Are you?”

She thought about it.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think I am.”

She walked past him, into the apartment.

The door closed behind them.




CHAPTER 4: THE RULES

The door clicked shut behind her.

Maya stood in the darkness of Nico's apartment, her back against the wood, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. The hallway light had been cut off the moment the door closed, and now there was only the dim glow from a single lamp in the corner—amber light that barely reached the edges of the room.

She couldn't see him.

She could feel him.

Somewhere in the shadows, watching her. The weight of his gaze on her skin, on the exposed curve of her neck, on the swell of her breasts still covered by the emerald dress. Her breath came shallow. Her palms were damp against her clutch.

Aren't you tempted…

Dane's voice echoed in her head. Not Nico's. The man from the bar. The hypothetical. If the circumstances were just right, I suppose anything's possible.

These were the circumstances.

And Maya was here.

“You're shaking.”

His voice came from her left. Low. Calm. Not a question—an observation. She turned her head toward the sound, but the shadows swallowed him. She could make out the shape of a sofa, a low table, the glint of a glass on its surface.

“I'm not—” she started.

“Don't lie.”

Her mouth snapped shut.

A floorboard creaked. He was moving. She tracked the sound, her eyes straining, but the darkness seemed to thicken around her, pressing in, making her skin prickle.

“You came to my door,” he said, his voice closer now. “You knocked. You said start. You're not here because you're scared.”

A pause.

“You're here because you want something.”

Her throat was dry. “What if I don't know what I want?”

“Then I'll teach you.”

The words landed in her chest like a press release she hadn't authorized—true, but not hers.

A hand touched her shoulder.

She gasped.

His fingers were warm. Heavy. They rested there for a moment—just resting—and then slid down her arm, trailing fire across her skin. Her dress had thin straps, and his thumb brushed against the bare curve of her shoulder, against the edge of the red lace beneath.

“You wore this for him,” he said. “The red.”

She nodded before she realized he could see her in the dark.

“Did you wear it for him,” he asked again, “or for yourself?”

“For—” She stopped. Swallowed. “Both.”

His hand reached her wrist. Fingers wrapped around it—not tight, but firm. Possessive. He pulled her away from the door, deeper into the apartment.

“Come.”



He led her to the center of the room.

A rug beneath her feet—thick, soft, probably expensive. She could feel the fibers pressing against the soles of her heels. He stopped walking. She stopped too.

He let go of her wrist.

“Kneel.”

The word hung in the air.

Maya's breath caught. “What?”

He didn't repeat himself. Just stood there, waiting. She could see him now—his silhouette against the dim light from the lamp, the broad shape of his shoulders, the way his hands rested at his sides.

She'd never knelt for anyone.

Not for Ethan. Not for anyone.

Her knees were already bending. She sank down onto the rug, the fabric rough against her bare skin through the slit of her dress. Her heels dug into the fibers. Her hands rested on her thighs.

She was kneeling.

In a stranger's apartment.

In the dark.

Nico stepped closer. She could see his bare feet now, inches from her knees. The cuffs of his trousers. The buckle of his belt.

“Good,” he said.

The word sent a shiver down her spine.

He crouched down in front of her, bringing his face level with hers. She could see his eyes now—dark, steady, unreadable. He reached out and touched her chin, tilting her face up toward his.

“Before we begin,” he said, “you need to understand something.”

She nodded as best she could with his fingers on her jaw.

“This isn't about what you want. It's about what you need. And you don't know what that is yet.”

He let go of her chin.

“I'm going to give you rules. You're going to follow them. If you can't follow them, you're going to say the safe word, and I'll stop. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Say ‘I understand.'”

“I understand.”

His hand moved to her hair. He gathered it at the back of her head, pulling it away from her face, exposing her throat. The air on the back of her neck—a draft she hadn't noticed before. Her hands, resting on her thighs, looked too white, too still. Like hands in a photograph. Like hands that belonged to someone else. She curled her fingers into fists. The nails bit into her palms. This is real, she told herself. You're really here.

“Rule one,” he said. “I decide when we stop. Not you. Not your husband. Me.”

Her heart skipped.

“If you want to stop, you say the word. Anything else means keep going.”

“What's the word?”

“Red.”

She nodded.

“Rule two. You don't say ‘no.' You say the word, or you say nothing. ‘No' is not an option.”

Her mouth opened. Closed.

“Rule three. When this is over, you go home. You don't stay the night. You don't sleep in my bed.”

Her chest tightened.

“Rule four. Your husband doesn't touch you tonight. Not until I say he can.”

The words landed like blows. Each one stealing a little more of her resistance, a little more of her certainty.

“Do you understand the rules?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Then repeat them.”

She swallowed. “You decide when we stop. I say ‘red' if I want to stop. I don't say ‘no.' I go home afterward. And Ethan—” She hesitated. “Ethan doesn't touch me tonight.”

“That's mine,” he said.

His hand slid from her hair to the back of her neck. Fingers pressed against the base of her skull, firm and warm. She felt her head tilt forward slightly, her gaze dropping to his belt.

“Now,” he said, “we begin.”



Nico stood.

She stayed on her knees, looking up at him. The angle made him seem taller, broader, more impossible. The shadows cut across his chest, his stomach, the line of his jaw.

He reached for his belt.

The leather slid through the buckle. The metal clinked. He pulled the belt free and set it aside—slowly, deliberately, like he had all the time in the world.

His hands went to the button of his trousers.

Maya's breath caught.

He unfastened the button. Pulled down the zipper. The sound was loud in the quiet room—a jagged rasp that made her thighs press together.

He pushed the trousers down his hips, just enough to free himself. Not all the way. Just enough.

She saw it.

His dick.

Not fully hard yet—not completely—but already bigger than Ethan's. Thicker. Darker. It curved slightly to the left, the head already emerging from the foreskin, flushed a deep purple.

She stared.

She couldn't help it.

Ethan's dick—she loved Ethan's dick. It was perfect for her. Fit her just right. But this—

This was different.

Something she'd only seen in porn. The kind of dick that made women gasp in videos, that made commenters type in all caps. Not just the length—though that was impressive, at least eight inches when fully hard, maybe more. The thickness. The way it seemed to weigh in his hand.

Her mouth went dry.

“You're staring,” Nico said.

She forced her eyes up to his face. He was watching her, his expression unreadable.

“Have you ever seen one this big?”

She shook her head.

“Have you ever touched one this big?”

Another shake.

He stepped closer. His dick was level with her face now, inches away. She could smell him—clean skin, a hint of musk, something darker underneath.

“Tonight,” he said, “you will.”

He reached down and wrapped his hand around his shaft. His fingers didn't close all the way around it. He stroked once, twice, and she watched him harden fully—watched the head swell, watched a bead of pre-cum gather at the slit, watched it drip down onto his knuckle.

“Open your mouth.”

She looked up at him.

“Open. Your. Mouth.”

Her lips parted.



He was in her mouth.

Just the head at first—the spongy ridge sliding past her lips, stretching them wide. She could taste him: salt, warmth, a faint bitterness that made her salivate.

She swirled her tongue around the crown, tracing the ridge, dipping into the slit. A bead of pre-cum coated her tongue. She swallowed it.

“More,” Nico said.

She took another inch. Her jaw ached. Her lips stretched until they were white at the corners.

The veins on the underside of his dick pulsed against her tongue. She could feel his heartbeat.

Another inch. Her throat tightened.

“Breathe through your nose.”

She did. Her throat relaxed. She took him deeper—past the point where she usually gagged, past the point where she stopped with Ethan.

“That's it,” he groaned. “Take it.”

His dick swelled in her mouth. She could feel the head press against the back of her throat—not forcing, just resting there, letting her body adjust.

Her eyes watered. Spit dripped down her chin.

She didn't pull back.

She swallowed around him.

“Fuck,” Nico hissed.

His hips twitched. Not thrusting—just a tiny, involuntary jerk.

She felt the head of his dick push deeper. Her throat convulsed. She gagged—soft, muffled, her eyes watering.

“Don't fight it,” he said. “Relax your throat. Let me in.”

She breathed through her nose. Slow. Deep. Her throat opened.

He pushed another inch.

The sound was wet—soft, sucking, obscene. Her saliva coated his shaft, dripping down onto his balls, onto her chin, onto the floor.

Ethan watched from the door. He'd followed them into the bedroom. Leaning against the doorframe, his hand on his dick, stroking slowly.

“She's good at this,” Nico said, not looking at him. “Did you teach her?”

Ethan didn't answer.

“Or did she learn on her own?”

Maya moaned around him. The vibration made his dick throb.

“Answer me,” Nico said.

“She learned on her own,” Ethan said. His voice rough. “She's always been good at it.”

Nico smiled. “Lucky man.”

He pulled out—almost all the way—so just the head was between her lips.

“Open your eyes,” he said.

She looked up at him. Her mascara running. Her chin wet with spit and pre-cum.

“Look at your husband,” he said.

She turned her head. Ethan stood in the doorway, his jeans open, his dick in his hand, stroking.

“He's hard,” Nico said. “He's watching you suck my dick, and he's hard.”

Maya's pussy clenched around nothing.

“You like that, don't you?” Nico said. “You like being watched.”

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I like being watched,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I LIKE BEING WATCHED.”

Nico pushed his dick back into her mouth. Deep. All the way to the back of her throat.

She gagged—but didn't pull back.

“That's my girl.”

He started to move. Slow thrusts. In and out. In and out. Her throat relaxed with each stroke.

The sound was wet—a soft, rhythmic squelch that filled the quiet room.

Ethan's hand moved faster.

“She's taking all of it,” Nico said. “Your wife is taking my whole dick down her throat.”

Maya moaned. The vibration ran through Nico's shaft. He groaned.

“Fuck. Do that again.”

She moaned again—longer, deeper, her throat humming around him.

His hips jerked. His breathing changed. Faster. Harder.

“I'm going to come,” he said. “Where do you want it?”

She pulled her mouth off him. A strand of saliva stretched from her lips to the head of his dick.

“In my mouth,” she said. “Please. In my mouth.”

“Open.”

She opened her mouth. Tongue out. Eyes up.

He stroked himself twice—once, twice—and then he was coming.

The first spurt hit the back of her throat. Hot. Thick. Slightly bitter.

She swallowed.

The second spurt hit her tongue. She tasted him—salt and musk and something sweet underneath.

She swallowed again.

The third spurt splashed across her lips, her chin, her cheek.

She didn't wipe it away.

She looked up at him. Cum dripping down her face. Smiling.

“That's mine,” he said.

He pulled her up. Kissed her. His tongue slid into her mouth. He tasted himself on her lips.

“Now,” he said, “clean up your husband.”

Maya turned. Crawled across the floor. Ethan still stood in the doorway, his dick in his hand, slick with pre-cum.

She reached for him.

“Wait,” Nico said.

She stopped.

“Ethan. On the bed.”

Ethan moved to the bed. Sat down on the edge.

Maya followed. Knelt between his legs.

She could still taste Nico on her lips. Could still feel his cum drying on her cheek.

She looked up at her husband.

“He's still in my throat,” she said. “I can feel him every time I swallow.”

Ethan's dick twitched.

She leaned forward. Licked the head. Tasted herself on him—the mix of her wetness and Nico's cum.

“I want you to taste him,” she said. “When you kiss me after.”

She took him into her mouth.

He groaned.



She wanted to make him come.

Not because she owed him—not because he'd listened, not because she felt guilty. She wanted to make him come because she loved him, and because she wanted him to know that nothing had changed.

Even if everything had changed.

She sucked him the way she knew he liked—slow at first, then faster, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn't reach. She circled her tongue around the head, dipped into the slit, traced the vein along the underside.

He groaned above her, his hands in her hair, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth.

She thought about Nico.

The weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips, the way he'd said that's mine like a reward.

She thought about the difference.

Ethan was smaller—not small, just smaller. She could take all of him without gagging, could feel him hit the back of her throat without choking. He fit her perfectly. He always had.

Nico was something else.

He filled her mouth completely, left no room for air, made her work for every inch. A challenge. A stretch. A reminder that there were things in the world she hadn't experienced.

She wanted both.

Ethan's love and Nico's dick.

The thought made her moan.

Ethan gasped above her. “I'm close.”

She sucked harder.

“I'm—Maya—”

She pulled back, just enough to let him see her face. “Come for me,” she said.

He did.

His cum hit her tongue, hot and familiar, and she swallowed without thinking. She kept sucking until he was soft, until he was whimpering, until he pulled her up into his arms and held her tight.

“I love you,” he whispered into her hair.

“I love you too,” she said.

And she meant it.



They sat on the couch together, her head on his chest, his arm around her shoulders.

Cum drying on both of them—his on his stomach, hers on her thighs—and neither moved to clean up.

Her legs still shaking. She tried to stand—her knees buckled. He caught her.

“Water,” she said.

He handed her a glass. She drank half of it in one go. Water spilled down her chin, onto her chest. She didn't wipe it away.

“He wants me to come back,” she said.

“I know.”

“Next time, he wants you to watch.”

Ethan's arm tightened around her.

“Are you going to go?”

She looked up at him. His face hard to read—jealousy and excitement warring behind his eyes.

“Yes,” she said.

He kissed her forehead.

“Then I'll be there.”

She smiled.




CHAPTER 5: THE COACH

The cursor blinked on the screen.

Ethan stared at it—that thin black line, pulsing like a heartbeat, mocking him with its emptiness. His novel was due in six weeks. He had twelve thousand words. He needed forty.

Write. Just write something.

His fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Nothing.

He'd been sitting here for two hours. The coffee beside him had gone cold. The morning light had shifted from gold to white, creeping across his desk, illuminating the dust motes floating in the air.

She's at the gym. She's with Jax.

The cursor blinked.

He thought about yesterday. Maya coming home from Nico's—rumpled, flushed, her lipstick gone. The way she'd kissed him, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against his, tasting like someone else.

She didn't tell me everything. She told me enough.

The cursor blinked.

He closed the laptop.



The door opened.

Ethan was in the kitchen, pretending to make lunch. He'd been pacing for the last hour—living room to bedroom, bedroom to living room—checking his phone, checking the window, checking the time.

Maya walked in.

Gym clothes—black leggings, a loose tank top, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her face flushed, her skin damp with sweat. She looked like she'd just run a marathon.

Or been fucked, he thought. But that's not possible. She was at the gym.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

She dropped her gym bag by the door. Kicked off her sneakers. Walked past him into the kitchen, opened the fridge, pulled out a water bottle.

“How was it?” he asked.

“Good.” She took a long sip. Her throat moved. A bead of sweat rolled down her neck, disappearing into the collar of her tank top. “Hard. Jax really pushed me today.”

Ethan's stomach tightened at the name.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She set the water bottle down. Leaned against the counter. Crossed her arms. “He's… intense.”

“Intense how?”

She looked at him. Her eyes were bright. Not tired—alive.

“He helped me with my stretches after,” she said. “Hamstrings were tight.”

Ethan waited.

Maya uncrossed her arms. Reached down. Her hand landed on her thigh—just above her knee—and she began to move it upward. Slowly. Deliberately.

“He had me lie on my back,” she said. Her fingers climbed higher, tracing the inside of her thigh. “And he said, ‘Let me help you loosen up.'”

Her hand reached the junction of her thigh and hip. Pressed. Massaged.

“His hand was here.”

Ethan's mouth went dry.

Maya's fingers curved, following the line of her hip, sliding toward her ass. She shifted, turning slightly, giving him a better view. Her hand disappeared behind her, cupping her own buttock.

“And here.”

She squeezed. Her own flesh yielded under her fingers.

“And then—” She stopped. Her hand moved back to the front of her thigh. Traced upward again. Higher this time. Close to the seam of her leggings. Close to the place where the fabric pressed against her.

“He didn't,” Ethan said. His voice came out rough.

Maya shook her head. “No. But he was close.”

She let her hand fall to her side. Took a breath.

“That's all,” she said. “That's what happened.”

Ethan stared at her. His dick was already half-hard in his jeans. He could feel it pressing against the fabric, thick and insistent.

“And?” he said.

“And what?”

“Did you like it?”

Maya's cheeks flushed deeper. Not from the workout this time.

“I don't know,” she said. “Maybe.”

She turned away. Walked toward the bedroom.

Ethan followed.



She was in the bathroom, washing her face, when he leaned against the doorframe.

“Maya.”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me the rest.”

She looked at him in the mirror. Water dripped down her chin. Her eyes were guarded.

“There's nothing else.”

“Bullshit.”

She turned. Faced him. Her hands wet, clutching the edge of the sink.

“He asked me if I wanted to come to his apartment sometime. For a ‘private session.'”

“What did you say?”

“I said I'd think about it.”

Ethan's heart hammered.

“And?” he pressed.

“And he smiled. Like he knew I'd say yes.” She looked down at her hands. “Then he touched my lower back. Right here.” She reached behind herself, pressing her palm against the small of her back. “And he said, ‘You've got great form. You just need someone to help you… relax.'”

Ethan's dick surged.

“That's it,” Maya said. “That's everything.”

She walked past him into the bedroom. Started undressing—pulling her tank top over her head, untying her ponytail, letting her hair fall loose around her shoulders.

Ethan watched.

“You're not mad?” she asked.

“Why would I be mad?”

“Because I let him touch me.”

“You didn't let him. He touched you. There's a difference.”

She stepped out of her leggings. Stood there in her sports bra and thong, her body still flushed from the workout.

“Is there?” she asked.

Ethan didn't answer.

He pulled out his phone.



He typed quickly, his thumbs moving before his brain caught up.

Ethan: Maya's trainer is making moves.

The reply came in seconds.

Nico: The one from the gym?

Ethan: Yeah. Jax. He touched her today. During stretches.

Nico: Where?

Ethan: Thigh. Hip. Lower back. Close to everywhere.

Nico: Did she stop him?

Ethan: No.

Nico: Good for her.

Ethan stared at the screen. His pulse racing.

Ethan: What should I do?

Nico: About what?

Ethan: About him. About them.

Nico: You want me to handle it? Or do you want to watch?

Ethan's breath caught.

Ethan: What do you mean, handle it?

Nico: I mean, I could have a conversation with him. Man to man. Let him know she's spoken for.

Ethan: Or?

Nico: Or you could let it play out. See where it goes.

Ethan: And if it goes somewhere?

Nico: Then you have two men wanting your wife.

Ethan: Is that supposed to turn me on?

Nico: Isn't it?

Ethan didn't answer.

His phone buzzed again.

Nico: Think about it. Let me know.

He pocketed the phone.



She sat on the edge of the bed, wearing a robe now, her hair still damp from the shower. Ethan stood by the window, looking out at the street, his back to her.

“Ethan.”

He didn't turn.

“Ethan, look at me.”

He turned. His face unreadable.

“Jax texted me,” she said.

His jaw tightened. “What did he say?”

She picked up her phone from the nightstand. Read the message aloud.

“You looked good today. Sore tomorrow? I can help with that. Come by my place. I'll make it worth your while.”

She set the phone down.

“He wants me to come over. Tomorrow night.”

“And what do you want?”

She looked at him. Her heart pounding.

“I want to know what you want.”

Ethan walked toward her. Stopped in front of her. Looked down at her face, her eyes, the way her lips were parted.

“I want you to do whatever you want,” he said. “And then I want you to tell me about it.”

“That's not an answer.”

“It's the only answer I have.”

He sat down beside her on the bed. His thigh pressed against hers. She could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of her robe.

“But,” he said, “if you're asking me if I want you to go…”

“I am.”

He took a breath.

“Then tell him you'll think about it.”



Maya picked up her phone. Her fingers hovered over the screen.

“So I just say, ‘I'll think about it'?”

“Yeah.”

“That's it?”

“That's it.”

She typed. Her thumb moved across the screen. Sent the message.

“Done,” she said.

Ethan's phone buzzed. He glanced at it. Then at her. “That's your work, isn't it?”

Maya nodded. “The Prescott account. They're pulling the campaign if we don't deliver by Friday.”

“So?”

“So I'm supposed to be writing a press release right now. Instead, I'm here. Thinking about Jax's hands.” She laughed—a short, brittle sound. “What does that make me?”

“Human.”

“That's not an answer.”

“It's the only one I have.”

She picked up her phone. The screen glowed with an email from her boss: Maya, I need the Prescott draft by 4 PM. Not negotiable. She typed back: Working on it. A lie. She hadn't opened the document in three days.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“If I lose this job—”

“You won't.”

“How do you know?”

He looked at her. “Because you're the best thing that agency has. And because if you do lose it, we'll figure it out.”

She wanted to believe him. The knot in her stomach had spread to her chest.

Ethan's hand landed on her thigh. Just above her knee. Just below the hem of her robe.

“You know what I was thinking about,” he said, “while you were at the gym?”

“What?”

“About what it would be like. If you said yes.”

Her breath caught.

“To Jax?”

“To all of them.”

Her eyes widened.

“All of them,” she repeated.

“Nico. Jax. Maybe someone else. Someone we haven't met yet.” His hand slid higher. “I thought about you on your knees. With one in your mouth. One behind you. One in front.”

“Ethan—”

“I thought about how full you'd be. How stretched. How you'd look with your lips wrapped around one dick while another one filled you up from behind.”

Maya's thighs pressed together. He could feel it—the way her muscles tensed, the way she shifted on the bed.

“Your face would be a mess,” he continued. “Tears and spit and cum. And you'd still be smiling.”

“That's disgusting,” she whispered.

“Is it?” His hand moved higher. His fingers brushed against the edge of her thong. She was wet—he could feel the dampness through the fabric. “Because your body's saying something different.”

She didn't deny it.

“And your mouth,” he said. “I thought about your mouth. How it would feel to watch you swallow. To see your throat move while some guy's dick is still between your lips.”

“Ethan, stop.”

“Why? You're wet.”

She was. She could feel it—the slickness between her legs, the way her thong clung to her, the way her clit throbbed with every word he said.

“I thought about your ass too,” he said. His hand moved lower, his fingers tracing the curve of her buttock through the robe. “About what it would look like with a dick inside it. About the sounds you'd make. About the way you'd beg for more.”

“I wouldn't beg.”

“You would. You'd beg for all of them. You'd beg them to fill you up. Every hole. Every fucking hole.”

Maya's hips jerked. Involuntary. Desperate.

“You'd be so full,” he said, “you wouldn't be able to walk.”

“You're crazy.”

“Probably.”

She reached for him. Her hand fisted in his shirt. “Kiss me,” she said.

He kissed her. Hard. His tongue slid between her lips, and she moaned into his mouth, and she didn't care anymore about being good or bad or right or wrong.

She just wanted.

When he pulled away, she was breathless.

“Tell Jax yes,” he said.

“What?”

“Tell him yes. Tell him you'll come over.”

“Ethan—”

“Not tomorrow. Not yet. But soon.” He stood up. Walked toward the door. “Let him wait. Let him wonder. Let him think about you the way you're thinking about him.”

He looked back at her.

“That's what you want, isn't it? To be wanted?”

She nodded.

“Then let him want you.”

He left the room.

Maya sat on the bed, her thighs pressed together, her heart racing, and stared at her phone.

You looked good today.

She typed: Maybe. Ask me again next week.

Sent.



The afternoon crawled.

Ethan tried to write. He couldn't. Tried to read. Couldn't focus. Tried to nap. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Maya's face—the way she'd looked when he described her on her knees, the way her thighs had pressed together, the way she'd said you're making me wet.

His phone buzzed.

Nico: Tonight. 8 PM. You both come.

Ethan: What for?

Nico: I want to talk to her. About the trainer.

Ethan: What about him?

Nico: I want to know how she feels. And I want you to watch.

Ethan stared at the screen.

Ethan: We'll be there.

He put the phone down.



She stood in front of the mirror, trying to decide what to wear.

Not the red lace. Not tonight. Something simpler. Something that said I'm not trying even though she was trying very, very hard.

She settled on a black bralette—soft cotton, no underwire—and a pair of matching cheeky panties. Over that, a loose white tank top and gray yoga pants.

Casual. Like I just threw this on.

She'd spent twenty minutes choosing.

Ethan waited by the door. Jeans and a dark sweater. He looked nervous.

“Ready?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good. Let's go.”



Nico's apartment was different at night.

The lights were dim—just a few lamps in the corners, casting long shadows across the floor. The windows faced the city, and through them, Ethan could see the lights of other buildings, other lives, other people doing things they'd never tell anyone about.

Nico sat on the couch. Dark jeans and a white button-down, unbuttoned at the collar. His feet bare.

He didn't stand when they walked in.

“Sit,” he said. He gestured to the chair across from him.

Ethan sat.

Maya stood by the door, uncertain.

“You too,” Nico said, looking at her. “Over here.”

He patted the cushion beside him.

Maya walked across the room. Sat down next to him. Not close—not yet—but close enough that her knee was inches from his thigh.

Nico looked at Ethan.

“She told you about the trainer.”

It wasn't a question.

“Yes,” Ethan said.

“And you're not angry.”

“No.”

“Good.” Nico turned to Maya. “Take off your clothes.”

Maya's breath caught.

“What?”

“Take off your clothes. Everything except your underwear.”

She looked at Ethan.

He nodded.

She stood up. Reached for the hem of her tank top. Pulled it over her head.

The black bralette was thin—so thin he could see the outline of her nipples, dark against the fabric. Her breasts pressed against the cotton, full and soft.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants. Pushed them down. Stepped out of them.

Now she stood in front of them—her husband and her lover—wearing nothing but a bralette and a pair of cheeky panties.

“Good,” Nico said. “Now sit.”

She looked at the couch. The space between Nico and the armrest.

“Where?”

“On his lap.”

He pointed at Ethan.

Maya walked to her husband. Turned. Lowered herself onto his thighs.

Ethan's hands went to her hips, steadying her. His fingers pressed into her skin through the thin cotton of her panties.

Nico watched.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

Maya nodded.

“Good.” Nico leaned back. Crossed his arms. “Now tell me about Jax.”



She could feel Ethan's dick through his jeans. Hard. Pressing against her ass.

She shifted, trying to find a position that didn't make her want to grind against him.

“What do you want to know?” she asked.

“Everything,” Nico said. “How he looks at you. How he touches you. What he says.”

She took a breath.

“He looks at me like he wants to eat me alive.”

Nico smiled. “Go on.”

“When he touches me, he doesn't ask. He just… does. His hands are big. Rough. Callused.”

“Where does he touch you?”

“Everywhere. My shoulders. My back. My hips.” She paused. “My thighs.”

“Does he touch you here?” Nico reached out. His finger traced the edge of her bralette, just above her breast.

Her skin tingled.

“No,” she said. “Not there. Not yet.”

“Does he want to?”

“I think so.”

“Do you want him to?”

She hesitated.

Nico's finger traced lower. Along the swell of her breast. Over the thin cotton.

“Answer.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want him to touch me there.”

Nico's finger stopped. His palm pressed against her breast, cupping it through the fabric. She could feel the heat of his hand, the weight of it.

“And here?” He squeezed gently.

Her breath caught.

“Yes.”

“And here?” His other hand landed on her thigh. Slid upward. Toward the damp heat between her legs.

“Yes.”

“And here?” His fingers pressed against the crotch of her panties. Through the thin cotton, she could feel him—the ridge of his knuckles, the pressure of his palm.

She was wet. She knew he could feel it.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, yes, yes.”

Nico pulled his hands back.

“Good,” he said. “Now tell me about last night.”



Maya trembled on his lap.

He could feel it—the fine vibration of her body, the way her thighs clenched around his, the way her breath came in short, sharp gasps.

Nico watched them both. His eyes moved from Maya's face to Ethan's, back and forth, measuring, calculating.

“Last night,” Nico said, “I asked her a question.”

Ethan nodded. He remembered.

“I asked her if she wanted the trainer to fuck her.”

Maya's body went rigid.

“She said no,” Nico continued. “But she hesitated.”

He leaned forward. His elbows rested on his knees.

“I want to ask her again. And this time, I want you to watch her answer.”

Ethan's hands tightened on Maya's hips.

Nico looked at Maya.

“Do you want Jax to fuck you?”

Maya's lips parted. Closed. Parted again.

“I—”

“Don't think,” Nico said. “Just answer.”

“No,” she said.

Nico waited.

“No,” she said again. Stronger this time. “I don't want him to fuck me.”

“Then why did you hesitate last night?”

“Because I wasn't sure.”

“And now?”

“Now I'm sure.”

“Sure about what?”

“Sure that I don't want him to fuck me.” She paused. “Not yet.”

Nico smiled.

“Not yet,” he repeated. “Good answer.”

He sat back. Crossed his arms.

“You can get dressed now.”



She stood up on unsteady legs.

Ethan's hands fell away from her hips. She missed them immediately.

She walked to where her clothes lay on the floor—tank top, yoga pants—and picked them up. Pulled them on with shaking hands.

When she turned back, Nico was watching her.

“Come here,” he said.

She walked to him. Stopped in front of him.

He reached up. Tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“You did well,” he said. “Honest. Brave.”

She didn't feel brave. She felt exposed. Raw. Like a nerve.

“Next time,” he said, “I'm going to ask you again.”

“And if my answer is different?”

“Then we'll figure it out together.”

He kissed her forehead. Just a brush of lips against skin. Then he stood.

“You should go,” he said. “Ethan has writing to do.”

He walked them to the door. Held it open.

“Same time next week?”

Ethan nodded.

“Same time,” Maya said.

They walked into the hallway. The door closed behind them.

In the elevator, Maya leaned against the wall. Closed her eyes.

“Are you okay?” Ethan asked.

“I don't know,” she said. “Ask me again later.”



They were back in their apartment. Maya in the shower. Ethan could hear the water running, could smell the steam drifting under the door.

He sat on the couch. Stared at the wall.

His phone buzzed.

Nico: She did well tonight.

Ethan: I know.

Nico: But she's lying. About the trainer.

Ethan: She said she doesn't want him to fuck her.

Nico: She said ‘not yet.' There's a difference.

Ethan's stomach clenched.

Ethan: What do you want me to do?

Nico: Nothing. Just watch. When she's ready, she'll tell us.

Ethan: And if she's never ready?

Nico: Then she's never ready. But I don't think that's going to be a problem.

The water stopped.

Ethan put his phone down.

Maya came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, her hair dripping.

“Who texted?” she asked.

“Nico.”

“What did he say?”

“He said you did well tonight.”

She smiled. A small, tired smile.

“What else?”

“He said you're lying about Jax.”

Her smile faded.

“I'm not lying.”

“He said you said ‘not yet.' Not ‘no.'”

She sat down beside him. Her towel slipped, exposing her shoulder.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“I don't know what I want.”

“I know.”

“I want to want what you want. But I don't know if I do.”

He put his arm around her. Pulled her close.

“That's okay,” he said. “We have time.”

She leaned into him. Her head rested on his shoulder.

“Nico said something else,” Ethan said.

“What?”

“He said next time, he's going to ask you again. And that when you say yes, he's going to make sure I'm there to watch.”

Maya was quiet for a long moment.

“And what if I say yes?”

“Then you say yes.”

“And you'll be okay with that?”

“I'll be more than okay.”

She lifted her head. Looked at him.

“You really want this, don't you?”

“I want you,” he said. “Whatever that looks like.”

She kissed him. Soft at first. Then harder. Her tongue slid between his lips, and he tasted her—shampoo and toothpaste and something else. Something that was just her.

When she pulled away, her eyes were bright.

“Take me to bed,” she said.

“Maya—”

“Take me to bed, Ethan. And pretend you're someone else. Someone who wants to watch.”

He stood up. Picked her up. Carried her to the bedroom.

The towel fell to the floor.



She was asleep.

Her body curled against his, her arm draped across his chest, her breath warm on his neck.

He stared at the ceiling.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Nico: One more thing.

Ethan: What?

Nico: Next time, when I ask her again—I'm not going to accept ‘not yet.'

Ethan: What are you going to accept?

Nico: ‘Yes.' Or ‘no.' Nothing in between.

Ethan: And if she says no?

Nico: Then we stop. But she won't say no.

Ethan: How do you know?

Nico: Because I saw her face tonight. When I asked about the trainer. She wanted to say yes. She just needs permission.

Ethan: From who?

Nico: From you.

Ethan put the phone down.

Maya stirred beside him.

“Everything okay?” she mumbled.

“Everything's fine,” he said. “Go back to sleep.”

She snuggled closer.

He lay there, in the dark, thinking about Nico's words.

She just needs permission.

He looked at Maya. Her face soft in sleep. Her lips slightly parted. The way her body trusted his, even after everything.

He made a decision.

Not yet. But soon.

He closed his eyes.


CHAPTER 6: THE AUDIENCE

The chair was too small.

Ethan sat in the corner of Nico's bedroom, knees pressed together, hands flat on his thighs. The cushion was leather. Old. Cracked. Every time he shifted, it creaked like something breaking.

He tried not to shift.

The bedroom was dim. One lamp on the nightstand. Another on the dresser across the room. The curtains drawn—heavy, dark, blocking out the city lights. The air smelled like Nico. Sandalwood. Clean sweat. Something metallic underneath.

Sex, Ethan thought. The room smells like sex before anyone's even touched.

Maya was on the bed.

She lay on her back, propped against the headboard, wearing nothing but an old T-shirt of Ethan's. Gray. Thin. The kind that had been washed so many times the fabric was almost transparent. Her hair spread across the pillow, dark against the white case. Her legs bare. Her feet bare. Her toes painted deep red.

She looked small. Young. Scared.

Nico stood at the foot of the bed.

Naked.

Ethan had never seen another man naked before. Not like this. Not in the same room, under the same light, with nothing between them but air and intent. Nico's body was different from his—broader shoulders, narrower hips, a dark trail of hair running from his chest down to his groin. His dick hung soft between his thighs. Thick even now. Veined. The bulbous head nestled in a thatch of dark curls.

He's not even hard yet, Ethan thought. And he's already bigger than me.

Nico walked around the bed. Slow. Measured. His feet made no sound on the carpet. When he reached the nightstand, he picked up a bottle of lube. Set it down. Picked up a glass of water. Drank. Set it down.

He's stalling. Or maybe he's not. Maybe he's just… waiting. Letting us wait.

Maya's fingers twisted in the hem of the T-shirt. Pulling it down. Letting it ride up. Pulling it down again.

“Stop fidgeting,” Nico said.

Maya's hands went still.

Nico sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped. Maya's body rolled toward him slightly—just the tilt of her hip, just the shift of her shoulder—but she didn't move away.

He looked at her. Then at Ethan.

“You're both nervous. Good. That's how it should be.”

He reached out. His hand landed on Maya's knee. She flinched—just a twitch, just a muscle—and then relaxed.

“Tonight,” Nico said, “we're going to do something simple. Nothing you haven't done before. Just… with an audience.”

His thumb traced a small circle on her knee.

“Maya. Take off the shirt.”



Her fingers were cold.

She reached for the hem of the T-shirt, pulled it over her head, and let it fall somewhere beside her. The air hit her skin. Goosebumps rose on her arms, her stomach, the tops of her breasts.

He's looking at me. They're both looking at me.

Nico's eyes moved down her body. Slow. Deliberate. He didn't rush. He didn't hide it. He looked at her throat, her collarbones, the soft swell of her breasts, the darker circle of her nipples already tightening in the cool air.

“Good,” he said. “Lie back.”

She lay back. The pillow cradled her head. Her hair spread out around her like water.

Nico shifted on the bed. He was beside her now, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body, smell the sandalwood on his skin. His hand was still on her knee. It moved up. Over her thigh. Over her hip. Stopped at her waist.

“Ethan,” Nico said, not looking away from her. “Come here.”

Ethan's chair creaked. Footsteps on the carpet. Then he was there, standing at the foot of the bed, hands in his pockets, jaw tight.

“Closer,” Nico said.

Ethan stepped closer. His knees touched the edge of the mattress.

Nico's hand left Maya's waist. He reached out, grabbed Ethan's wrist, and pulled his hand out of his pocket. Ethan's fingers were curled, reluctant.

“Open,” Nico said.

Ethan opened his hand.

Nico placed it on Maya's stomach. Palm flat. Fingers spread.

“Feel her,” Nico said. “She's warm, isn't she?”

Ethan's thumb moved. Just a twitch. Just a reflex.

“Yes,” he said. His voice rough.

“She's nervous. Her heart is beating fast. Can you feel it?”

Ethan's fingers pressed into her skin. Slightly damp. Slightly shaking.

“Yes.”

“Good.” Nico took his hand away. “Now sit. Watch. Don't touch.”



Nico turned back to Maya.

Her eyes were on Ethan. Watching him sink into the chair, watching his hands grip the armrests, watching his chest rise and fall.

“Maya,” Nico said.

She looked at him.

“Touch yourself.”

Her breath caught.

“What?”

“Touch yourself,” he said again. “Show your husband how you get wet when you think about me.”

She didn't move.

Nico waited.

“I'm not going to ask again.”

Her hand slid down her stomach. Slow. Hesitant. Her fingers reached the waistband of her panties—the red lace, the same pair she'd worn the first night—and stopped.

“Ethan,” Nico said, not looking away from her. “Does your wife touch herself?”

Ethan's voice came from the corner. “Sometimes.”

“When?”

“When I'm not there. In the shower. In bed.”

“What does she think about?”

A pause.

“I don't know.”

“Liar,” Nico said. He reached out, took Maya's hand, and pushed it lower. Under the lace. Between her thighs. “She thinks about this. About being watched. About being taken.”

His fingers pressed hers against her own skin. She was wet. She could feel it—the slickness coating her fingers, the heat radiating from her core.

“There,” Nico said. “That's what we came for.”

He let go of her hand.

Maya's fingers moved on their own. A slow circle. A soft press. Her hips lifted off the bed, just slightly, just enough.

I'm doing this. Touching myself while my husband watches.

The thought made her wetter.

“Open your eyes,” Nico said.

She opened them. He was watching her face, not her hand. His gaze steady, almost cold.

“Look at him,” he said.

She turned her head. Ethan leaned forward in the chair, elbows on his knees, hands clasped between his thighs. His eyes dark. His mouth open.

He's hard. I can see it through his jeans.

“Keep going,” Nico said.

She kept going. Her finger found her clit—swollen, slick, aching—and pressed. A small sound escaped her throat. Not a moan. Not a gasp. Something in between.

“Faster,” Nico said.

She moved faster.

“Now two fingers.”

She slid two fingers inside herself. The stretch felt good. Not enough. Not nearly enough.

“Ethan,” Nico said. “Tell me what you see.”

Ethan's voice was barely a whisper. “Her hand. It's… moving.”

“Where?”

“Inside her.”

“Is she wet?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know?”

“I can hear it.”

Nico smiled. “Good. Keep watching.”



He couldn't look away.

Maya's hand moved between her thighs, fingers disappearing into her body, palm pressing against her clit with every stroke. The sound was wet. Obscene. The kind of sound you weren't supposed to hear.

She's doing this for him. Putting on a show.

Her eyes were closed now. Her lips parted. Her hips rolling—small, involuntary movements that had nothing to do with performance and everything to do with need.

She's not pretending. She's actually…

“Stop,” Nico said.

Maya's hand froze.

“Look at me.”

She opened her eyes. Nico knelt beside her now, body angled toward hers, his dick half-hard between his legs.

“You want more,” he said.

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want more.”

“More what?”

Her throat moved. “More of you.”

Nico's hand slid between her legs, pushing her fingers aside, replacing them with his own. One finger. Two. Curling inside her, pressing against her front wall.

“Like this?” he asked.

She gasped. “Yes.”

“Or like this?” He pushed deeper. His thumb found her clit. Pressed. Circled.

“Oh God—yes.”

Nico looked at Ethan. “Your wife is very wet.”

Ethan couldn't speak.

“She's been thinking about this all week. Haven't you, Maya?”

“Yes.”

“Thinking about my dick. About how big it is. About how it will feel inside her.”

“Yes.”

Nico pulled his fingers out. Held them up. Glistening, coated with her, strings of fluid connecting his knuckles to her body.

“Look,” he said, showing Ethan. “This is what desire looks like.”

He brought his fingers to Maya's lips. “Taste.”

She opened her mouth. Sucked them clean.

Ethan's hand moved to his zipper.

Don't. He said don't touch.

He pulled his hand back.



Nico shifted between Maya's thighs.

She was open for him now—legs spread, knees bent, feet flat on the bed. The red lace panties pushed aside, her wetness glistening in the dim light.

He knelt over her. His dick hard now, thick and dark, curving slightly toward his stomach. The bulbous head flushed, almost purple, a bead of pre-cum already forming at the slit.

He looked at Ethan.

“You see this?”

Ethan nodded.

“This is what she wants.”

He pressed the bulbous head against her entrance. Not pushing. Just resting. Letting her feel the weight of it, the heat, the promise.

Maya's hips lifted.

“No,” Nico said. “Not yet.”

He held her down with one hand on her hip. The other hand guided his shaft, sliding the bulbous head through her wetness, coating it, teasing her opening.

“Please,” Maya whispered.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me.”

“Not good enough.”

She was shaking. “Please fuck me with your dick. I need it. I need you inside me.”

Nico looked at Ethan. “You hear that? Your wife is begging for my dick.”

Ethan's jaw clenched so tight she could see the muscle jumping in his cheek.

“She's been thinking about this. Dreaming about it. Touching herself to it.” He pushed—just the bulbous head, just the first inch. Maya's back arched. A sound tore out of her—raw, desperate, nothing like the sounds she made with Ethan.

“And now,” Nico said, “she's getting it.”

He pushed deeper.



The stretch was everything.

She had imagined this—in the shower, in bed at night, in the quiet moments when Ethan was asleep and she was alone with her thoughts. The weight of him, the heat, the way he would feel inside her.

The reality was more.

His shaft thicker than Ethan's. Longer. The bulbous head pushed past her entrance, spreading her open, filling her in ways she hadn't been filled in years. Every nerve awake. Every muscle clenched.

He didn't push any further. He held there—just the rim of her entrance stretched around the thickest part of his bulbous head. Maya's hips tried to lift. He pressed them down.

“Not yet,” he said.

He pulled back until only the tip remained. Slid forward again—same inch, same slow stretch. Her cunt made a soft, wet sound, like a kiss.

“Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?”

“Please don't stop.”

He pushed deeper. Another inch. Her body accepted it, then clenched around him.

“That's it. Feel that? Your cunt is trying to pull me in.”

He was right. She could feel herself gripping him, her inner muscles rippling, trying to drag him deeper.

“One,” she breathed.

“Look at me,” he said.

She looked at him. His face calm, almost serene, like he was doing something as ordinary as pouring a glass of water.

“Now look at him.”

She turned her head. Ethan sat forward, hands gripping his knees, eyes fixed on the place where their bodies joined.

He can see it. He can see Nico's dick inside me.

The thought made her clench.

Nico groaned. “Fuck. She just got tighter.”

He pushed again. Deeper. The bulbous head of his shaft bumped against something inside her—something that made her gasp, made her nails dig into the sheets, made her hips rise off the bed.

“There it is. Your cervix. I'm going to press against it until you can't think straight.”

He pulled back. Slowly. Almost all the way out. Then pushed back in. Faster this time. Harder.

The sound was wet. Thick. Obscene.

“Ethan,” Nico said, never breaking his rhythm. “Tell me what you see.”

Ethan's voice hoarse. “I see your dick. Inside her.”

“How does it look?”

“Big.”

“Bigger than yours?”

A pause.

“Yes.”

“Say it again.”

“Bigger than mine.”

Nico thrust deeper. Maya cried out—a broken sound, half-scream, half-sob.

“She's so tight,” Nico said. “Even after everything, still so tight. Your wife has a very special cunt, Ethan. It clenches around my shaft like it's trying to keep me here.”

He pulled out again. Drove back in. The bulbous head of his shaft pushed against her cervix, and Maya's vision went white.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Fuck, fuck, fuck—”

“That's it,” Nico said. “That's what I wanted to hear.”



Ethan couldn't breathe.

Every time Nico thrust, Maya's body moved. Her breasts bounced under the thin fabric of the T-shirt—still on, bunched around her ribs, the hem pushed up to her armpits. Her nipples hard, dark, straining against the cotton.

She's still wearing my shirt. Getting fucked by another man and still wearing my shirt.

The thought should have made him angry. Instead, his dick ached.

Nico was fucking her in a rhythm now. Slow out. Fast in. The kind of rhythm designed to drive a woman crazy—give her just enough time to recover, then hit her again before she could brace herself.

Maya made sounds he'd never heard before. Little gasps. High-pitched whines. Words that weren't words, just vowels strung together on her breath.

“You like that?” Nico asked.

“Yes—yes—yes—”

“You like my dick inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Better than his?”

She hesitated.

Nico stopped moving.

“I asked you a question.”

Her eyes flew open. “I—”

“Answer.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Better.”

“Louder.”

“YES. BETTER. HE'S BETTER.”

Nico started moving again. Faster. Harder. The bed creaked. The headboard tapped against the wall.

Ethan's hand was on his zipper again.

Stop. He said don't touch.

His fingers were already pulling the metal teeth apart.



She was losing control.

Every thrust pushed her higher, closer to something she couldn't name. The bulbous head of Nico's shaft hit that spot inside her—the one she'd only ever found with her own fingers, the one Ethan had never been long enough to reach—and it was too much.

I'm going to come. Going to come on his dick in front of my husband.

The thought made her clench.

“Fuck,” Nico grunted. “Do that again.”

She clenched again, harder, squeezing his shaft with her inner muscles.

“That's it,” he said. “Now don't stop.”

He changed his angle. Shifted his hips. Now he thrust upward, hitting a different spot, something deeper, something that made her toes curl and her back arch and her mouth fall open.

“There,” he said. “Right there.”

“Please,” she begged. “Please let me come.”

“Not yet.”

“Please—I can't—I need—”

“You need to wait.”

He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Let her feel the emptiness, the ache, the desperate need to be filled again.

“Beg,” he said.

“Please fuck me. Please put your dick back inside me. Please don't stop.”

“Why should I?”

“Because I'll do anything. Anything you want.”

“Anything?”

“Yes.”

Nico looked at Ethan. “You hear that, husband? Your wife just offered me anything.”

Ethan's face was pale. His hand inside his jeans, hidden from view, but she could see the way his arm was moving.

“What do you want?” she asked Nico.

“I want you to say it again. In front of him.”

“Say what?”

“Tell him I'm better. Tell him my dick is bigger. Tell him you wish I was the one who fucked you every night.”

The words hit her like a press release she hadn't authorized—true, but not hers.

I can't say that. That's too far.

Nico was still inside her—just the bulbous head, just the tip—and she could feel herself clenching around him, begging for more without her permission.

“Say it,” he said again.

“Your dick is bigger,” she whispered. “You're better. I wish—”

“Wish what?”

“I wish you were the one who fucked me every night.”

Nico drove back inside her.

She screamed.



Ethan's hand wrapped around his dick.

He didn't remember pulling it out. Didn't remember unbuttoning his jeans or pushing them down his thighs. All he knew was the feel of his own skin, the heat of his palm, the desperate need for release.

He said don't touch. But I can't—I can't stop—

Nico was fucking Maya in a new position now. He'd pulled her to the edge of the bed, her legs hanging off, her feet on the floor. He stood between her thighs, driving into her with deep, powerful thrusts that made her whole body jerk.

Her T-shirt had ridden up to her neck. Her breasts bare, bouncing with every impact. Her nipples dark, wet—he could see the shine of Nico's saliva on them.

He sucked her tits. While I was looking at my own hand, he sucked her tits.

The thought made him stroke faster.

“Ethan.”

Nico's voice cut through the fog.

Ethan looked up.

“I said don't touch.”

Ethan's hand froze.

“Take your hand off your dick. Now.”

Ethan pulled his hand away. His dick stood out from his body, slick with pre-cum, the bulbous head dark and swollen.

“You're hard. Good. That's how you should be. But you don't get to come tonight. Not until I say.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to remember this. I want you to lie in bed next to your wife and feel your dick throb with the memory of watching her come on mine.”

Nico turned back to Maya. Pulled her legs up, hooked her knees over his elbows, and pushed deeper.

“Now. I'm going to make her come. And you're going to watch.”



She was so close.

Every nerve in her body screaming. Her clit throbbing, swollen, pressed against Nico's pelvis with every thrust. His shaft so deep inside her she could feel it in her stomach, pressing against something vital, something that made her want to push back and pull away at the same time.

“Look at him,” Nico said.

She turned her head. Ethan sat in the chair, hands gripping the armrests, his dick standing up from his open jeans. His face twisted—pain, pleasure, something she couldn't name.

“He's watching you. Watching you get fucked by another man. And he's hard. Do you know what that means?”

She shook her head.

“It means he wants this. He wants to see you ruined. He wants to watch another man make you come.”

“No—he loves me—”

“Love doesn't have anything to do with it.” Nico thrust harder. “This is about something else. Something older. Something dirtier.”

He pulled out. Flipped her over. Before she could react, he was inside her again—from behind, deeper than before, hitting a new angle that made her see stars.

“On your hands and knees. Show him.”

She lifted herself up. Arms shaking. Legs shaking. Everything shaking.

Nico grabbed her hips and started fucking her hard. Fast. Brutal. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room.

“Ethan,” Nico said, voice strained with effort. “Tell your wife what you want.”

Ethan's voice came from the corner. “I want—I want to see her come.”

“On whose dick?”

“Yours.”

“Say it again.”

“I want to see my wife come on your dick.”

Maya's body convulsed. The words—her husband's words, spoken in that broken voice—pushed her over the edge.

She came.

Started in her belly, a tight coil of heat that exploded outward, down her thighs, up her spine, behind her eyes. Her cunt clenched around Nico's shaft, gripping him, milking him, pulling him deeper.

She screamed. Not his name. Not anyone's name. Just sound—raw, animal, nothing like the woman who had walked into this room an hour ago.

Nico kept fucking her through it. Didn't slow down. Didn't stop. Just kept pounding into her while her body shook and her mind dissolved.

“That's one,” he said. “Let's see how many you have in you.”



She was still coming.

Ethan could see it—the way her body jerked with every thrust, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream. Nico hadn't stopped. If anything, he was going faster, harder, chasing something only he could feel.

She's never come like that with me. Never. Not once.

The realization should have hurt. It did hurt. Beneath the hurt was something else—hot and dark and twisted.

She's beautiful like this. Ruined. Broken. Beautiful.

Nico pulled Maya up. Off her hands and knees. Wrapped an arm around her chest, pulling her back against him, and kept fucking her from behind in a new position—her sitting on his lap, facing the mirror on the closet door.

“Look,” Nico said, pointing at their reflection. “Look at what you are now.”

Maya's eyes half-closed, lips swollen, hair a mess. Nico's hand on her throat, not squeezing, just holding. His other hand between her legs, fingers circling her clit.

“You're a woman who gets fucked by other men while her husband watches. That's who you are now. That's who you've always been.”

Maya's eyes found Ethan's in the mirror.

She's looking at me. Coming on another man's dick and looking at me.

Her body tensed. Her mouth opened. Another orgasm ripped through her—softer than the first, longer, a rolling wave that made her slump against Nico's chest.

“Two,” Nico said. “That's my girl.”



She couldn't think anymore.

Words lost their meaning. Time lost its shape. Only the shaft inside her, the hands on her body, the eyes watching from the corner.

Nico had laid her on her side. He was behind her, one leg hooked over his hip, pushing into her at a lazy, grinding angle that made her feel every inch of him.

“You're going to come again. I can feel it.”

She was. The pressure building again—slower this time, deeper, starting somewhere in her bones.

“But this time,” he said, “I want you to say his name.”

“Whose?”

“Your husband's.”

She shook her head.

“Say it.”

“Ethan,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“ETHAN.”

The orgasm hit her like a wave. She came on Nico's shaft while saying her husband's name, and the shame of it—the wrongness of it—made it even stronger.

She sobbed.

Nico held her through it. His hand on her breast, squeezing gently. His lips on her shoulder, pressing soft kisses.

“That's three,” he said. “You did so well.”



Nico was close.

Ethan could see it—the way his thrusts had become shorter, harder, less controlled. His jaw clenched, breathing ragged, hands gripping Maya's hips hard enough to leave bruises.

“Where do you want it?” Nico asked her.

“Inside,” she said. “Please. Inside.”

“You want me to fill you up?”

“Yes.”

“While your husband watches?”

“Yes—yes—while he watches—please—”

Nico drove into her one last time, buried to the hilt, and came.

Ethan watched it happen. Nico's body go rigid, his shaft pulse inside Maya's cunt, her face twist with pleasure as she felt the heat of his release.

He came in long, thick spurts. Ethan could see it—the way Maya's stomach clenched with each pulse, her thighs trembling, her fingers digging into Nico's back.

When it was over, Nico stayed inside her for a long moment. Then he pulled out.

His seed followed.

Spilled out of her—thick, white, glistening in the dim light. Ran down her inner thigh, pooled on the sheets, dripped onto the floor.

“Look,” Nico said, pointing at the mess between her legs. “That's what I left inside your wife.”

Ethan stared.

His own dick still hard, still aching, still leaking pre-cum onto his stomach. He didn't touch it. He couldn't. His hands frozen on the armrests, knuckles white.

“You wanted this. Remember that. You wanted to see her like this. You wanted to watch.”

Maya lay on the bed, legs still spread, body still trembling. Eyes closed. Lips parted. Her hand resting on her stomach, right where Nico's seed was starting to cool on her skin.

She looked satisfied.

Not guilty. Not ashamed.

Just… satisfied.



She opened her eyes.

Ethan still sat in the chair. Jeans open, dick exposed, hand resting uselessly on his thigh. Face pale, eyes dark, mouth slightly open.

He's hard. He watched another man fuck me and he's still hard.

The thought should have made her feel guilty. Instead, she wanted to laugh.

Nico was beside her now, wiping himself off with a towel. His body still glistening with sweat, chest rising and falling with deep, steady breaths.

“You did well,” he said. “Better than I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“Fear. Regret. Tears.” He tossed the towel aside. “You just came three times and asked for more.”

She didn't know what to say.

Nico stood up. Walked to the bathroom. The door closed behind him.

Maya turned her head. Looked at Ethan.

“Come here,” she said.

He didn't move.

“Ethan. Come here.”

He stood up. Walked to the bed. Stopped at the edge.

She reached out. Took his hand. Pulled it to her stomach, where Nico's seed was still wet on her skin.

“Feel it,” she said.

His fingers twitched.

“This is what you wanted. This is what we both wanted.”

“I know.”

“Are you okay?”

He didn't answer.

She pulled his hand higher, to her breast. His palm rough, warm, shaking.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you still love me?”

He looked at her. Really looked. At her face, her body, the mess between her thighs.

“Yes,” he said. “I think I love you more.”

She didn't know if that was true. But she wanted it to be.

She tried to sit up. Arms trembled. Made it halfway, then slumped back against the headboard.

“Don't,” Nico said from the doorway. “Rest.”

She shook her head. “I need to—”

“You need to stay still.”

He handed her a glass of water. She wrapped both hands around it—her fingers too weak to hold it with one. She drank. The water cool. The first thing she'd tasted that wasn't him. When she finished, she set the glass down. Her hand knocked against the nightstand. He caught it before it fell.



Nico came out of the bathroom properly dressed now—loose pants, no shirt. He walked to the bed, picked up the wet towel, and tossed it into a hamper in the corner.

“You should go,” he said. “She needs to rest.”

Ethan nodded. He pulled his hand away from Maya's breast, tucked himself back into his jeans, zipped up.

Maya sat up slowly. Winced.

“Are you sore?” Ethan asked.

She smiled. “A little.”

Nico handed her another glass of water. She drank. Handed it back.

“Next time,” Nico said, “we'll go longer.”

Maya looked at Ethan. Waiting.

“Next time,” Ethan said, “I want to be closer.”

Nico raised an eyebrow. “Closer how?”

“In the bed. Next to her. Touching her while you—”

He couldn't finish the sentence.

Nico smiled. “We'll see.”

Maya stood up. Legs unsteady. Ethan put an arm around her waist, held her upright.

“Thank you,” she said to Nico.

“Don't thank me. Thank your husband. He's the one who shared you.”

She looked at Ethan. Kissed him on the cheek.

“Let's go home,” she said.



The elevator ride was silent.

Ethan stood next to her, arm still around her waist, hand resting on her hip. She could feel him trembling—or maybe that was her.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“I don't know.”

“Was it—?”

“Don't ask me that. Not tonight.”

He nodded.

The elevator doors opened. They walked to their apartment. Ethan unlocked the door. Held it open.

Maya stepped inside.

The apartment smelled like them. Coffee. Laundry detergent. The candle she'd burned this morning.

Home. I'm home.

She walked to the bedroom. Sat on the edge of the bed. Ethan stood in the doorway, watching her.

“Are you coming to bed?” she asked.

“In a minute.”

She lay down. The sheets cool against her skin. She could still feel Nico inside her—not physically, not anymore, but in some other way. Some deeper way.

She closed her eyes.

Ethan sat down beside her. His hand found hers.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know.”

“I'm not going to pretend that was easy.”

“I know.”

“But I'm also not going to pretend I didn't want it.”

She opened her eyes. Looked at him.

“Neither am I,” she said.

He leaned down. Kissed her forehead. Soft. Gentle. Nothing like Nico's kisses.

“Go to sleep,” he said. “We'll talk tomorrow.”

She closed her eyes.

The last thing she saw before sleep took her was Ethan's face—pale, tired, but not broken.

He's still here. He's still mine.

She smiled.

And slept.




CHAPTER 7: THE RETURN

The highway was empty.

Maya drove with both hands on the wheel, eyes fixed on the white lines scrolling beneath the headlights. The radio off. The windows up. The only sound the hum of the tires and her own breathing, still uneven, still shallow.

She could feel it.

Between her thighs. Drying. Cooling. Nico's seed.

She hadn't cleaned up. Not properly. After Ethan had helped her stand, after Nico had walked them to the door, after the elevator had carried them down—she'd just pulled on her jeans and her T-shirt and walked out.

You should have gone to the bathroom. Should have wiped it off.

She hadn't wanted to.

She wanted to feel it. Wanted the reminder. Wanted something physical to prove that the last hour had actually happened.

Her thighs pressed together. The dried semen cracked slightly against her skin.

He came inside me. Three times. I felt each one.

Her hands tightened on the wheel.

The highway stretched ahead, empty and dark. She thought about Nico's voice. Say red and I'll stop. She hadn't said red. Hadn't even thought about it. She'd wanted every second. Wanted more.

What's wrong with me?

Nothing, said a voice in her head. Nothing's wrong. You just liked it.

She shifted in her seat. The movement sent a dull ache through her hips—the aftermath of being stretched, filled, used.

Used. That's what it felt like. Not lovemaking. Not sex. Being used.

And she had loved it.

The exit appeared ahead. She signaled, turned, drove through the empty streets of their neighborhood. The houses dark. Everyone asleep. Everyone except her.

She pulled into the parking garage. Cut the engine.

Sat in the dark.

Ethan's already upstairs. He left early. Couldn't watch the end. Or maybe he just needed to be alone.

She didn't know which was worse.



The elevator doors opened.

Maya stepped inside. Pressed 3. The doors closed.

The mirror on the back wall caught her reflection.

She looked like someone else.

Hair a mess—tangled, knotted, still damp at the temples from sweat. Lips swollen, darker than usual, the lipstick she'd applied hours ago completely gone. Eyes tired but bright, still carrying the aftermath of something she couldn't name.

She leaned closer to the mirror.

There, on her neck. Just below her ear. A bruise. Purple and red, already darkening.

He bit me. When he flipped me over. When he pulled my hair.

She touched it. Tender. Warm.

Ethan will see it. Everyone will see it.

She smiled.

The elevator stopped. The doors opened.

She walked down the hallway to their apartment. The door unlocked. She pushed it open.



He was sitting on the couch.

Same position he'd been in when she left—legs apart, elbows on his knees, hands clasped between his thighs. The TV off. The lights dim. He looked like a man waiting for bad news.

Maya stood in the doorway.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

She walked toward him. Legs still unsteady. He could see it—the slight wobble, the way she held onto the back of the chair as she passed.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“I'm fine.”

“Your neck.”

She touched the bruise. “It's nothing.”

“It's not nothing.”

She stopped in front of him. Looked down at his face. He looked older somehow. More tired. Like the past two hours had aged him.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“I'm going to take a shower.”

“Okay.”

She walked toward the bedroom. Paused at the doorway. Looked back.

“Are you coming to bed?”

“In a minute.”

She nodded. Disappeared into the bedroom.

The bathroom door closed. The shower started.

Ethan sat on the couch, listening to the water run, and tried to remember how to breathe.



The water was hot.

Too hot. It stung her skin, turned her flesh pink, made the bruise on her neck throb. She stood under the spray with her eyes closed, letting it wash over her, wash through her.

I should feel guilty. Should feel something.

All she felt was the heat. The ache between her thighs. The phantom weight of Nico's body on hers.

She reached for the soap. Lathered her hands. Ran them over her arms, her stomach, her breasts.

His hands were here. His mouth was here.

She slid her hand lower, between her thighs. The dried seed dissolved under the water, turning slippery, turning into something that reminded her of him.

He came inside me. Three times.

Her fingers found her clit. Swollen. Sensitive. Almost painful to touch.

She pressed anyway.

The pleasure sharp, too intense, almost unbearable. She didn't stop. She leaned against the tile wall, braced herself with one hand, and touched herself with the other.

Think about him. Think about Nico.

His hands. His voice. The way he'd said you did so well like a reward.

Ethan. Sitting in the chair. Watching. Hard.

He liked it. He wanted it.

The orgasm came quickly—smaller than the ones Nico had given her, less intense, but real. Her body jerked against the wall. A soft sound escaped her throat.

When it was over, she opened her eyes.

The steam had fogged the mirror. She wiped it with her palm. Her reflection stared back—flushed, satisfied, still wearing that bruise like a badge.

You're not the same person who walked out that door.

No, she answered. I'm not.

She turned off the water.



Maya came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel.

Her hair wet, dark against her shoulders. Her skin pink from the heat. The bruise on her neck worse now—darker, angrier, impossible to ignore.

She walked to the bed. Sat on the edge. Started brushing her hair.

Ethan stood in the doorway, watching her.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“Come to bed.”

He walked to the bed. Sat down beside her. The mattress dipped. She leaned into him, just slightly, her shoulder pressing against his.

“Are you going to ask me about it?” she said.

“Do you want me to?”

“I don't know.”

He put his arm around her. She leaned into him more, her head resting against his shoulder.

“It was good,” she said. “Really good.”

“I could tell.”

“Too good.”

“There's no such thing.”

She laughed—a short, bitter sound. “That's easy for you to say. You weren't the one—” She stopped.

“The one what?”

“The one who let another man—” She stopped again. “I can't even say it.”

“Say what?”

“That I let him—” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “That I let him fuck me.”

“You did,” Ethan said. “I watched.”

She pulled away. Looked at him.

“And you liked it.”

“I liked watching you.”

“That's not the same thing.”

“No,” he said. “It's not.”

They sat in silence for a long moment.

“I'm going to sleep,” Maya said.

“Okay.”

She lay down. Pulled the covers over her body. Turned on her side, facing away from him.

Ethan lay down beside her. Stared at the ceiling.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“I love you.”

“I know.”

“Even after everything.”

“Especially after everything.”

She reached back. Her hand found his. Squeezed.

Then she let go.



The sun was too bright.

Maya woke to light streaming through the gap in the curtains, cutting across her face like a blade. She squinted, rolled over, reached for Ethan.

The bed was empty.

She sat up. The sheet fell away. Her body sore—thighs, hips, the space between her legs.

Nico. Last night.

The memories came back in fragments. His hands. His voice. The way he'd held her down.

She touched her neck. The bruise still there.

Ethan must have seen it. This morning. In the light.

She got up. Pulled on Ethan's T-shirt—the same one she'd worn last night, still crumpled on the floor—and walked to the kitchen.

Ethan stood at the counter, pouring coffee. Jeans and a dark sweater, like he'd already been out.

“You're awake,” he said.

“Barely.”

He handed her a mug. She wrapped her hands around it, let the warmth seep into her palms.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Sore.”

“Good sore or bad sore?”

She thought about it. “I don't know yet.”

He nodded. Leaned against the counter.

“I talked to Colin,” he said. “He's coming over this afternoon.”

Maya's stomach fluttered. “Colin?”

“My friend. The therapist.”

“I know who Colin is.”

“He's been asking about you. Wanted to see how you're doing.”

“Why?”

Ethan shrugged. “He's a therapist. He likes to check in on people.”

Maya took a sip of coffee. Too hot. Burned her tongue.

“What time?” she asked.

“Three.”

“I should shower.”

“You should.”

She walked back to the bedroom. Paused at the doorway.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“Does Colin know? About—” She gestured vaguely at her body, at the bruise on her neck, at everything.

“No.”

“Are you going to tell him?”

“That's up to you.”

She nodded. Walked into the bedroom. Closed the door.



Colin arrived at three o'clock exactly.

Maya heard the doorbell from the bedroom. Heard Ethan's footsteps in the hallway. Heard the low murmur of voices—Ethan's hello, Colin's deeper response.

She looked at herself in the mirror.

She'd chosen a simple dress—navy blue, knee-length, sleeves to the elbow. It covered the bruise on her neck. Hid the marks on her shoulders. A little makeup, just enough to look human, not enough to look like she was trying.

You're not trying. You're just being polite.

She'd changed three times.

She walked to the living room.

Colin stood by the window, talking to Ethan. Tall—not as tall as Nico, but taller than Ethan. Broad shoulders. Dark hair, starting to gray at the temples. A soft sweater the color of oatmeal, dark jeans, brown leather boots. Casual. Comfortable. Like he'd just stopped by.

He turned when she entered.

His eyes warm. Brown. The kind of eyes that looked like they were listening even when you weren't speaking.

“Maya,” he said. “It's good to see you.”

He didn't move to hug her. Didn't reach out. Just stood there, smiling, waiting.

He's giving me space. Letting me decide.

“It's good to see you too,” she said.

She walked toward him. Extended her hand. He took it—warm, dry, firm—and held it for a moment longer than necessary. Ethan watched from the kitchen. Saw the way Colin's thumb moved—just a fraction, just a stroke across her knuckles. Saw Maya's breath catch. His own hand tightened on the coffee mug.

“You look different,” Colin said. He still hadn't let go.

“Different how?”

“Healthier. More relaxed.” He tilted his head, studying her face. “Something's changed.”

Ethan cleared his throat. “Can I get you something to drink? Coffee? Beer?”

“Coffee would be great,” Colin said. He released her hand. “Black, if you have it.”

Ethan walked to the kitchen.

Colin turned back to Maya.

“Ethan tells me you've been working out,” he said. “New trainer?”

“Something like that.”

“He says you're in the best shape of your life.”

“He's biased.”

“Maybe.” Colin smiled. “But I can see it. There's something different about you. A glow.”

Maya's hand went to her neck. The bruise hidden, but she could feel it—throbbing, warm, a secret under the fabric.

“Must be the coffee,” she said.

Colin laughed. “Must be.”



They sat in the living room.

Ethan had brought out coffee for Colin and Maya, a beer for himself, and then retreated to the kitchen. He said he needed to check something on his laptop. Maya knew he was giving them space.

Colin sat in the armchair across from her, his mug cradled in both hands. He sat forward, elbows on his knees, like he was genuinely interested in what she had to say.

“So,” he said. “How are you really?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, Ethan tells me you're good. You tell me you're good. But I've been doing this long enough to know that ‘good' is usually code for something else.”

Maya took a sip of her coffee. “What's the something else?”

“Tired. Stressed. Overwhelmed.” He shrugged. “Happy. Sad. Horny.”

She almost choked.

“Sorry,” he said, not looking sorry at all. “Too direct?”

“A little.”

“I'm a therapist. Direct is what I do.”

She laughed despite herself. “I'm fine, Colin. Really.”

“Okay.” He leaned back in his chair. “But if you weren't fine—if something was bothering you—you'd tell me?”

“I'd tell Ethan.”

“Sure. But sometimes it's easier to talk to someone who's not married to you.”

She looked at him. Really looked.

His face open, unguarded. No judgment. No agenda. Just… presence.

He's good at this. Makes you want to talk.

“Things have been… different lately,” she said.

“Different how?”

“Different good. Different confusing.” She paused. “Different scary.”

Colin nodded. Didn't push.

“Ethan and I have been trying new things,” she said.

“New things like—”

“Just new things.”

He waited.

“Intimate things,” she said. “Things we've never done before.”

“Are they helping?”

“I think so.”

“You think so?”

“I don't know.” She set her mug down. “Sometimes I feel closer to him than ever. Other times I feel like I'm losing myself.”

Colin leaned forward again. “Losing yourself how?”

“Like I'm becoming someone I don't recognize.”

“Is that a bad thing?”

“I don't know.”

He smiled. “You keep saying that.”

“Saying what?”

“I don't know.”

She laughed again. “I guess I don't know a lot of things.”

“That's okay. Not knowing is the first step to finding out.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Not uncomfortable. The kind of silence that felt like permission.

“Maya,” Colin said.

“Yeah.”

“You're not losing yourself. You're finding yourself.” He set his mug down. “There's a difference.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I've been where you are.” He looked down at his hands. “When my marriage ended, I didn't know who I was anymore. I'd been a husband for so long I'd forgotten how to be just… me.”

“What did you do?”

“I started paying attention. To what I wanted. What I needed. What made me feel alive.” He looked up at her. “It was scary. But it was worth it.”

Maya's chest felt tight.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?”

“For listening.”

“That's what I'm here for.”



Ethan stood in the kitchen, pretending to check his email.

He could see them through the doorway—Maya in the armchair, Colin across from her. Leaning toward each other, talking quietly, their body language open and easy.

She's relaxed. More relaxed than she's been in days.

Colin said something. Maya laughed—a real laugh, not the polite kind. Her hand reached out and touched his knee.

Just for a second. Just a gesture.

Ethan saw it.

She touches him like she touches me. Like she's known him forever.

He looked down at his phone. The screen dark. No messages. No notifications.

Nico hasn't texted. Not since last night.

He should have been relieved. Instead, he felt something else—cold, empty.

He looked back at the living room.

Maya was nodding at something Colin was saying. Her hand on her own knee now. The bruise on her neck hidden, but he could still see it in his mind—dark, angry, a mark that belonged to another man.

She's talking to Colin. Opening up to him.

And I'm standing in the kitchen, watching.

He grabbed his beer. Walked back to the living room.



Ethan sat down on the couch, close to her but not touching.

Colin was telling a story about a client—no names, no details, just the shape of it. A woman who was afraid to want things. A woman who had been taught that desire was dangerous.

“It took her months to say it out loud,” Colin said. “But when she finally did—”

“What did she say?”

“She said, ‘I want to be wanted.'”

Maya's breath caught.

“And what did you tell her?”

Colin looked at her. His eyes soft.

“I told her that wanting to be wanted is the most human thing in the world.”

Ethan shifted on the couch. “That's very therapist of you.”

Colin laughed. “I try.”

Maya's hand rested on the arm of the chair. Colin reached out—not quickly, not aggressively—and placed his hand on top of hers. Just for a moment. Just long enough for her to feel the warmth of his palm.

“You're doing great,” he said. “Whatever you're going through. You're doing great.”

She looked down at his hand on hers. Then up at his face.

He knows. He doesn't know the details, but he knows something.

“Thank you,” she said.

He squeezed her hand. Let go.



Colin stood up.

“I should get going,” he said. “I have a session at five.”

Ethan stood too. “Thanks for coming by.”

“Thanks for having me.”

Colin walked to the door. Maya followed. She stood beside Ethan, close enough to feel his body heat, not close enough to touch.

Colin put on his coat. Turned to face them.

“Maya,” he said.

“Yeah.”

“If you ever want to talk—I mean really talk—my door is open.” He reached into his pocket, pulled out a card, and held it out to her. “No charge. No strings. Just a friend who's also a therapist.” He paused. His thumb brushed the edge of the card before letting go. “Of course, if you were a client, I'd have to refer you out. Can't treat people you know personally. Ethical guidelines.” A half-smile. “Lucky for you, I'm not your therapist.”

Maya took the card. Cream-colored. Heavy. His name in dark blue. Colin Ashby, MFT.

“What are you, then?” she asked.

Colin looked at her. His eyes held something she couldn't name.

“I'm not sure yet,” he said. “But I'd like to find out.”

The words hung in the air. Maya felt her face flush. Ethan, standing behind her, cleared his throat.

“We should let you go,” Ethan said.

Colin nodded. “Call me. If you want.”

He left.

Maya stood in the hallway, the card still in her hand, thinking: He just told me he's breaking his own code. And I didn't walk away.



The door closed.

Maya still held the card, staring at it like it might explode.

“Are you going to call him?” Ethan asked.

“I don't know.”

“He's a good guy.”

“I know.”

“He's also—” Ethan stopped.

“Also what?”

“Also someone who wants you.”

Maya looked at him. “What?”

“Colin. He wants you. I've seen the way he looks at you.”

“That's ridiculous.”

“Is it?”

She tucked the card into her pocket. “He's just being friendly.”

“He's a therapist. He's trained to be friendly.”

“That's not the same thing.”

“No,” Ethan said. “It's not.”

They stood in silence.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“I'm going to lie down.”

“Okay.”

She walked to the bedroom. The door closed.

Ethan stood in the hallway, staring at the door, thinking about Colin's hand on hers. The way she hadn't pulled away.

She's not the only one changing. I'm changing too.

He didn't know if that was a good thing.



She lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

The card on the nightstand. Cream-colored. Heavy. Colin's name in dark blue.

Colin Ashby, MFT. Marriage and Family Therapy.

She picked it up. Turned it over. The back blank.

If you ever want to talk—really talk—my door is open.

She thought about his hand on hers. The warmth. The way he'd looked at her—not like Nico, not like a predator sizing up prey. Like he saw her. Like he understood.

He's a therapist. Trained to make people feel understood.

It hadn't felt like training. It had felt like connection.

She set the card down. Closed her eyes.

I want to be wanted. That's what she said. That's what I feel.

By who?

She didn't have an answer.



He stood in the doorway, watching her.

She was on her back, one arm thrown over her eyes, her chest rising and falling with slow, even breaths.

She's not sleeping. She's thinking.

He walked to the bed. Sat down beside her.

“Hey.”

She moved her arm. Looked at him.

“Hey.”

“You okay?”

“I don't know.”

He lay down beside her. They stared at the ceiling together.

“I saw the way he looked at you,” Ethan said.

“I know.”

“Did you like it?”

She was quiet for a long moment.

“I liked being seen,” she said. “That's different.”

“Is it?”

She turned her head. Looked at him.

“You see me. You've always seen me.”

“But?”

“But sometimes I want to be seen by someone who doesn't know me. Someone who doesn't have a history with me. Someone who can look at me and just see—”

“See what?”

“See me.”

Ethan reached for her hand. Held it.

“That's not something I can give you.”

“No,” she said. “It's not.”

They lay there, holding hands, staring at the ceiling.

This is what it feels like. To want two things at once.

She squeezed his hand.

He squeezed back.




CHAPTER 8: THE MARK

The text came at 8:47. Ethan read it twice. His thumb hovered over the keyboard. What was he supposed to say? Okay? Yes, sir? Thank you for letting me sit closer while you fuck my wife?

He typed: Okay.

The reply came in seconds. And don't touch yourself. I'll know if you do.

Ethan put the phone down. His dick already half-hard in his jeans. Just from the text. Just from the promise of what was coming.

Maya was in the bathroom. He could hear the shower running, could smell the steam drifting under the door. She'd been in there for twenty minutes. Washing. Preparing. Trying to look like she wasn't preparing.

She came out wearing a black silk robe. Her hair wet, dark strands clinging to her neck. Her feet bare. Her toes still painted that deep red.

“He said nine,” she said.

“It's eight-fifty.”

“I know.”

She walked to the bed. Sat down. The robe parted, showing the tops of her thighs, the shadow between them.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you okay with this?”

He thought about it. Nico's shaft inside her. The sounds she'd made last time. The way she'd looked at him afterward—not guilty, just satisfied.

“I don't know,” he said. “But I'm going anyway.”

She nodded. Stood up. Walked to the door.

“Let's go.”



Nico's door was unlocked.

Maya pushed it open. The apartment dark except for one lamp in the corner, casting long shadows across the floor. The air smelled like him—sandalwood, clean sweat, something metallic underneath.

He sat on the bed.

Naked.

His dick already hard, thick and dark, curving slightly toward his stomach. His hand rested on his thigh, fingers loose, casual. Like he'd been waiting.

“Close the door,” he said.

Ethan closed it.

“Sit on the bed. Next to the headboard. Facing us.”

Ethan walked to the bed. Sat down. Hands gripping his knees.

Nico looked at Maya. She still stood by the door, her robe tied tight, hands at her sides.

“Take it off,” he said.

She untied the robe. Let it fall.

Underneath, nothing. Her breasts bare, nipples already tight in the cool air. The red lace panties—the same pair from the first night—the only thing covering her.

“Those too.”

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pushed the lace down her thighs. Stepped out of them. Kicked them aside.

“Come here.”

She walked to him. Stopped at the edge of the bed.

Nico reached out. His hand landed on her hip. Fingers spread wide, covering as much of her as possible.

“You know why I asked you here tonight?”

She shook her head.

“I want to leave something behind. Something your husband can't wash off.”

His hand slid down her hip, between her thighs. Two fingers pushed inside her. She gasped.

“You're already wet,” he said. “Good. You know what you came for.”

He pulled his fingers out. Held them up. Glistening.

“Taste.”

She opened her mouth. He pushed his fingers inside, let her suck them clean.

“Your wife tastes like a whore,” he said to Ethan. “Did you know that?”

Ethan didn't answer.

“Answer me.”

“No,” Ethan said. His voice rough.

“She does. Sweet and salty. Like she's been thinking about this all day.” He pulled his fingers out of Maya's mouth. Grabbed her wrist. Pulled her onto the bed.

“On your back. Hands above your head.”



She lay on her back, arms stretched toward the headboard. Nico reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out two silk ties—dark gray, expensive, the kind that came with a suit.

He looped one around her right wrist. Tied it to the headboard post. Tight enough to hold, loose enough not to hurt.

Then her left wrist.

She tugged. The silk held.

“Good,” he said. “Now you can't run.”

“I wasn't going to run.”

“I know. That's what makes this fun.”

He knelt between her thighs. His dick inches from her, heavy and thick, the bulbous head flushed dark.

Nico glanced at Ethan. “Look at her nipples. Hard already. She's imagining what's coming.” Maya whimpered.

“Ethan,” Nico said. “Come here. Lie next to her. Face us.”

Ethan moved. Lay down beside her, propped on one elbow, body angled toward them. Face pale. Jaw tight.

“Put your hand on her stomach,” Nico said.

Ethan's hand landed on her belly. Warm. Slightly shaking.

“Feel how her heart is beating?”

Ethan nodded.

“She's scared. And excited. Can you tell the difference?”

“No.”

“Neither can I.”

Nico leaned forward. His dick pressed against her entrance. Not pushing. Just resting.

“Tonight,” he said, “I'm going to fill you up. And when I'm done, I'm going to make you show him.”

He pushed.



The bulbous head of his shaft pushed past her entrance. Slow. Deliberate. The stretch immediate—that familiar burn, that fullness she'd been thinking about all week.

“Look at me,” Nico said.

She looked at him. Eyes dark, focused, almost angry.

“You're going to count. Every time I push in, you count. From one to twenty. Then we start over.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to remember how many times I fuck you tonight.”

He pushed deeper. Another inch.

“One,” she said.

Another inch. “Two.”

Another. “Three.”

He kept going. Slow. Steady. Each thrust measured, controlled, designed to make her feel every inch.

“Four. Five. Six.”

Her hips lifted off the bed. The silk ties bit into her wrists.

“Seven. Eight. Nine.”

His shaft almost all the way inside her now. She could feel him pressing against her cervix, that deep ache that made her want to push back and pull away at the same time.

“Ten.”

He stopped.

“Look at him,” Nico said.

She turned her head. Ethan watching her, hand still on her stomach, mouth slightly open.

“Tell him how it feels.”

“Full,” she said. “So full.”

“That's it.”

Nico pulled out. Almost all the way. Pushed back in.

“Eleven.”



Ethan's hand on her stomach. He could feel her muscles clenching with every thrust—her abs tightening, her hips lifting, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

She's counting. Counting the times he fucks her.

His dick hard. So hard it hurt. Pressing against his zipper, straining against the fabric.

Don't touch. He said don't touch.

His hand—the one not on her stomach—was already moving. Sliding down his thigh. Toward his zipper.

“Twelve,” Maya said.

His fingers found the metal tab.

“Thirteen.”

He pulled it down.

“Fourteen.”

His hand slipped inside his jeans. Wrapped around his shaft.

“Fifteen.”

He started to stroke.

“Sixteen.”

Slow at first. Then faster.

“Seventeen.”

He's going to see. Going to catch me.

“Eighteen.”

He didn't care.

“Nineteen.”

His hand moved faster. His breath came faster.

“Twenty.”

Nico stopped.

“Did you just come?” he asked.

Ethan's hand froze.

“No.”

“Then why is your hand in your pants?”

Ethan pulled his hand out. Fingers slick with pre-cum.

“Because I told you not to touch. And you touched anyway.”

He pulled out of Maya. Turned to face Ethan.

“Now you're going to watch. And you're not going to touch yourself again. If you do, I'll stop. And I won't start again until you beg.”

Ethan nodded.

“Say it.”

“I won't touch.”

“Good boy.”

Nico turned back to Maya. Pushed back inside her.

“One,” she said.



He was fucking her harder now. The slow, measured thrusts gone—replaced by something faster, rougher, more urgent.

“Two. Three. Four.”

She could feel sweat beading on her forehead, dripping down her temples. Her breasts bounced with every impact.

“Five. Six. Seven.”

Nico grabbed her hips. Pulled her onto his shaft harder, deeper.

“Eight. Nine. Ten.”

His thumb found her clit. Pressed. Circled.

“Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen.”

Close. So close.

“Fourteen. Fifteen. Sixteen.”

Don't come yet. Not yet. Wait until he says.

“Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen.”

Nico slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out.

“Twenty.”

He stopped.

“Again,” he said.

He pushed back in.

“One.”



Ethan's hands gripping the sheets. White-knuckled. Shaking.

She's counting. Counting the strokes of another man's shaft.

He could see everything. Nico's thighs pressed against hers. His balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. Her cunt stretched around him, wet and glistening.

“Two. Three. Four.”

Maya's eyes closed. Mouth open. Whole body trembling.

“Five. Six. Seven.”

She's going to come. Going to come on his dick.

“Eight. Nine. Ten.”

Nico changed his angle. Shifted his hips. Thrusting upward, hitting something deeper.

“Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen.”

Maya's back arched. A sound tore out of her—not a word, just noise.

“Fourteen. Fifteen. Sixteen.”

Faster. Go faster.

“Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen.”

Nico grabbed her wrists—not untying them, just holding them, pinning her down.

“Twenty.”

He stopped.

“Again,” he said.

“One,” Maya whimpered.



She lost count at fourteen. Or maybe fifteen. Couldn't remember. All she knew was the shaft inside her, the hands on her hips, the weight of his body pressing her into the mattress.

“Fifteen,” she said. Then, “No—fourteen. Fourteen.”

Nico stopped.

“What number are you on?”

“I don't—I can't—”

“You lost count.”

“Yes.”

He pulled out. Completely.

“Then we start over.”

“No—please—”

“One,” he said, pushing back in.

“One,” she said.

“Two.”

“Two.”

“Three.”

“Three.”

He was going slower now. Deliberate. Torturing her.

“Four.”

“Four. Please—”

“Please what?”

“Please don't stop.”

“I won't. But you have to earn it.”

“How?”

“Beg.”

“I'm begging.”

“Beg better.”

“Please fuck me. Please fuck me hard. Please make me come.”

He smiled. “That's my girl.”

He started fucking her faster. Harder. The way she wanted.

“Five. Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten. Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. Fifteen. Sixteen. Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen.”

He paused at twenty.

“Again?”

“Yes,” she said. “Again.”



Ethan couldn't look away.

Maya's face flushed, lips swollen, eyes half-closed. Every time Nico thrust, she gasped—a small, broken sound that made his dick ache.

She's not pretending. Not acting. She's really—

“I'm close,” Maya said.

“Not yet,” Nico said.

“Please—”

“I said not yet.”

He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Let her feel the emptiness.

“Beg.”

“Please let me come. Please. I'll do anything.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

“Then tell your husband what you want.”

Maya turned her head. Looked at Ethan. Eyes wet.

“I want him to make me come,” she said. “I want Nico to make me come while you watch.”

Ethan's throat dry.

“Tell him you want my seed inside you.”

“I want your seed inside me.”

“Tell him you want to be full of it.”

“I want to be full of it. I want to feel it dripping out of me.”

“Louder.”

“I WANT TO FEEL IT DRIPPING OUT OF ME.”

Nico started fucking her again. Fast. Brutal. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room.

“Now,” he said. “Come.”

Maya screamed.



The orgasm ripped through her.

Started in her belly—that tight coil of heat—and exploded outward, down her thighs, up her spine, behind her eyes. Her cunt clenched around Nico's shaft, gripping him, milking him, pulling him deeper.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “Fuck, you're tight.”

He didn't stop. Kept fucking her through it, harder now, chasing his own release.

“Look at him,” he said.

She looked at Ethan. Her husband. Sitting beside her, his hand on her stomach, his eyes wide.

“Watch him watch you. Watch him see you come on my dick.”

She was still coming. The waves kept crashing, one after another, each one stronger than the last.

“I'm going to fill you up. Pump my seed so deep inside you that you'll still feel it tomorrow.”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes—”

“Say it. Say you want my seed.”

“I want your seed.”

“Say you want me to breed your whore cunt.”

“I want you to breed my whore cunt.”

“Say—”

He came.

She felt it—the first hot pulse deep inside her, then another, then another. His shaft throbbed, swelling, pumping thick ropes of seed into her. Filling her, flooding her, spilling out around his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck, yes.”

He kept thrusting. Slower now. Pushing his seed deeper with every stroke.

“Look,” he said, pointing at where their bodies joined. “Look at what I did to her.”

Maya looked down. She could see his shaft inside her, slick and glistening, white fluid leaking out around the edges.

“You're so full of me. You can feel it, can't you?”

She could. Full. Stuffed. Heavy with his seed.

“Ethan,” Nico said. “Touch her. Feel how warm she is.”

Ethan's hand moved from her stomach to her thigh. Fingers cold, shaking.

“Slide your hand down. Feel where I'm still inside her.”

Ethan's fingers moved lower. Touched the wetness. The seed. The place where Nico's shaft was still buried.

“Feel that?” Nico asked.

“Yes,” Ethan whispered.

“That's mine. Every drop.”

He pulled out.



Nico sat back on his heels. His dick still hard, still glistening, still dripping.

“Spread your legs,” he said. “Show him.”

Maya spread her legs. Wide.

Seed poured out of her.

Thick. White. Hot. Ran down her thighs, pooled on the sheets, dripped onto the mattress.

“Look at that. Look at how much I put inside her.”

Ethan stared.

“Your wife is full of my seed. Do you know what that means?”

Ethan shook his head.

“It means she's mine. Every time I fill her up, she carries a piece of me with her.”

He reached out. Slid two fingers inside her. Scooped up the seed. Brought it to her lips.

“Taste,” he said.

She opened her mouth. He pushed his fingers inside. She sucked them clean.

“Now clean up.”

He grabbed her wrists. Untied the silk. Freed her hands.

“Your husband is going to watch you clean up my mess.”

Maya sat up. Legs shaking. Thighs slick with seed.

She looked at Ethan. Face pale, eyes dark, his dick still hard and leaking.

“Ethan,” she said. “Hand me a towel.”

He didn't move.

“Ethan.”

He reached to the nightstand. Grabbed a towel. Handed it to her.

She wiped her thighs. The towel came away white and wet.

“Turn it over,” Nico said. “Show him.”

She turned the towel over. The stain dark, glistening.

“That's what I left inside you. That's what you took.”

Maya looked at the towel. Then at Ethan.

“I took it,” she said. “All of it.”

“That's my girl.”

Nico stood up. Walked to the bathroom. The door closed behind him.

Maya sat on the edge of the bed, the towel still in her hands. Seed still leaking out of her, dripping onto the sheets.

“Ethan,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Come here.”

He moved beside her.

“Kiss me.”

He kissed her. She could taste Nico on his lips—not directly, but somehow. The salt of his skin. The musk of his body.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you still love me?”

He looked at her. At her face, her body, the mess between her thighs.

“Yes,” he said. “I think I love you more.”

She didn't know if that was true. But she wanted it to be.



Nico came out of the bathroom. Dressed now—loose pants, no shirt. Walked to the bed, picked up the wet towel, and tossed it into a hamper.

“You should go,” he said. “She needs to rest.”

Ethan nodded. He stood up. His jeans still open, his dick still half-hard.

“One more thing,” Nico said.

He walked to Maya. Leaned down. His lips brushed her ear.

“Your husband will never wipe me off. Every time he touches you, he'll feel me. Every time he kisses you, he'll taste me. Every time he fucks you, he'll wonder if you're thinking about me.”

She shivered.

“You're mine now. Even when you're with him.”

He kissed her forehead. Then stood up.

“Good night.”



The car was silent.

Ethan drove with both hands on the wheel, eyes fixed on the road. Streetlights cast pale yellow stripes across his face.

Maya sat in the passenger seat, legs pressed together, dress bunched around her thighs. She could feel Nico's seed still inside her—warm, wet, leaking out with every bump in the road.

I'm still full of him. Even now. Even on the way home.

She looked at Ethan. Jaw tight. Knuckles white.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“No.”

“What's wrong?”

He didn't answer.

She reached over. Put her hand on his thigh.

“Ethan.”

“Don't.”

“Don't what?”

“Don't pretend you didn't love it.”

She pulled her hand back.

“I'm not pretending. I did love it.”

“Then why are you asking if I'm okay?”

“Because I want to know.”

He was quiet for a long moment.

“I don't know if I'm okay. I don't know if I'll ever be okay again.”

“That's not an answer.”

“It's the only one I have.”

They drove in silence.



They were almost home when Maya's hand moved.

She didn't plan it. Didn't think about it. Her fingers just slid down her stomach, under the hem of her dress, into her panties.

Still wet. Still slick with Nico's seed.

Her fingers found her clit.

What am I doing?

She didn't stop.

Ethan's right there. He can see me.

She started to circle. Slow at first. Then faster.

“Ethan.”

He glanced over. Saw her hand moving under her dress.

“What are you doing?”

“What does it look like?”

“Stop.”

“No.”

“Please—”

“I need to come, Ethan. I need to come one more time. With him still inside me.”

Her fingers moved faster. Pressure building—that familiar ache, that desperate need.

“Pull over,” she said.

“No.”

“Pull over or I'll do it while you're driving.”

He pulled over.

The car parked on a side street, dark and quiet. The only light from the dashboard.

Maya leaned back. Spread her legs. Fingers inside her now, scooping up Nico's seed, spreading it over her clit.

“Watch,” she said.

Ethan watched.

Her hand moved faster. Hips lifted off the seat. Breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“I'm going to come,” she said. “I'm going to come thinking about him.”

“Stop.”

“I can't.”

“Yes you can.”

“I don't want to.”

She pressed harder. Circled faster.

Nico's face. His dick. His voice.

You're mine now.

She came.

The orgasm hit her like a wave—sudden, overwhelming, leaving her gasping. Body shook. Thighs clenched. Seed—Nico's seed, mixed with her own—dripped onto the seat.

Ethan watched.

When it was over, Maya opened her eyes. Looked at him.

“Drive,” she said.

He put the car in gear. Pulled back onto the road.

Neither spoke.

The rest of the drive was silent.




CHAPTER 9: THE ECHO

The cursor blinked.

Ethan stared at the screen, fingers hovering over the keyboard. The apartment dark except for the glow of his laptop. Maya had been asleep for hours—he could hear her breathing through the open bedroom door, soft and even.

He'd been sitting here since midnight. It was almost midnight again.

Twenty-three hours. He'd written and deleted. Written and deleted.

Just post it. No one knows it's you. No one will ever know.

He took a breath. Hit submit.

The words he'd been carrying for weeks poured out of him like something ruptured. He wrote about the bar. Nico's hand under the table. The way Maya had looked at him when she came—not at Nico, at him. He wrote about the bedroom. Watching. The sounds she'd made, sounds he'd never heard before, sounds he couldn't stop hearing.

He wrote about how hard he'd been. How he wasn't allowed to touch himself. How he'd sat in that chair with his hands gripping the armrests while another man fucked his wife.

He wrote the truth.

When he finished, his hands were shaking.

The post went live at 12:03 AM.



The first comment arrived three minutes later.

“Lucky bastard.”

Ethan stared at the words. Lucky. He didn't feel lucky. He felt like someone had reached into his chest and pulled out something he hadn't known was there—dark and pulsing and alive.

The second comment: “She's going to leave you, you know. They always do.”

His stomach clenched.

Third: “My wife did the same thing six years ago. We're still married. Happier than ever. Ignore the haters.”

Fourth: “Cuck.”

Fifth: “More details. What did she say? What did he look like?”

He couldn't stop reading.



The thread had exploded.

Forty-seven comments. Some supportive. Some cruel. Most just… curious. Asking questions he hadn't expected strangers to ask. How big was he? Did she enjoy it? Did you? Are you going to let her do it again?

He answered some. Not all. He couldn't.

Then the private message arrived.

From: RealTalk22

Subject: Your post

“I read what you wrote. My wife did the same thing. Started with our neighbor. Handsome guy, confident, you know the type. She said it was just sex. Just exploring. Just something we were doing together.”

Ethan's throat tightened.

“That was three years ago. She lives with him now. We're divorced. She has his last name.”

He stared at the words.

“I'm not saying that's going to happen to you. But I wish someone had told me it could. I wish someone had warned me that once they taste something bigger, something better, something that makes them feel like a woman instead of a wife…”

The message ended there. No signature. No goodbye.

Ethan read it seven times.

Then he closed his laptop, walked to the bathroom, and vomited.



He sat on the bathroom floor, back against the cold tile, head between his knees.

She's going to leave you.

The words echoed. He couldn't shake them.

Once they taste something bigger, something better…

He thought about Maya's face last night. The way she'd looked at Nico. The way she'd said “Yes, better” when he asked if Nico's dick was better than Ethan's.

She meant it. She wasn't performing. She wasn't playing along. She meant it.

His stomach heaved again, but nothing left.

He thought about the way she'd smiled when she fell asleep. That small, satisfied smile. The one he'd never seen before.

I gave her that. I gave her permission. I arranged it. I watched.

The voice in his head—the one that sounded like the man in the message—whispered something else.

You didn't give her anything. She took it. And she'll keep taking until there's nothing left of you.

He stood up. Splashed water on his face. Looked at himself in the mirror.

Pale. Dark circles under his eyes. Hair disheveled.

He looked like a man who was losing something. He just didn't know what.

I'm not him. I'm not that guy. My wife loves me. She came home. She said she loved me.

The message wouldn't leave.

She has his last name now.

Ethan walked back to the bedroom. Maya still asleep, curled on her side, her hand resting on his pillow.

He lay down beside her. Didn't touch her. Just watched her breathe.

If I stop this now, will she resent me? Will she think about him every time I touch her? Will she compare us for the rest of our lives?

He didn't know.

That was the worst part.

He didn't know anything anymore.



He opened his laptop. Not the browser—the novel file. Ashes & Covenants, Book Three.

The cursor blinked at the bottom of the last chapter. His protagonist, Corin, stood at the edge of a battlefield, watching his wife ride away with another man.

He watched, Ethan had written. He didn't move.

He stared at the words. Then he typed: But his hand went to his sword.

He deleted it.

Typed: He took a step forward.

Deleted.

Finally, he wrote: He didn't know what he was going to do. But he knew he couldn't stay still.

He saved. Closed the laptop.

In the bedroom, Maya turned over.



The apartment was empty.

Ethan had left for a meeting—or so he'd said. She'd heard him moving around at dawn, quiet, trying not to wake her. She'd pretended to be asleep.

Now she sat at the kitchen table with her laptop and a cup of cold coffee, scrolling through nothing.

He's been weird. Distracted. He won't look at me the same way.

She didn't know if that was guilt or something else.

She opened her browser. Typed “OurSecret forum” without thinking. She'd never visited the site before—Ethan had mentioned it once, months ago, and she'd filed it away.

Now she typed “hotwife” into the search bar.

The first result was a post from last night.

Title: I watched my wife fuck our neighbor. I've never been harder.

Her heart stopped.

She clicked.

The username was MidwestScribe.

Ethan. That's him. That's his writing.

She'd know his voice anywhere—the way he structured sentences, the words he chose, the rhythm of his paragraphs. She'd been reading his work for five years.

This was him.

She read the post once. Twice. Three times.

He'd written about things she hadn't told him. Things she hadn't realized he'd noticed. The way she'd bitten her lip. The way her breath had caught when Nico first touched her. The way she'd said “Yes, better”—he'd remembered that. He'd written it down.

He heard everything. He was watching. He was listening. And then he came home and wrote about it.

Her face hot. Her stomach tight.

I should be angry. He posted our private life on the internet. Strangers are reading about me.

She wasn't angry.

She was… something else.

She scrolled to the comments. Hundreds now. Some supportive. Some cruel. Some asking for details she hadn't even told Ethan.

She saw the private message.

“I read what you wrote. My wife did the same thing…”

She read it.

Her chest ached.

He saw this. He read this last night. He read it and he didn't wake me up. He just… sat with it.

She thought about Ethan. The way he'd looked this morning—pale, quiet, not meeting her eyes.

He's scared. He's scared I'm going to leave him.

The thought made her want to cry.

She scrolled back to the top of the post. Read it again.

Clicked “Reply.”

Fingers hovered over the keyboard.

What do I say? What do you say to your husband when you find out he's been posting about you on the internet?

She typed: “I'm the wife. Thank you for writing this. I didn't know you were watching so closely.”

Paused. Deleted.

Typed again: “I'm the wife. I'm not going anywhere.”

Deleted.

Typed: “I'm the wife. Thank you for seeing me.”

She hit send before she could change her mind.



She stared at the screen.

Her comment already there, nestled among the others. Anonymous—just like his. No one would know it was her.

He would know.

She thought about Ethan reading it. The moment he would see those words and recognize her voice, the way she'd recognized his.

He'll know I was here. He'll know I saw everything.

She closed the laptop.

Hands shaking.



He walked through the door and knew immediately that something had changed.

The apartment smelled different. Not bad—just different. Like someone had been burning a candle and let it go out.

Maya sat on the couch, laptop open in front of her, legs curled beneath her. She wore his old college sweatshirt—the one he only wore when he was cold—and her hair loose around her shoulders.

She looked up when he walked in.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

He set his bag down by the door. Kicked off his shoes. Walked into the living room.

“How was your meeting?” she asked.

“Fine.”

She patted the cushion next to her. “Sit down. I need to show you something.”

His stomach dropped.

She knows. She found the post. She's going to be furious.

He sat.

Maya turned the laptop toward him. The screen already open to the OurSecret forum. His post. Her comment.

“I'm the wife. Thank you for seeing me.”

He stared at the words.

“You found it,” he said.

“I found it.”

“How?”

“I searched for ‘hotwife.' Your post was the first result.”

He didn't know what to say.

“Ethan.” She took his hand. Her fingers warm. “I'm not angry.”

“You should be.”

“Probably.” She smiled. Small. Tired. “But I'm not.”

“Why not?”

She looked at him. Really looked. At his face, his eyes, the dark circles he hadn't been able to hide.

“Because you wrote it so beautifully. Because you saw things I didn't know you were seeing. Because you—” She stopped. Took a breath. “Because you're scared. And instead of talking to me about it, you wrote it down for strangers to read. And I get that. I get why you did it.”

“You do?”

“You needed someone to tell you it was okay. That you weren't crazy. That other husbands felt the same way.”

He nodded.

“And did they?” she asked. “Did they tell you it was okay?”

“Some of them.”

“What did the others say?”

He thought about the private message. The man whose wife had left him.

“They said I should be careful.”

Maya's thumb traced circles on the back of his hand.

“Are you going to be careful?”

“I don't know how.”

She leaned over. Kissed him. Soft. Gentle. Nothing like the kisses Nico gave her.

“Let me help,” she said.



She led him to the bedroom.

Not the frantic, desperate sex they'd been having lately. Not the reclaiming, not the proving, not the I'm still yours.

Just… slow.

She undressed him. Button by button. Let his shirt fall to the floor. Ran her hands over his chest—his thin chest, his soft stomach, the body she'd loved for five years.

He wasn't Nico. He would never be Nico.

He was hers.

She kissed his neck. Collarbone. Shoulder.

“I'm not going anywhere,” she whispered.

“You don't know that.”

“Yes, I do.”

She pushed him onto the bed. Straddled him. Lowered herself onto him slowly—so slowly—watching his face as she took him inside her.

He closed his eyes.

“Look at me,” she said.

He opened them.

“I'm not leaving. Not for Nico. Not for anyone. This is—” She moved her hips. Just a little. Just enough to make him gasp. “This is just sex. Exploration. Something we're doing together.”

“Together,” he repeated.

“Together.”

She leaned down. Kissed him again.

They moved slowly. Softly. The way they used to, before everything got complicated.

When he came, she felt it—the warmth spreading inside her, his body tensing, his hands gripping her hips.

She came too. Not the screaming, shaking orgasms Nico gave her. Something quieter. Something deeper.

When it was over, she lay on his chest. His heart pounding.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah.” His voice rough. “I think so.”

“Good.”

They lay there in the dark, listening to each other breathe.

And for the first time in weeks, neither of them felt alone.



The gym smelled like rubber and sweat and cleaning solution.

Maya walked in, scanned her card, and headed toward the back where Jax's training area was. He was already there, setting up—a kettlebell here, a resistance band there, his back to her.

Black shorts and a tank top that left his shoulders bare. His arms thick, veined, the kind that came from years of lifting things that weighed more than she did.

“You're early,” he said without turning around.

“You're earlier.”

He turned. Grinned. That wide, confident grin that made her stomach flip.

“Touche.”

He walked toward her. His eyes ran over her body—not hiding it, not pretending. Just looking.

“You look tired,” he said.

“Gee, thanks.”

“I mean it.” He stopped in front of her. Close enough that she could smell him—sweat and deodorant and something else, something sharp and male. “Dark circles. Shoulders tight.” His hand landed on her shoulder. Squeezed. “You're carrying something.”

She should have stepped back.

She didn't.

“Work stuff,” she said.

“Bullshit.”

“Excuse me?”

“That's not work stress.” He let go of her shoulder. “That's something else.” He studied her face. “You sleeping okay?”

“Not really.”

“Nightmares?”

Not nightmares. Dreams. Dreams about our neighbor. His hands. The way my husband watched.

“Something like that,” she said.

Jax nodded. “I have an idea.”

“What?”

“Deep tissue massage. After your workout. I'll show you some techniques you can do at home.” He paused. “You need to relax, Maya. And I'm very good at helping people relax.”

His voice dropped on the last word.

She should have said no.

“Okay,” she said.



The workout was brutal.

Jax pushed her harder than usual—extra sets, heavier weights, shorter rests. By the end, her arms shaking and her legs like jelly.

“Good,” he said, not breathing hard. “Now the massage.”

He led her to a private room at the back of the gym. Small. Dimly lit. A massage table in the center, a stool in the corner.

“Lie down,” he said. “Face down.”

She lay down. The table cold against her cheek.

Jax's hands landed on her shoulders.

“You're tight. Really tight.”

He pressed. Hard. She winced.

“Breathe.”

She breathed.

His hands moved down her back—slow, deliberate, professional. He knew what he was doing. She could feel it in the way he found the knots, worked them out with his thumbs.

This is fine. Just a massage. He does this with all his clients.

His hands reached her lower back.

And kept going.

His thumbs pressed into the muscles just above her glutes. His palms slid down, over the curve of her ass, stopping just at the edge of her shorts.

“Still tight here,” he said. “You carry a lot of tension in your glutes.”

His fingers pressed. Massaged. The edge of his thumb brushed against the underside of her butt cheek.

That's not professional. That's not where a trainer is supposed to touch.

She didn't say anything.

His hands moved back up. To her ribs. To her waist.

“Roll over,” he said.

She rolled over.

He stood beside the table, looking down at her. Eyes dark. Breathing steady.

“I'm going to work on your quads now. Then your hip flexors.”

His hands landed on her thighs. Squeezed. Massaged. Working the muscle, yes, but also—his thumbs high, too high, pressing into the soft flesh just below the seam of her shorts.

Heat pooled between her legs.

No. Not here. Not now.

Her body didn't care.

“You're getting warm,” Jax said. “That's good. Means the blood's flowing.”

His hands moved up. To her hips. To her waist. He pressed his thumbs into the muscles just above her hip bones—and then his fingers slid around to her stomach, palms resting on her lower belly.

One finger brushed against the bottom of her breast.

She held her breath.

“Still tight here,” he said, pressing his thumbs into her hip flexors. “You need to stretch more.”

His hands moved up again. To her ribs. To the sides of her breasts.

Thumbs pressed into the muscle just beneath her armpit—and his fingers curled around, brushing the outer curve of her breast.

He's touching my tits. Pretending it's part of the massage, but he's touching my tits.

Her nipples hardened.

She couldn't stop them.

Jax's eyes flicked down. Saw. His mouth twitched—not a smile, exactly. Something smaller. Something knowing.

“You're responding,” he said. “That's normal. Touch releases endorphins.”

“Is that what you're doing?” Her voice came out breathy. “Releasing endorphins?”

“Something like that.”

His hands moved again. This time, they landed on her thighs—high, too high, thumbs pressing into the crease where her leg met her pelvis. The edge of his palm pressed against her mound.

She should have stopped him.

She didn't.

“You're wet,” he said. It wasn't a question.

She didn't answer.

“It's okay. Happens sometimes. Nothing to be embarrassed about.”

His hands slid down her thighs. Back to professional territory. He squeezed her quadriceps, working the muscle, his thumbs tracing lines up and down her legs.

Every few strokes, his fingers drifted higher. Brushed against the edge of her shorts. Pressed into the soft flesh of her inner thigh.

“You're holding tension like a pulled hamstring. Quads are doing all the work.”

“Okay,” he said finally. “That's enough for today.”

He stepped back.

Maya lay on the table, chest heaving, body humming.

“You did good. That's a PR.” He paused. “Personal record. You held the stretch longer than last time. I can teach you some techniques for at home. Things your husband can do.”

“Things my husband can do?”

“To help you relax.” He paused. “Or I could just do them myself. If you want.”

She sat up. Shorts damp. She prayed he couldn't see.

“I should go,” she said.

“Maya.”

She looked at him.

“You're not sleeping because you're thinking about something. Or someone.” He stepped closer. “When you're ready to talk about it, I'm here.”

He handed her a towel. Walked to the door.

“Same time next week?”

She nodded.

He smiled. That same wide, confident smile.

“Looking forward to it.”

He left.

Maya sat on the table, legs pressed together, heart pounding.

What the fuck am I doing?

Her body already knew.



He was making dinner when she walked in.

She looked different. Flushed. Hair damp—she must have showered at the gym.

“How was training?” he asked.

“Good.” She set her bag down. Walked to the fridge. Pulled out a water bottle. “Hard.”

“Jax push you?”

“Yeah.” She drank. Throat moved. “He gave me a massage after. Deep tissue.”

Ethan's hands stilled on the knife.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.” She set the water down. Leaned against the counter. “He's… intense.”

“Intense how?”

She looked at him. Eyes bright. Too bright.

“He touched me. In places trainers aren't supposed to touch.”

Ethan's heart hammered.

“Where?”

She touched her hip. Her thigh. The underside of her breast.

“Here. Here. And here.”

“Did you tell him to stop?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

She was quiet for a long moment.

“Because I didn't want him to.”

Ethan set the knife down. Walked to her. Took her face in his hands.

“Maya.”

“I know,” she said. “I know it's wrong. I know I shouldn't—”

“I didn't say it was wrong.”

She blinked.

“I just asked why you didn't stop him.”

“Because…” She took a breath. “Because it felt good. Because I've been thinking about him. About what it would be like.”

“And?”

“And now I know a little more.”

He kissed her forehead. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Okay.” He stepped back. Picked up the knife. “Tell me the rest while I cook.”

She told him.

About Jax's hands. The way he'd looked at her. The things he'd said.

When she finished, Ethan was hard.

“He asked me to come to his apartment,” she said. “For a ‘private session.' Said he could teach me techniques I could use at home.”

“What did you say?”

“I said I'd think about it.” She paused. “I haven't said yes.”

Ethan stared at the vegetables on the cutting board.

“Do you want to say yes?”

“I don't know.”

“Maya.”

She looked at him.

“Do you want to say yes?”

She was quiet for a long time.

“Part of me does,” she said. “The same part that wanted Nico. The part that wanted to see what it was like.”

“And the other part?”

“The other part is scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of you. Of what you'll think. Of what I'll become.”

Ethan set the knife down again. Walked to her. Took her hand.

“You're not going to become anything. You're already you. That's not going to change.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I know you.” He squeezed her hand. “And because I'm not going anywhere.”

She looked at him. Eyes wet.

“Even if I go to his apartment?”

“Especially if you go.”

She laughed. A broken sound.

“You're crazy.”

“Probably.”

She leaned into him. Head on his chest.

“I'm not going to say yes,” she said. “Not yet.”

“Okay.”

“But I'm not going to say no, either.”

“Okay.”

She looked up at him.

“Does that scare you?”

He thought about the private message. The man whose wife had left him.

“Yes,” he said. “But I'm learning to live with it.”

She kissed him. Soft. Gentle.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

She pulled away. Walked to the bedroom.

At the door, she stopped.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“Jax asked me to come over this weekend. Saturday.”

His throat tightened.

“What did you say?”

“I said I'd let him know.” She paused. “I haven't decided yet.”

She disappeared into the bedroom.

Ethan stood in the kitchen, staring at the vegetables, listening to the sound of his wife moving around in the other room.

Saturday.

He didn't know what he wanted her to say.

He didn't know what he wanted at all anymore.




CHAPTER 10: THE SEPARATE

The apartment was too quiet.

Maya stood in the kitchen, barefoot on the cold tile, staring at the half-empty wine glass in her hand. She'd poured it an hour ago. Taken two sips.

Ethan had left that morning. A conference. Two nights. Something about user experience and agile methodology and words she'd stopped listening to after he'd said “I'll be gone until Thursday.”

Two nights alone.

She'd thought she'd enjoy it. The quiet. The space. The chance to sleep in the middle of the bed without someone stealing the covers.

At nine o'clock on the first night, the quiet felt like something pressing against her chest.

She set the wine glass down. Walked to the bedroom. Stopped in the doorway.

The bed made. Ethan's pillow still had the indentation of his head. She could smell him—clean, soapy, mixed with something else. Something that was just him.

She sat on the edge of the mattress. Picked up his pillow. Held it to her face.

Stupid. You're being stupid.

She didn't put it down.

She thought about calling him. Just to hear his voice. Just to say “I miss you.”

Instead, she reached for her phone.



The voice memo was three weeks old.

She'd saved it the night Nico had sent it. Listened once. Told herself she'd delete it.

She hadn't deleted it.

Now she lay on her back, Ethan's pillow tucked under her head, phone pressed to her ear. The apartment dark. The streetlight outside casting pale yellow stripes across the ceiling.

She pressed play.

“You did well tonight.”

Nico's voice. Low. Calm. The kind that didn't need to be loud to be heard.

“I'm going to ask you again next time. And when you say yes…”

A pause. She remembered that pause. Lying in his bed, body still trembling, his hand resting on her stomach.

“…I'm going to take my time.”

The message ended.

Maya's thumb hovered over the screen. She could play it again. Ten times. Twenty. No one would know.

She played it again.

“You did well tonight.”

Her thighs pressed together.

“I'm going to ask you again next time.”

Wet. She could feel it—the warmth spreading between her legs, her clit starting to throb.

“…I'm going to take my time.”

She set the phone down. Closed her eyes.



She imagined him in the dark.

Not the Nico from the bedroom—the one who had fucked her while Ethan watched. A different Nico. One who had all night. One who wasn't performing for an audience.

In her fantasy, he was behind her.

His apartment. His bedroom. His sheets tangled around their legs. He wasn't talking. The real Nico talked—gave orders, asked questions, made her say things. The Nico in her head was silent.

He just… touched.

His hand slid up her side. Over her ribs. Over the curve of her waist. Palm warm—warmer than she remembered—fingers rough, callused, the kind of hands that had done real work.

She was on her side, facing the wall. He curled behind her, chest pressed against her back, breath hot on her neck.

She could feel his dick against her ass. Thick. Heavy. Not inside her yet—just there, pressing, waiting.

“Turn around,” the Nico in her head said.

She rolled onto her back.

He was above her now, body blocking the light, face in shadow. She couldn't see his eyes, but she knew he was watching her. Always watching.

He kissed her neck. Not soft. Not gentle. Teeth scraping her skin, and she gasped, and his hand slid between her legs.

Already wet.

He didn't tease. Didn't circle her clit or slide his fingers through her folds. He just pushed two fingers inside her—hard, fast, the way he'd done in the bar that first night.

“This is what you wanted. Isn't it?”

“Yes,” she whispered to the empty room.

His fingers curled. Pressed against that spot inside her—the one Ethan had never found, the one Nico had discovered on his first try.

“Then take it.”

In the fantasy, she did.

Spread her legs wider. Lifted her hips. Let him push deeper, stretch her, fill her with his fingers and his voice and his presence.

Close.

In her head, Nico pulled his fingers out. She whimpered—couldn't help it—and he laughed. That low, quiet laugh that made her feel like a child caught doing something she shouldn't.

“Not yet. I want you to beg.”

“Please,” she whispered to the dark.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me.”

“With what?”

“Your dick. Please fuck me with your dick.”

She felt him move. Felt the bulbous head of his shaft press against her entrance. Felt the stretch—that slow, aching stretch that made her want to push back and pull away at the same time.

He pushed inside her.

One inch. Two. Three.

“Say my name.”

“Nico.”

“Louder.”

“Nico.”

“Now say his name.”

She hesitated.

“Say your husband's name.”

“Ethan.”

“Now tell me who makes you feel like this.”

“You,” she gasped. “You do. Nico does.”

He thrust deeper.

Maya's hand slid down her stomach. Under the waistband of her shorts. Fingers found her clit—swollen, slick, desperate.

She stroked herself in time with the fantasy.

In her head, Nico fucked her hard now. Fast. The bed creaking, headboard hitting the wall, and she was screaming—his name, her husband's name, words that weren't words at all.

“Come for me,” he said.

She came.

Body arched off the bed. Thighs clenched around her hand. Mouth opened in a silent cry.

In the moment of climax, the fantasy shifted.

It wasn't Nico's face she saw.

It was Ethan's.



She lay in the dark, hand still between her legs, breath ragged.

I thought about Nico. I was thinking about Nico the whole time.

At the end—at the very end—she'd seen Ethan's face. Ethan's eyes. Ethan's mouth, slightly open, the way it got when he was close.

Why? Why did I see him?

She didn't have an answer.

She pulled her hand out of her shorts. Fingers wet. She wiped them on the sheet—Ethan's side, not hers—and stared at the ceiling.

I'm not done. Still horny. I came, but I'm still horny.

She rolled onto her side. Grabbed the pillow—Ethan's pillow—and pressed it between her thighs.

The smell of him filled her nose.

She thought about Jax.



Jax was different.

In her fantasy, he wasn't silent like Nico. He talked—not commands, not orders, but encouragement. Praise. The kind of words that made her feel like she was winning something.

“That's it,” he said in her head. “You've got this. One more.”

She was on her hands and knees. The gym mat beneath her—hard, unforgiving, the rubber smell filling her nose. Jax behind her, hands on her hips, fingers digging into her skin.

“You're so tight. Jesus, Maya. So fucking tight.”

In the fantasy, he wasn't gentle. Not rough either. Something in between. Deliberate. Controlled. Every thrust measured, every stroke designed to push her closer to the edge.

She could feel his dick inside her. Thick. Long. Not as thick as Nico's—she didn't think so, anyway—but thicker than Ethan's. And he knew how to use it.

He wasn't just fucking her. He was training her.

“Breathe. In through your nose. Out through your mouth. Don't hold your breath.”

She breathed.

“That's it. Now push back against me. Use your hips.”

She pushed back. He thrust forward. The impact made her gasp.

“That's it. That's what I want. You're learning.”

In the fantasy, he reached around and grabbed her breast. Squeezed. Hard. Thumb found her nipple and rolled it, pinched it, tugged it.

“Yes,” she whispered to the empty room.

Her hand was between her legs again. On her side, knees pulled up, fingers sliding through her wetness.

“You like that?” the Jax in her head asked.

“Yes.”

“You like my hands on you?”

“Yes.”

“You like my dick inside you?”

“Yes.”

“You want more?”

“Yes. Please. More.”

He gave her more. Faster. Harder. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the fantasy—wet, obscene, the kind of sound she'd never made with Ethan.

“I'm going to come,” she said.

“Not yet.”

“Please—I can't—”

“Yes, you can. Hold it. Hold it for me.”

She tried. Clenched her muscles, tried to stop the wave building inside her, but too strong. Too much.

“Now,” he said. “Come for me now.”

She came.

Harder this time. Body shook, thighs trembled, hand pressed against her clit so hard it almost hurt.

In the fantasy, Jax kept fucking her through it. Didn't stop. Didn't slow down. Just kept pounding into her while she fell apart around him.

When it was over, she lay panting in the dark.

Hand wet. Sheet wet. Everything wet.

I'm a mess.

She still wasn't satisfied.



She reached for her laptop. Opened the Prescott file. The cursor blinked at her—accusing, impatient. She'd written three sentences. Three. In four days.

The client wanted a story about female empowerment. Something about their new product line—organic, sustainable, for the modern woman who knows her worth. Maya had written those words. They tasted like ash now.

Knows her worth. What was her worth? A wife who let her husband watch another man fuck her. A professional who hadn't met a deadline in two weeks. A woman who'd just spent an hour fantasizing about three different men while her actual work sat untouched.

She closed the laptop. The email from her boss was still open. Not negotiable.

She typed: Draft by EOD tomorrow.

Sent.

Then she reached for her phone.



She had three messages waiting.

The first from Jax. Sent two hours ago.

“You looked good today. Thinking about you.”

She stared at the words. Thinking about you. She knew what that meant. What he was thinking about—her body, her tight shorts, the way she'd responded to his hands.

She should delete it. Block his number.

She didn't.

The second from Colin. Sent an hour ago.

“Good night, Maya. Hope you're sleeping better.”

She'd told him she wasn't sleeping. Weeks ago, at Sofia's wine bar. He'd asked why, and she'd lied—said it was work, said stress, said everything except the truth.

He'd looked at her like he knew. Like he always knew.

She should delete that one too.

She didn't.

The third from Nico. Sent twenty minutes ago.

No words. Just a voice memo.

She pressed play.

“I'm in bed. Thinking about you. Thinking about the sounds you made. Thinking about how wet you were.”

A pause.

“I'm going to fuck you again. Soon. And this time, I'm going to make you say his name while I'm inside you.”

The message ended.

Maya's hand shook.

He means Ethan. He wants me to say Ethan's name while he fucks me.

The thought made her wet again.

She set the phone down. Stared at the ceiling.

I should sleep. Close my eyes and sleep and forget about all of them.

She couldn't.

She reached for her purse. Fingers found the envelope. She'd almost forgotten.

What the—

She pulled it out. Cream-colored paper. Heavy. No name. The seal wax. Dark red. Unbroken.

She didn't remember putting it there.

Maybe she had. Maybe Nico had slipped it into her bag when she wasn't looking.

She turned it over. Nothing.

She held it. Felt the weight. One sheet of paper. Maybe two.

Not tonight. Tomorrow.

She tucked it back into her purse. Zipped it closed.

Rolled onto her side, pulled Ethan's pillow against her chest, and closed her eyes.

He's coming home tomorrow. What am I going to tell him?

She didn't know.

She closed her eyes.

And waited for sleep.


CHAPTER 11: THE TENSION

The gym smelled like rubber and ambition.

Maya stood in the private training room, hands on her hips, breathing already shallow. Jax had texted her at seven: “Come early. We're doing something different today.”

She should have asked what. She didn't.

Now she was here, wearing the tightest leggings she owned and a sports bra that left her midriff bare, watching Jax set up a kettlebell and a resistance band like he was preparing for something more than a workout.

“You're quiet this morning,” he said without looking up.

“Just tired.”

“Bullshit.”

He straightened. Turned to face her. His eyes ran down her body—slow, deliberate, the way a man looks at something he wants to eat.

“You've got that look,” he said.

“What look?”

“The look women get when they're thinking about someone they shouldn't be thinking about.”

Her face went hot.

“I don't know what you're talking about.”

“Sure you don't.” He walked toward her. Stopped close. Close enough that she could smell his deodorant—something clean and sharp, like cedar. “Let's start with squats. I want to see your form.”

He stepped behind her. Hands landed on her hips—not the light, professional touch he usually used. His fingers pressed into her skin, gripping, holding her in place.

“Feet wider,” he said.

She widened her stance.

“Lower.”

She squatted down. Thighs burned.

“Good. Now hold it.”

She held it. He moved his hands from her hips to her waist. Thumbs pressed into her lower back, just above the waistband of her leggings.

“You're tight here,” he said. “You need to relax.”

“I am relaxed.”

“No, you're not.” Thumbs pressed harder. “You're thinking about something. Someone.”

She didn't answer.

“Up,” he said.

She stood. He stayed close—too close—chest almost touching her back.

“Again.”

She squatted. This time, his hands didn't stay on her waist. They slid down—over her hips, over the curve of her ass, stopping just at the edge of her leggings.

“Your glutes aren't firing. You're using your quads too much.”

“How do I fix that?”

He moved one hand lower. Palm pressed against her ass—not a slap, not a grab. Just a press. Fingers curled around the underside of her cheek.

“Squeeze. Right here. Feel that?”

She squeezed. Entire body tightened.

“Good. Now up.”

She stood. His hand stayed on her ass for a beat too long before he pulled it away.

“Better. You're starting to feel it.”

She felt it. Everything. She could feel him through his shorts—thick, hard. Not as big as Nico, but close. Her knees nearly buckled.

They did two more sets. Each time, his hands wandered further—sliding down her thighs, pressing between her legs, brushing against the seam of her leggings. Each time, she said nothing.

Finally, he stepped back.

“Take five,” he said. “Drink some water.”

She grabbed her bottle. Hands shaking.

“Maya.”

She turned.

Jax stood by the wall, arms crossed, watching her.

“You're thinking about someone,” he said again. “I can see it in your eyes.”

“I'm not.”

“You're a terrible liar.”

He walked toward her. Stopped in front of her. Reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“I don't like it. When you think about other men.”

Her breath caught.

“Jax—”

“I know I don't have a right to say that. I'm just your trainer. But I'm also—” He stopped. Shook his head. “Never mind.”

“Also what?”

He looked at her. Eyes dark. Serious.

“Also a man who wants you. And I don't like sharing.”

The words hung in the air—like a weight she hadn't asked for but couldn't put down.

Maya's heart pounded.

“I should finish my set,” she said.

“Yeah.” He stepped back. “You should.”

She turned away. Hands still shaking.

Behind her, she heard him exhale—a long, slow breath, like he was letting go of something he wanted to hold onto.



The coffee shop was small and quiet, the kind of place where people whispered even when no one was listening.

Maya sat in a booth by the window, hands wrapped around a mug she hadn't drunk from. Across from her, Colin stirred his latte with a slow, absent motion, eyes fixed on her face.

“You look different,” he said.

“Different how?”

“I don't know. Lighter. Heavier. Both.”

She laughed. Small, nervous.

“That doesn't make sense.”

“It makes perfect sense.” He set his spoon down. Leaned back. “You're carrying something. Something new. Something you haven't told anyone about.”

She looked out the window. The street busy—people walking, cars honking, a dog tugging on its leash. Normal life. The kind she used to have.

“How's Ethan?” Colin asked.

“Good. He's good.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. Why wouldn't I be?”

Colin shrugged. “You've been distant lately. Both of you. I came by last week and you were—” He paused. “Different.”

“Different how?”

“More… alive.” He leaned forward. Elbows on the table. “There's a glow to you, Maya. The kind women get when they're in love. Or when they're in lust.”

Her face flushed.

“I don't—”

“It's okay,” he said. “You don't have to explain.”

“I'm not—”

“Maya.” His voice soft. Gentle. The voice he used with clients on the edge of a breakdown. “I've known you for five years. I've watched you navigate bad days, good days, days where you wanted to scream and days where you wanted to cry. I know what you look like when you're hiding something.”

She stared at her coffee.

“You're not going to make me say it, are you?”

“Say what?”

“That you're right.”

He smiled. Small, sad.

“I don't need you to say it. I just need you to know that I see you.”

She looked up. Eyes warm. Kind. The kind that made her want to tell him everything.

“Someone's been paying attention to you,” he said. “Someone who isn't Ethan.”

She didn't deny it.

“Is he handsome?”

“Colin—”

“Is he kind?”

“I don't know.”

“Is he good to you?”

She thought about Nico's hands. Jax's eyes. The way both of them made her feel—seen, wanted, alive.

“Yes,” she said. “He is.”

Colin nodded. Took a sip of his latte.

“Does Ethan know?”

“Yes.”

“And he's okay with it?”

“He's the one who—” She stopped. “It's complicated.”

“It always is.” He set his cup down. Reached across the table and took her hand. Fingers warm. Soft. “I'm not going to judge you, Maya. I'm not going to tell you what to do. I just want you to know that I'm here.”

“Here for what?”

“For whenever you need someone to talk to. Someone who isn't Ethan. Someone who isn't—” He gestured vaguely. “Whoever he is.”

She looked at his hand on hers. He wasn't pulling away. Neither was she.

“Colin.”

“Yeah.”

“Why do you care so much?”

He was quiet for a long moment.

“Because I've been where you are. Because I know what it's like to want something you shouldn't want. And because—” He stopped. Took a breath. “Because I've thought about you. Late at night. When I couldn't sleep.”

Her heart stopped.

“You have?”

“Yeah.” He squeezed her hand. “I have.”

She didn't pull away.

“I'm not saying anything's going to happen. I'm not saying I expect anything. I'm just—” He looked at her. Eyes honest. Open. “I'm just telling you the truth.”

“Why now?”

“Because you're different. Because something's changed. And because I didn't want to spend the rest of my life wondering what would have happened if I'd just said something.”

The cafe buzzed around them. Coffee machines hissed. Cups clinked. Someone laughed at a table nearby.

Maya's hand still in his.

“I should go,” she said.

“Yeah.” He let go. “Me too.”

She stood up. Grabbed her purse.

“Maya.”

She looked at him.

“I'm not going to push. I'm not going to ask you to choose. I just—” He smiled. “I just wanted you to know.”

She nodded. Walked out of the cafe.

Heart pounding.



Nico's apartment smelled like whiskey and leather.

Maya sat on his couch, legs crossed, hands in her lap. He was in the kitchen, pouring himself a drink—amber liquid, one large cube, the way he always took it.

“You saw two people today,” he said without turning around.

Her stomach dropped.

“What?”

“The trainer. And the friend.” He walked toward her, glass in his hand. Sat down across from her. “Jax and Colin.”

“How do you know that?”

He took a sip. Swallowed. Set the glass down on the coffee table.

“I checked your location.”

She stared at him.

“You what?”

“I checked your location,” he said again. Voice calm. Matter-of-fact. Like he was telling her the weather. “I put a tracker on your phone a few weeks ago. Before we started this.”

She should have been angry. Should have stood up, walked out, never looked back.

She didn't move.

“You don't seem surprised,” he said.

“I'm not.”

“Why not?”

“Because you're a control freak.” She paused. “Because you like knowing everything. Because you can't stand not being in charge.”

He smiled. That slow, satisfied smile that made her stomach clench.

“You know me well.”

“I don't know you at all.”

“You know enough.” He leaned forward. Elbows on his knees. “The trainer touched you today. His hands on your hips. On your ass. Between your legs.”

Her face burned.

“You saw that too?”

“I didn't need to see it. I can tell by the way you're sitting. By the way you keep crossing and uncrossing your legs.” He tilted his head. “You're wet, aren't you?”

She didn't answer.

“And the friend. The therapist.” Nico's voice hardened. “He held your hand. Told you he'd been thinking about you.”

“You saw that too?”

“I saw everything.”

She should have been furious. Instead, she was turned on.

“Does it bother you?” she asked.

“Does what bother me?”

“That other men want me.”

Nico leaned back. Studied her face.

“No,” he said. “What bothers me is that you haven't told them about me.”

She blinked.

“You want me to tell them?”

“I want them to know who you belong to.” He stood up. Walked to the window. Looked out at the city. “The trainer thinks he can have you. The friend thinks he can save you. They don't understand that you're already taken.”

“I'm married,” she said. “Ethan is my husband.”

Nico turned. Looked at her.

“Ethan is your husband,” he agreed. “But I'm the one who fucks you.”

The words hung in the air—no escape, no denial.

Maya's thighs pressed together.

“You don't own me,” she said.

“No.” He walked back toward her. Stopped in front of her. Looked down at her face. “But you keep coming back. You keep letting me touch you. You keep saying my name when you come.”

She didn't deny it.

“I'm not asking you to leave your husband. I'm not asking you to choose. I'm just asking you to remember who you're with when you're with me.”

He reached down. Tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Does the trainer make you feel like this?”

“Like what?”

“Like you're on fire.”

She shook her head.

“Does the friend?”

“No.”

“Then stop thinking about them when you're with me.” He stepped back. “Now tell me about your day. Everything they said. Everything they did.”

She told him.

And when she finished, he took her hand and led her to the bedroom.

But that's a story for another chapter.



The apartment was dark.

Ethan sat on the couch, phone in his hand, TV off, lights off, everything off except the small glow of the screen.

He'd been sitting here for hours.

Maya had texted him at six: “Running late. Don't wait up.”

He waited anyway.

Phone buzzed.

Jax: “Your wife has incredible muscle control. She's going to be sore tomorrow. In the best way.”

Ethan stared at the message. Muscle control. He knew what that meant. What Jax was really saying.

He didn't reply.

Another buzz.

Colin: “Maya and I had a good talk today. She's lucky to have you. But I think she's also carrying something heavy. Check in with her when she gets home.”

Ethan read it twice. Colin didn't know. Colin thought he was being a good friend.

Or maybe Colin knew exactly what he was doing.

Another buzz.

Nico: “She's here. She told me about her day. About the trainer. About the friend.”

A pause.

“She's mine tonight. You can have her back tomorrow.”

Ethan's heart hammered.

He wanted to be angry. Wanted to be jealous. Wanted to feel something other than the hot, shameful throb in his dick.

He just sat there, in the dark, waiting.



The door opened.

Ethan looked up. Maya stood in the doorway, hair messy, lipstick gone, eyes bright.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

She walked inside. Kicked off her shoes. Dropped her purse on the floor.

“You waited up.”

“Yeah.”

She walked to the couch. Sat down beside him. Leaned her head on his shoulder.

“I'm tired,” she said.

“I bet.”

“But—” She lifted her head. Looked at him. “It was good.”

“Good?”

“Really good.”

She smiled. Small, satisfied.

Ethan didn't know what to say.

“Maya.”

“Yeah.”

“I got messages today. From Jax. From Colin. From Nico.”

She didn't look surprised.

“I know.”

“They're all—” He stopped. “They're all talking about you.”

“I know.”

“Doesn't that bother you?”

She was quiet for a moment.

“No,” she said. “It makes me feel wanted.”

“You are wanted.”

“I know.” She kissed his cheek. “By you. By them. By everyone.”

She stood up.

“I'm going to shower. Come to bed when you're ready.”

She walked to the bedroom. The door closed behind her.

Ethan sat on the couch, staring at the wall.

She's different. Not the same woman who left this morning.

He didn't know if that was good or bad.

He just knew he loved her.

And that, for now, was enough.




CHAPTER 12: THE CONFESSION

Sunlight slipped through the curtains, pale and gold, painting stripes across the wrinkled sheets. The apartment quiet—no traffic, no neighbors, just the soft hum of the refrigerator and the sound of Ethan breathing beneath her.

Maya lay on his chest, cheek pressed to his sternum, legs tangled with his. His arm wrapped around her back, fingers tracing slow, idle patterns on her bare shoulder. She could feel his heartbeat—steady, slow, nothing like the hammering in her own chest.

She hadn't slept well. Neither had he. They'd lain in the dark for hours, not talking, just holding each other, listening to the city settle.

Now it was morning. She had to say something.

“Ethan.”

“Mm.”

“I need to tell you something.”

His fingers stopped moving.

“I'm listening.”

She pushed herself up on her elbows. Looked down at him. Eyes tired—dark circles, red at the edges—but watching her the way he always watched her. Like she was the only thing in the room.

“About yesterday,” she said.

“I figured.”

She took a breath. The air smelled like him—soap, sleep, the faint salt of his skin. She could see the stubble on his jaw, the small scar above his eyebrow, the way his chest rose and fell.

“It's not just about what happened. It's about how they made me feel.”

“Okay.”

“The trainer first. Jax.”



She shifted, pulling her leg out from between his, curling up on her side facing him. Hand on his stomach. His skin warm.

“Jax makes me feel…” She paused, searching for the word. “Needed.”

“Needed how?”

“Like he wants to conquer me.” She laughed—small, embarrassed. “That sounds stupid.”

“It doesn't.”

“It's not just about sex. I mean, it is, but it's also…” She traced a line across his ribs with her fingertip. “When he looks at me, it's like I'm a challenge. Like he's trying to figure out how to take me apart.”

“Does he?”

“Does he what?”

“Take you apart.”

She thought about yesterday. His hands on her hips. Fingers pressing into her glutes. The way he'd said I don't like sharing.

“Almost,” she said. “He's close.”

Ethan's hand moved up her back. Palm rough, warm.

“What does he do?”

“He watches me. All the time. When I'm squatting, when I'm stretching, when I'm just standing there breathing. His eyes are always on me.”

“And?”

“And when he touches me—” She stopped. Swallowed. “When he touches me, it's like he's claiming territory. Not in a mean way. Just… like he's saying this is mine now.”

“Does that scare you?”

“No.” She looked at him. “It makes me wet.”

Ethan's breath caught. She felt it beneath her hand—his stomach tensing.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I know that's—”

“Don't apologize.” His voice rough. “I asked.”

She nodded.

“His hands,” she continued. “Rough. Callused. When he puts them on my waist, I can feel every ridge, every scar. And he doesn't ask permission. He just… takes.”

“Takes what?”

“Space. Contact. Me.” She pressed her palm flat against his stomach. “Yesterday, when he was ‘correcting my form,' his hand slid down to my ass. He didn't pretend it was an accident. He just left it there. For a full ten seconds.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing. I just… let him.”

Ethan's jaw tightened.

“When he watches you, does he get hard? Is he bigger than me?”

Maya paused. “Yes.” Ethan's dick twitched.

“Do you want him to do more?”

She was quiet for a moment.

“I don't know,” she said. “Part of me does. Part of me wants to see what would happen if I said yes.”

“And the other part?”

“The other part is scared of what I'd become.”

He pulled her closer. Arm tightened around her.

“You're not going to become anything. You're already you.”

“That's not an answer.”

“It's the only one I have.”



She rolled onto her back. Stared at the ceiling. Light had shifted—gold to white, brighter now, exposing the dust motes floating in the air.

“Colin is different,” she said.

“Different how?”

“He makes me feel… understood.”

“Like he listens?”

“More than that.” She turned her head to look at Ethan. “He sees things I don't say. He knew something was wrong before I opened my mouth. He knew I was hiding something.”

“Did he guess what?”

“No. But he didn't need to.” She reached out, touched Ethan's cheek. “He just sat there, holding my hand, telling me he wasn't going to judge me.”

“That's his job.”

“It's not a job, Ethan. It's who he is.” She pulled her hand back. “When I'm with him, I feel like I can say anything. Like nothing I tell him will make him walk away.”

“Would he walk away?”

“I don't know.” She looked back at the ceiling. “Probably not. That's what scares me.”

“Why?”

“Because if he won't walk away, then I have to. And I don't know if I can.”

Ethan was quiet.

“When he held my hand yesterday,” she said, “I didn't want him to let go.”

“Did he?”

“Eventually.”

She closed her eyes. Remembered the warmth of Colin's fingers, the way he'd looked at her across the table, the softness in his voice when he'd said I've thought about you.

“He told me he's been thinking about me. Late at night. When he can't sleep.”

“What did you say?”

“Nothing. I just… left.”

“Why?”

“Because if I'd stayed, I would have kissed him.”

The words hung in the air—no taking them back.

Ethan's hand found hers. Squeezed.

“Do you want to kiss him?”

“I want to know what it feels like to be wanted by someone who doesn't want anything from me.”

“He wants something.”

“I know.” She opened her eyes. “But he wants me to give it freely. Not because he's taking it.”

“That's dangerous.”

“I know.”

“He's trying to replace me.”

She turned to look at him. Face pale, serious.

“Maybe,” she said. “Or maybe he's just trying to be there.”

“For what?”

“For when I fall.”



She sat up. Pulled her knees to her chest. Wrapped her arms around them.

“Nico is different too.”

Ethan propped himself up on one elbow. Watched her.

“He makes me feel… owned.”

“Owned?”

“Not in a bad way.” She picked at a thread on the sheet. “He doesn't ask what I want. He doesn't wait for me to decide. He just… knows.”

“Knows what?”

“What I need. Before I know it myself.”

“That sounds controlling.”

“It is.” She looked at him. “But it's also freeing. When I'm with him, I don't have to think. I don't have to decide. I just… follow.”

“And you like that?”

“I didn't think I would. But yeah.” She hugged her knees tighter. “I like not being in charge for once. I like someone else making the decisions.”

“Even when the decisions are about you?”

“Especially then.”

Ethan sat up. Moved closer. Shoulder pressed against hers.

“He tracked your phone,” he said.

“I know.”

“Doesn't that bother you?”

“It should.” She leaned her head against his shoulder. “But it doesn't. It makes me feel… important. Like he cares enough to keep tabs on me.”

“That's not caring. That's possession.”

“Maybe.” She closed her eyes. “But when he fucks me, I don't feel possessed. I feel held.”

Ethan was quiet.

“When he's inside me,” she said, “I don't feel like I'm losing myself. I feel like I'm finding something I didn't know was there.”

“What?”

“Power.” She opened her eyes. “The power to let go.”

She turned to face him. Took his hand.

“Nico doesn't ask for my permission. He doesn't wait for me to catch up. He just… takes. And I give. And somehow, in that exchange, I feel more like myself than I do anywhere else.”

“Even with me?”

She looked at him. Tired eyes, worried face, the love she could see written in every line.

“Different,” she said. “Not more. Not less. Just different.”

“What's the difference?”

“With you, I'm safe. With Nico, I'm alive.”

“When he fucks you, do you think of me? Do you call my name?”

“Sometimes,” she admitted. “He makes me say yours. While he's inside me.”

Ethan groaned.



He didn't know what to say.

His wife sat beside him, naked except for the sheet pooled around her waist, telling him about three other men. He wasn't angry. He wasn't jealous. He was just… listening.

“What do you need?” he asked.

“I don't know.”

“From them. From me. What do you need?”

She was quiet for a long time.

“I need to feel wanted,” she said finally. “Not just loved. Wanted. Like I'm something worth chasing.”

“You are.”

“I know. But with you, I'm already caught.” She touched his face. “With them, I'm still prey.”

“That's not sustainable.”

“I know.”

“Eventually, they'll catch you. And then what?”

She looked at him. Eyes wet.

“Then I come home.”

“To me?”

“To you.”

He pulled her into his arms. Held her tight. She was shaking—or maybe he was.

“Maya.”

“Yeah.”

“I need to ask you something.”

“Okay.”

He pulled back. Looked at her face.

“Which one do you need?”

She stared at him.

“Not want. Need. If you had to choose.”

She opened her mouth. Closed it.

“I can't.”

“Can't or won't?”

“Both.” She grabbed his hand. Squeezed. “I need all of them. Jax makes me feel strong. Colin makes me feel seen. Nico makes me feel free.”

“And me?”

She laughed. A broken sound.

“You make me feel like me.”

“Is that enough?”

“I don't know.” She looked down at their joined hands. “But I want to find out.”

“So what do we do?”

She was quiet for a long moment.

“I want to keep going,” she said. “Not forever. Not without rules. But I'm not done yet. I'm not ready to stop.”

“What are you ready for?”

She looked at him.

“I'm ready to see what happens next.”



He should have said no. Should have drawn a line, set a boundary, told her that three men were too many.

Looking at her face—open, raw, more honest than she'd been in weeks—he couldn't.

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay?”

“Okay. You keep going. I'll be here.”

She stared at him.

“You're not angry?”

“I'm terrified.” He kissed her forehead. “But I'm not angry.”

“Why not?”

“Because you told me the truth. Because you came home. Because you're still here.”

“I'm always going to come home.”

“You don't know that.”

“No.” She kissed his cheek. “But I want to.”

He held her. She held him.

Outside, the city woke up. Cars honked. Someone's dog barked. Life went on.

Inside, in the tangle of sheets and skin and morning light, two people made a promise neither of them fully understood.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you?”

He pulled back. Looked at her.

“Yeah,” he said. “I do.”

She smiled. Small. Tired.

“Good.”

She lay back down. Head found his chest. Hand found his hand.

“Ethan.”

“Mm.”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For letting me be this.”

He didn't answer.

He just held her.

And let the morning light wash over them both.



That night, Ethan dreamed of Nico fucking her ass while Jax filled her mouth. He was beneath them, licking where they joined. He woke up hard.




CHAPTER 13: THE RECLAIM

The bedroom was theirs again.

No whiskey on the nightstand. No lamp casting shadows from the wrong angle. No scent of sandalwood and leather clinging to the sheets. Just the familiar smell of their laundry detergent, the faint trace of Maya's shampoo, the silence of an apartment that remembered only them.

Ethan sat on the edge of the bed, hands on his knees, listening to the water run in the bathroom. Maya had been in there for twenty minutes. Not showering—he could hear her moving around, opening drawers, closing them.

She was nervous.

He was too.

The door opened. Steam billowed out, carrying the scent of her soap, and she stepped into the doorway. She wore one of his old t-shirts—the gray one, soft from too many washes—and nothing else. Hair damp, dark strands curling at her temples. Feet bare.

She looked like she had a thousand times before.

She looked like someone else.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

She walked to the bed. Sat down beside him. Shoulder pressed against his, and he could feel the heat of her skin through the thin cotton.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you okay?”

He thought about it. Nico's apartment. The things he'd watched. The way his dick had throbbed in his jeans while another man fucked his wife.

“No,” he said. “But I'm here.”

She leaned into him. Hand found his.

“So am I.”



He turned to face her.

Hand came up to her face. Thumb traced her cheekbone, the line of her jaw, the soft skin below her ear. She closed her eyes.

“Look at me,” he said.

She opened them.

Eyes hazel—green and brown and gold, like sunlight through leaves. He'd looked into these eyes a thousand times. Never seen them like this.

“You're mine,” he said.

“I know.”

“Say it.”

“I'm yours.”

He kissed her.

Not hard. Not desperate. Just… slow. Lips pressed against hers, and she opened for him, and his tongue slid into her mouth.

She tasted different. Not bad—just different. Like something had changed inside her.

He pulled back. Looked at her.

“You taste like him.”

Her breath caught.

“Does that bother you?”

“No,” he said. “It makes you real.”

He kissed her again. Hand slid down her body—over her throat, her collarbone, the thin fabric of the t-shirt. Found her breast, and her nipple was hard under his palm.

She moaned into his mouth.

Hand moved lower. Over her stomach, over the hem of the t-shirt, between her legs.

Wet.

So wet.

He could feel it—the slickness coating her thighs, the heat radiating from her core.

“You're wet,” he said.

“I know.”

“Is this for me?”

She looked at him. Eyes dark.

“Yes,” she said. “This is for you.”

He pushed two fingers inside her.

She gasped.

He could feel her—the tightness, the warmth, the way her body clenched around his fingers.

“Mine,” he said.

“Yours.”



He pushed her back onto the bed.

The mattress caught her, hair spread across the pillow like dark water. He was above her now, body blocking the light, face in shadow.

She could feel his dick against her thigh—hard, thick, aching.

“Ethan.”

“Shh.”

He kissed her neck. Teeth scraped her skin, and she gasped, and his hand slid between her legs again.

“You're so wet,” he said.

“For you.”

“Say it again.”

“For you. Only for you.”

He positioned himself. The head of his shaft pressed against her entrance, and she held her breath.

He pushed.

Slowly.

One inch. Two. Three.

She stretched around him—not like Nico, not that brutal, overwhelming stretch—but familiar. Home.

“Pretend I'm him,” Ethan whispered. “Pretend I'm Nico. Tell me how you want it.”

Her eyes widened. Then she played along.

“Look at me,” he said.

She looked at him.

“This is mine,” he said. “This is always mine.”

“Yes.”

He pushed deeper. All the way in.

They groaned together.

He started to move. Slow. Deep. Every thrust measured, every stroke deliberate. Not like Nico—not rough, not demanding. Just… Ethan.

She wrapped her legs around him. Pulled him closer.

“You feel so good,” she said.

“So do you.”

“I missed this.”

“I know.”

He fucked her slowly, eyes on hers, breath warm on her face. She could feel him—every inch, every pulse—and something else. Something she hadn't felt with Nico.

Love.

Not lust. Not desire. Just… love.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“He's bigger than you.”

His hips stuttered.

“How long does he last? Does he make you wait? Beg?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “He makes me beg. He makes me count.”

“But you're deeper.”

He looked at her.

“Is that true?”

“I don't know,” she said. “But I want it to be.”

He kissed her. Hard.

And he fucked her deeper.



He didn't know if she was lying.

He didn't care.

She was here. Under him. His.

He shifted his weight. Pulled her legs up, hooked them over his elbows, and drove into her.

She cried out.

“Like that?” he asked.

“Yes—yes—like that—”

He fucked her harder. Not angry. Not desperate. Just… sure.

He pulled out. Rolled her onto her side. He lay behind her, chest against her back, and slid back inside her.

She gasped.

“I can feel you,” she said. “Everywhere.”

“Good.”

He fucked her slowly, hand on her hip, lips on her shoulder. She reached back and grabbed his ass, pulling him deeper.

“Harder,” she said.

He fucked her harder.

She moaned—low, throaty, real.

He pulled out again. Rolled her onto her stomach. Lifted her hips, positioned himself behind her, and pushed back inside.

“Oh, fuck,” she said.

He grabbed her hips. Held her tight. Fucked her deep.

“Ethan—Ethan—I'm close—”

“Not yet.”

“Please—”

“Not yet.”

He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out. Let her feel the emptiness.

“Beg,” he said.

“Please let me come. Please. I need to come on your dick.”

“Whose?”

“Yours. Your dick. Please, Ethan.”

He fucked her harder. Faster.

“Come,” he said.

She came.

Body tensed, arched, shook. Her cunt clenched around him, and he felt the waves of her orgasm ripple through her.

He kept fucking her through it. Didn't stop.

She collapsed onto the bed.

He pulled out. Flipped her onto her back. Climbed on top of her.

She wrapped her legs around him.

“My turn,” he said.

“Yes.”

He pushed inside her. Deep. Slow.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you?”

He looked at her.

“Yeah,” he said. “I do.”

He came.

The orgasm hit him like a wave—not violent, not desperate, just… warm. Filling. He pumped his seed into her, and she held him tight, and when it was over, he collapsed on top of her.

They lay there, breathing together.



Sunlight slipped through the curtains, pale and gold, painting stripes across the wrinkled sheets.

Maya lay on Ethan's chest, cheek pressed to his sternum, legs tangled with his. His arm wrapped around her back, fingers tracing slow, idle patterns on her bare shoulder.

She could feel his heartbeat—steady, slow, nothing like the hammering in her own chest.

“Ethan.”

“Mm.”

“Are you okay?”

He was quiet for a moment.

“I don't know,” he said. “Are you?”

She lifted her head. Looked down at him.

Eyes tired—dark circles, red at the edges—but watching her the way he always watched her. Like she was the only thing in the room.

“I'm okay,” she said. “I think.”

“Just think?”

She laughed. Small, tired.

“I don't know anything anymore.”

He pulled her closer.

“Neither do I.”

They lay there for a long moment, listening to the city wake up outside.

“Ethan.”

“Yeah.”

“I want to keep going.”

His hand stopped moving.

“Not Nico,” she said. “I mean… I want to keep exploring. Keep seeing what this is. What we are.”

“And Nico?”

“Nico is part of it. But he's not replacing you.”

He was quiet.

“I'm not trying to replace you,” she said. “I'm trying to find myself. And I need you with me.”

He looked at her.

“You're not going to leave?”

“No.”

“How do you know?”

She touched his face. Fingers traced his cheekbone, the line of his jaw.

“Because I'm still here,” she said. “Because I came home. Because I love you.”

“Even after everything?”

“Especially after everything.”

He kissed her forehead.

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay?”

“Okay. We keep going. Together.”

She smiled.

“Together.”



They sat at the kitchen table, two mugs of coffee steaming between them.

Maya wore his t-shirt again, hair still damp, feet tucked under her. Soft. Tired. Beautiful.

“He's not like you,” she said.

“Who?”

“Nico.”

Ethan took a sip of his coffee.

“How is he different?”

She thought about it.

“He doesn't ask,” she said. “He just… takes.”

“And you like that?”

“I like not having to decide. For once.”

“That's not an answer.”

“It's the only one I have.”

They sat in silence.

“Jax asked me to come to his apartment,” she said.

Ethan's hand tightened on his mug.

“And Colin kissed my hand. He said he's been thinking about me.”

“What did you say?”

“Nothing. I just… left.”

“Why?”

“Because if I'd stayed, I would have kissed him back.”

Ethan set his mug down.

“Do you want to kiss him?”

“I want to know what it feels like to be wanted by someone who doesn't want anything from me.”

“He wants something.”

“I know.” She looked at him. “But he wants me to give it freely. Not because he's taking it.”

“That's dangerous.”

“I know.”

“He's trying to replace me.”

She reached across the table. Took his hand.

“No one can replace you, Ethan. You're my husband. You're the one I come home to.”

“And Nico?”

“Nico is… different.” She paused. “He makes me feel free.”

“Free from what?”

“Free from being good. Free from being perfect. Free from being the wife everyone expects me to be.”

“And Jax?”

“Jax makes me feel strong.”

“And Colin?”

She looked down at their joined hands.

“Colin makes me feel seen.”

Ethan was quiet for a long moment.

“What do I make you feel?”

She looked at him.

“You make me feel like me.”

He squeezed her hand.

“Is that enough?”

“I don't know,” she said. “But I want to find out.”



He stood up. Walked to the window. Looked out at the street below.

People walking their dogs. Cars honking. The world going on like nothing had changed.

Everything had changed.

“Ethan.”

He turned.

Maya stood in the kitchen doorway, arms crossed, eyes wet.

“I'm not going to stop. I'm not going to pretend I don't want this. But I'm not going to lose you. I can't.”

“You won't.”

“You don't know that.”

“No,” he said. “But I'm willing to find out.”

He walked to her. Took her face in his hands.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know.”

“Do you?”

She looked at him.

“Yeah,” she said. “I do.”

He kissed her. Soft. Gentle.

“Then let's find out together.”

She smiled.

“Together.”



They were back in bed, tangled in the sheets, the morning light growing brighter.

Maya on her side, head on his chest, hand on his stomach.

“Ethan.”

“Mm.”

“Nico's not the last, is he?”

He was quiet for a moment.

“No,” he said. “I don't think he is.”

She lifted her head. Looked at him.

“Does that scare you?”

“Yes.”

“Does it turn you on?”

He didn't answer.

She smiled.

“That's what I thought.”

She lay back down. Hand found his.

“What about Jax?” she asked.

“What about him?”

“He asked me to come to his apartment. For real.”

Ethan's heart hammered.

“What did you say?”

“I said I'd think about it.”

“And Colin?”

“He said he's not going to push. But he's not going to wait forever.”

Ethan stared at the ceiling.

“You have three men who want you.”

“I know.”

“And you still came home to me.”

“I know.”

He turned to look at her.

“Nico isn't the last,” he said. “Is he?”

She didn't answer.

She just kissed his chest, right over his heart, and closed her eyes.

“What do you think?” she whispered.

He pulled her closer.

And held on.




CHAPTER 14: THE CHOICE

Nico's dining table was dark wood, long enough for six, set for three. Candles in the center—real ones, not the fake LED kind—casting flickering shadows across the white linen. The plates heavy, expensive, the kind you held with two hands. The wine glasses thin as paper.

Ethan sat at one end. Nico at the other. Maya in the middle.

She'd dressed up for this. A black dress—sleeveless, fitted, the kind that made her look like she was going somewhere important. Hair down, waves of dark brown falling over her bare shoulders. A thin gold chain around her neck. The earrings he'd given her for their third anniversary.

She looks like his wife, Ethan thought. She looks like she belongs here.

The thought should have gutted him. Instead, his dick twitched.

Nico was pouring wine—a deep red, almost black in the candlelight. He filled Maya's glass first, then Ethan's, then his own. He didn't ask if they wanted it. He just poured.

“Thank you for coming,” Nico said. Voice calm, even. The voice of a man used to being listened to.

“Thank you for having us,” Maya said.

Nico smiled. Not his usual smile—the one that said I know something you don't. This was smaller. Softer. Almost… warm.

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said to Maya.

She blushed. Blushed. Ethan watched the color rise in her cheeks, watched her look down at her plate, watched her fingers find the stem of her wine glass.

“Thank you,” she said.

Nico turned to Ethan. “You look like you haven't been sleeping.”

Ethan's jaw tightened. “I've been busy.”

“With work?”

“With everything.”

Nico nodded. Took a sip of his wine. Said nothing.

Maya reached under the table and found Ethan's hand. Squeezed. He squeezed back.

We're in this together. She's reminding me we're in this together.

She was sitting closer to Nico than to him. He'd noticed that when they sat down. The way she'd positioned her chair—angled toward Nico, not toward Ethan. Her knee pointing at him, not at her husband.

She doesn't even realize she's doing it. Or maybe she does.

Nico set his glass down. Leaned back in his chair.

“We should talk,” he said. “About what comes next.”



She'd been dreading this moment.

Not because she didn't want to have the conversation. Because she was afraid of what she might say. Afraid that once the words were out, there would be no taking them back.

Nico watched her. Waiting.

Ethan watched her too. His hand still in hers, but his grip had loosened.

“I want to keep doing this,” she said. “But I need rules.”

Nico nodded. “What kind of rules?”

She'd thought about this. Lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, Ethan asleep beside her. She'd made a list in her head. Edited it. Rewritten it.

“First,” she said, “Ethan can stop this whenever he wants. No questions asked. No arguments. If he says the word, we stop.”

“The word?”

“Red,” Ethan said. Voice steady. “Like a safe word.”

Nico looked at him. Held his gaze for a long moment. Nodded.

“Agreed.”

“Second,” Maya continued, “you and I can see each other alone. But Ethan can show up whenever he wants. Unannounced. No locked doors.”

“Even in the middle of sex?”

She swallowed. “Even then.”

Nico's expression didn't change. “Agreed.”

“Third.” She took a breath. “If I start to have feelings for you—real feelings, not just attraction—we stop.”

“What kind of feelings?”

“The kind that would hurt Ethan. The kind that would make me choose.”

Nico was quiet for a moment. He leaned forward. Elbows on the table.

“I won't fall in love with you,” he said. “I don't do that. I've never done that.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I know myself.” He looked at her. Eyes dark, unreadable. “I'll want you. I'll fuck you. I'll think about you when you're not here. But I won't love you. That's not what this is.”

“What is it, then?”

He reached across the table. Took her hand. Fingers warm, rough, confident.

“It's hunger,” he said. “Pure and simple. I'm hungry for you. And you're hungry for me. That's all.”

“And when the hunger fades?”

“It won't.” He squeezed her hand. “Not for a long time.”

Maya looked at Ethan. Face pale, jaw tight, but he didn't look away.

“Okay,” she said. “Those are my rules.”

“Accepted.” Nico let go of her hand. Leaned back. “Now eat. The food's getting cold.”



The pasta was homemade. Ethan could tell by the texture—the slight chew, the way it held the sauce. Nico had made it himself. Mentioned that casually, the way someone might mention they'd picked up milk at the store.

He cooks. Of course he fucking cooks.

Maya ate with her eyes closed. Not performatively—she just seemed to be enjoying the food. Letting the flavors settle on her tongue.

“This is incredible,” she said.

“Thank you.”

“Where did you learn to cook?”

“My grandmother. She lived with us when I was growing up. She didn't speak much English, so she taught me through food.”

Nico ate too—slowly, deliberately, the way he did everything. But he kept looking at Maya. Not staring. Just… watching. The way you watch something you don't want to miss.

Ethan's hand found his wine glass. He drank.

I'm the third wheel at my own marriage. Sitting at a table with my wife and her lover, and I'm the third wheel.

Maya reached over and touched his arm. Fingers warm.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“You're quiet.”

“Just thinking.”

She didn't ask what about. Just left her hand there, on his forearm, while she ate with the other.

Nico watched the exchange. Said nothing.

Maya laughed—a real laugh, not the polite kind—at something Nico said. Something about his grandmother and a broken pasta maker and flour everywhere.

Ethan hadn't heard the joke. He'd been looking at his plate.

She's comfortable with him. Not performing. Not trying to impress him. Just… being.

The thought was worse than jealousy. It was resignation.



She didn't know when she'd started touching Nico.

Small things at first. Reaching across him for the salt. Letting her arm brush against his. Leaning in to hear something he'd said, even though the room was quiet.

Now she sat closer to him than to Ethan. Not dramatically—just a few inches. Those inches felt like miles.

Nico was telling a story about a client who'd tried to sue him. Something about a bad investment, an angry email, a meeting that had gone off the rails. Voice low, measured, the way it always was.

His hand was on her knee.

Not high. Not invasive. Just there. Resting. Like it belonged.

She didn't move it.

Across the table, Ethan watched. Face unreadable.

He sees. He sees everything.

She should have moved Nico's hand. Should have created distance. She didn't want to. She liked the weight of his palm on her leg. The warmth. The way it made her feel grounded.

“He sounds like an asshole,” she said, referring to the client.

Nico smiled. “He was.”

“What happened?”

“I settled. Gave him enough to go away. Sometimes that's the only way to win.”

His thumb moved. Just a little. Just a circle on the inside of her knee.

Maya's breath caught.

She looked at Ethan. His eyes on Nico's hand. She could see the pulse beating in his throat.

He's hard. I can see it through his jeans.

The thought should have shamed her. Instead, it made her wet.

She reached for her wine. Drank. Set the glass down.

“More?” Nico asked.

“Please.”

He poured. His hand didn't leave her knee.

His finger traced up her inner thigh. “Is this for me? Or for him?”

“You,” she breathed.

“That's my girl,” he said, loud enough for Ethan to hear.



Dinner was over. The plates cleared. Nico had refused help with the dishes—“Sit. Relax. I'll be five minutes”—and disappeared into the kitchen.

Now Maya was on the couch, legs curled beneath her, dress riding up just enough to show the tops of her thighs. The candlelight made her skin look golden.

Ethan sat in the armchair across from her. Hands on his knees. Dick half-hard.

I shouldn't be here. I should go home. I should let them—

He didn't move.

Nico came back. Dried his hands on a towel. Tossed it over the back of a chair.

“Comfortable?” he asked Maya.

“Very.”

He sat down beside her. Not close—not at first. Then he shifted, and his thigh pressed against hers.

Maya didn't move away.

“You're tense,” Nico said.

“I'm fine.”

“No, you're not.” He reached out. Hand on her shoulder. Squeezed. “You're holding something.”

“I'm always holding something.”

“Not with me.” He pulled her closer. “With me, you let go.”

She let him pull her. Body relaxed against his—shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip.

Ethan watched.

She's melting into him. Not forcing it. Just… melting.

Nico's arm went around her. Hand on her waist. Thumb tracing small circles on her hip.

“Ethan,” Nico said, not looking at him.

“Yeah?”

“Are you okay with this?”

Ethan looked at Maya. She was looking at him too. Eyes soft. Questioning.

“I'm okay,” he said.

“You sure?”

“I'm sure.”

Nico nodded. Turned back to Maya. Hand slid up her back. Pulled her closer.

“Come here,” he said.

She went.



She was sitting in Nico's lap.

She didn't remember how she'd gotten there. One moment she'd been beside him. The next, he'd pulled her over, and she'd let him, and now she was straddling his thighs, dress bunched around her hips, his hands on her waist.

This is too much. Ethan is right there. He can see everything.

She didn't get up.

Nico looked at her face. Not her body. Her face.

“You're nervous,” he said.

“I'm not.”

“Your heart is racing.”

She could feel it—the pulse in her throat, her wrists, the place where her thighs pressed against his.

“Maybe a little.”

He smiled. That small, private smile.

“Good.”

His hands slid down her waist. Over her hips. Stopped at the edge of her dress.

“You're beautiful,” he said.

“You've said that.”

“I'll say it again.”

She laughed. Small, nervous.

“You're ridiculous.”

“I'm honest.”

He pulled her closer. Chest pressed against his. She could feel his heartbeat—slow, steady, the opposite of hers.

“Kiss me,” he said.

She looked at Ethan. Watching. Hand on his knee. Knuckles white.

He wants me to. He wants to see.

She kissed Nico.

Not hard. Not desperate. Just… soft. A press of lips. A question.

Nico answered. Hand slid into her hair. Tilted her head. Deepened the kiss.

She moaned.

Couldn't help it.

Ethan's hand slipped into his lap. He stroked himself, watching his wife kiss another man, her tongue sliding into Nico's mouth.



He couldn't look away.

Maya kissed Nico like she meant it. Not performing. Not putting on a show. Just… kissing him. The way she used to kiss Ethan, back when everything was new.

Nico's hands on her back. Her ass. Her thighs. Not gentle, but not rough either. Just… present. Touching her like he had every right.

He does have a right. I gave him that right. I gave her to him.

Maya pulled back. Lips swollen. Eyes dark.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” Nico said.

She laughed. Giddy, unguarded.

“This is weird.”

“What is?”

“Being here. With him watching.” She glanced at Ethan. “Being watched.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No.” She looked back at Nico. “It makes it hotter.”

Nico's hand slid up her thigh. Under her dress.

“Good,” he said. “Because I'm not done watching you.”



She should have stopped.

She knew she should have stopped. Ethan was right there. This was supposed to be a conversation, not a performance.

Nico's hands on her body. His mouth on her neck. She couldn't remember why she'd wanted to stop in the first place.

“Ethan,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Are you okay?”

He nodded. Jaw tight. Hands gripping the armrests.

“Liar,” she said.

“I'm okay,” he said again. “I want to see.”

She believed him.

Nico pulled her closer. Hips shifted beneath her. She could feel him—hard, thick, pressing against her through his pants.

“Feel that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“That's what you do to me.”

She rocked her hips. Just a little. Just enough to make him groan.

“Ethan,” Nico said, not looking at him. “Your wife is very good at this.”

“At what?”

“At being wanted.”

Maya laughed. Breathless.

“Stop talking,” she said.

“Make me.”

She kissed him again. Harder. Hands fisted in his shirt.

Behind her, Ethan shifted in his chair. She heard the creak of leather. Heard his breath catch.

He's touching himself. Watching me kiss another man and touching himself.

The thought pushed her closer to the edge.



He pulled back.

Maya breathed hard, lips parted, eyes half-closed. She looked drunk—not on wine, on something else.

“You should stay,” he said.

“Stay?”

“Tonight. Here.” He looked at Ethan. “Both of you.”

Maya turned to look at her husband. Dress twisted, hair a mess, lipstick smeared.

“Ethan?”

Ethan's hand on his knee again. Knuckles white.

“I don't know,” he said.

“It's late,” Nico said. “The drive home is long. You've both been drinking.”

He wasn't wrong. The wine bottle empty. The second one half-gone.

“I can sleep on the couch,” Nico continued. “You two can take the bed.”

“That's not—” Maya started.

“Or.” He looked at her. Held her gaze. “You can stay with me. In my room. And Ethan can take the couch.”

The room went quiet.

Maya's hand found Ethan's. Squeezed.

“What do you want?” Ethan asked her.

She looked at him. At Nico. Back at him.

“I want to stay,” she said. “In your room. With you.”

Nico nodded.

“Then stay.”



He watched them walk to the bedroom.

Maya's hand in Nico's. Her other hand reaching back for Ethan, but he didn't take it. He couldn't. Legs wouldn't move.

The bedroom door didn't close all the way.

A sliver of light. A shadow moving.

He heard her laugh—soft, breathless—and then the sound of a zipper.

She's undressing. Undressing for him.

His hand moved to his zipper.

No. Not yet. Wait.

A soft command from inside: “Wider.”

A moan. “That's it.”

Ethan's dick pulsed in his hand.

The light went out.

He sat in the dark, listening.

And waited.



The bedroom was dark except for the streetlight filtering through the curtains.

Nico beside her, body warm, breathing slow. Not touching her—not yet—but she could feel the heat of him, the weight of his presence.

She should have been tired. She was exhausted.

She reached for her phone.

Typed: “Next week. Your apartment. Just training.” Sent to Jax.

Typed: “Wednesday. Dinner.” Sent to Colin.

She didn't need to text Nico. He was right here. She sent it anyway.

“Tomorrow.”

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. He didn't reach for it.

She saw him smile.



The couch was too short.

Ethan lay on his back, feet hanging off the end, arm over his eyes. He could hear them in the bedroom—not sounds, exactly. Just… presence. The awareness that they were there. Together. In the dark.

His phone buzzed.

Maya: “I love you.”

He stared at the words.

“I love you too,” he typed.

“Go to sleep.”

“You too.”

He set the phone down.

Closed his eyes.

In the bedroom, something creaked. A mattress shifting. A soft laugh.

He didn't sleep.




CHAPTER 15: THE OPEN END

Jax's apartment smelled like protein powder and something else—cedar, maybe, or the faint ghost of cologne he'd sprayed hours ago. The walls bare except for a single mirror behind the weight bench, and the afternoon light cut through the blinds in thin yellow stripes, falling across the gray carpet like prison bars.

Maya stood in the center of the room, still in her gym clothes—black leggings, a loose tank top, hair pulled back in a ponytail. She'd told Ethan she was going to the gym. She wasn't lying. Just… omitting.

Jax was on the other side of the room, adjusting the weight rack, back to her. Gray sweatpants hung low on his hips, a tank top left his arms bare. Shoulders broad, waist narrow, and when he turned, the fabric stretched across his chest.

“You're quiet,” he said.

“Just thinking.”

“About?”

She didn't answer.

He walked toward her. Feet bare, each step slow, deliberate, like he was giving her time to leave.

He stopped in front of her. Close. Close enough that she could smell him—sweat and soap and something sharp underneath.

“Lie down,” he said. “Face down.”

She didn't move.

“Maya.”

She lowered herself onto the mat. The rubber warm from the afternoon sun, and she pressed her cheek against it, arms at her sides.

Jax knelt beside her. Hands landed on her shoulders—warm, heavy, rough. Thumbs pressed into the knots at the base of her neck, and she groaned before she could stop herself.

“You're tight,” he said.

“I know.”

“You've been carrying something.”

Three men. I've been carrying three men.

His hands moved down her back. Over her shoulder blades, down her spine, stopping at the waistband of her leggings.

“Roll over,” he said.

She rolled.

He looked down at her, dark eyes tracing her face, her throat, the rise and fall of her chest under the thin tank top.

“I've been thinking about you,” he said.

“Jax—”

“Not like that.” He paused. “Okay, like that. But not just like that.”

She didn't know what to say.

He reached out. Hand landed on her thigh, just above her knee. Fingers warm, pressing into her skin, not hard, just… there.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

She didn't move.

“Maya. Spread your legs.”

She let them fall open.

His hand moved up. Over her knee, over her thigh, stopping at the junction where her legs met her hips. Thumb pressed against the seam of her leggings, right where the fabric pulled tight.

“You know what I want,” he said.

She did.

“I know.”

“Then why are you here?”

She looked at him. Face, dark eyes, the slight curve of his lips.

“Because I wanted to see you.”

His hand moved higher. Palm pressed against her, through the thin fabric, and she could feel the heat of him, the weight of his hand.

“Has anyone ever fucked your ass? Nico?”

Maya shook her head.

“Good,” Jax growled. “I want to be first.”

“Not today,” she said. “But maybe soon.”

He looked at her for a long moment. Pulled his hand back.

“I'll wait,” he said. “I'm not a patient man, Maya. But I'll do the reps. Just don't make me wait too long.”

He stood up. Walked to the door. Held it open.

“Same time next week?”

She stood up. Legs unsteady.

“Same time,” she said.

She walked past him. In the hallway, she paused.

“Jax.”

“Yeah.”

“Thank you.”

He smiled. That wide, confident smile.

“For what?”

“For waiting.”

She walked to the elevator. Heart pounding.

Behind her, she heard him say something—soft, almost to himself.

She didn't catch the words.

But she knew what they meant.

I won't wait forever.



The restaurant was quiet, tucked in a corner of the city that felt like it belonged to another time. Low ceilings, exposed brick, candles flickering on every table. Colin had chosen it. Of course he had.

He was already sitting when she arrived, back to the wall, eyes on the door. When he saw her, he stood up. Smile warm, unassuming, the kind that made her feel like she was the only person in the room.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you.”

She sat down across from him. The table small, close enough that their knees almost touched.

“How was your day?” he asked.

“Complicated.”

“Complicated good or complicated bad?”

She laughed. “I don't know yet.”

The waiter came. They ordered wine. Talked about nothing—work, the weather, a movie he'd seen last week. Beneath the small talk, something else was happening.

He watched her. Not staring, just… watching. The way a therapist watches a client, except there was something else in his eyes. Warmer. More.

“You've changed,” he said, halfway through the meal.

“Changed how?”

“You're more… present. More alive.” He set his fork down. “There's a light in your eyes that wasn't there before.”

She looked down at her plate.

“Maya.”

She looked up.

“Someone's paying attention to you,” he said. “Someone who isn't Ethan.”

She didn't deny it.

“Is he good to you?”

“Yes.”

“Does he make you feel seen?”

She thought about Nico's hands. Jax's eyes. Ethan's love.

“Yes,” she said. “He does.”

Colin nodded. He reached across the table and took her hand. Fingers warm, soft, nothing like Jax's calluses or Nico's roughness.

“I'm not going to tell you what to do,” he said. “I'm not going to judge you. I just want you to know that I see you too.”

“Colin—”

“I've thought about you,” he said. “Late at night. When I can't sleep. I've imagined what you look like under that dress. Your tits. Your thighs. The sounds you'd make.”

Her heart stopped.

“You have?”

“Yeah.” He squeezed her hand. “I have.”

She didn't pull away.

“I'm not saying anything's going to happen,” he said. “I'm not saying I expect anything. I just wanted you to know.”

“Why now?”

“Because you're different. Because something's changed. And because I didn't want to spend the rest of my life wondering.”

The candle flickered between them.

“We're just friends,” she said.

“Friends can kiss,” he said.

He lifted her hand. Brought it to his lips. Pressed a soft, slow kiss to her knuckles.

She didn't pull away.

When he let go, her skin was warm where his lips had been.

“I should go,” she said.

“Yeah.”

She stood up. Grabbed her purse.

“Maya.”

She looked at him.

“I'm not going to push. I'm not going to ask you to choose. I just—” He smiled. “I just wanted you to know.”

She walked out of the restaurant.

Hand still tingling.



Nico's apartment was dark when she walked in.

Not the dim, amber glow of the lamps she was used to. Dark. Almost black. The only light from the city outside, filtering through the curtains in pale gray stripes.

He sat on the couch. Shirt off. Chest bare, and in the half-light, she could see the muscles in his shoulders, the dark hair trailing down his stomach.

Ethan was in the chair by the window. Hands on his knees. Face pale.

“Close the door,” Nico said.

She closed it.

“Come here.”

She walked to him. Stopped in front of him.

He didn't stand. Just looked up at her, dark eyes tracing her body, her face, her throat.

“Tonight,” he said, “we're going to do something different.”

“What?”

“Something you've never done before.”

Her breath caught.

“Take off your clothes.”

She reached for the hem of her dress. Pulled it over her head. Let it fall to the floor.

Red lace—the same set she'd worn the first night. She hadn't planned it. Or maybe she had.

Nico's eyes moved down her body. Over her throat, her breasts, her stomach, the place where the lace disappeared between her thighs.

“Good,” he said. “Now come here.”

He pulled her onto his lap. She straddled him, knees on either side of his hips, hands on his shoulders.

He kissed her. Hard. Tongue pushed into her mouth, and she moaned before she could stop herself.

“Ethan,” Nico said, not breaking the kiss. “Come here.”

Ethan's chair creaked. Footsteps slow, hesitant.

“Closer,” Nico said.

Ethan was beside them now, close enough that she could feel his body heat.

“Touch her,” Nico said. “Feel how wet she is.”

Ethan's hand landed on her thigh. Fingers cold, shaking.

“Higher.”

Ethan's hand moved up. Over her hip, over the lace of her thong.

“Inside.”

Ethan's fingers pushed under the fabric. She was wet—so wet she could feel it running down her thighs.

“She's ready,” Nico said. “But not for you.”

He pulled her closer. Hips shifted beneath her. She could feel him—hard, thick, pressing against her through his pants.

“Tonight,” he said, “I'm going to take your ass.”

Her heart stopped.

“You've never done that, have you?”

She shook her head.

“Good.” He kissed her again. “I want to be your first.”

He stood up, lifting her with him. Legs wrapped around his waist. He carried her to the bedroom.

Ethan followed.



The bedroom was dark.

Nico laid her on the bed. Back hit the mattress, the red lace of her bra scraping against the sheets. He stood above her, looking down, chest rising and falling.

“On your side,” he said.

She rolled onto her side.

He lay down behind her. Chest pressed against her back, and she could feel his heartbeat—slow, steady, nothing like hers.

His hand slid down her body. Over her hip, over her ass, between her legs.

“You're so wet,” he said.

“I know.”

“This is going to hurt at first.”

“I know.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

She thought about it.

“No,” she said. “I want this.”

His hand moved lower. Fingers found her ass, and she felt something cold and wet—lube, he'd put lube on his fingers—and then he was pressing against her, one finger, just the tip.

She tensed.

“Relax,” he said.

She tried.

His finger pushed deeper. The stretch strange—not painful, not yet, just… different. Full in a way she hadn't expected.

“Breathe,” he said.

She breathed.

His finger moved in and out. Slow. Gentle. He added a second finger, and she gasped.

“That's it,” he said. “You're doing good.”

She could feel Ethan somewhere in the room—couldn't see him, but could feel his eyes on her, watching, waiting.

Nico's fingers slid out. She heard him open the lube again, heard the wet sound of him slicking his shaft.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded.

He pressed the head of his shaft against her ass. She felt it—the blunt pressure, the heat, the promise.

“Say it,” he said.

“Do it,” she said. “Fuck my ass.”

He pushed.



He was sitting in the chair by the window, hands gripping the armrests, dick hard and aching in his jeans.

Couldn't see everything—angle wrong, light too dim—but enough.

Maya on her side. Nico behind her, body curled around hers, hips pressed against her ass.

She gasped.

Ethan's hand moved to his zipper.

Don't. Not yet.

Nico pushed again. Maya's fingers clawed at the sheets.

“Fuck,” she said. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

“Breathe,” Nico said.

She breathed.

He pushed again. Deeper. Whole body tensed.

“You're so tight. So fucking tight.”

“I can't—”

“You can.”

He pushed again. All the way in.

Maya screamed.

Not a loud scream—choked, muffled, like she was trying to hold it in and failing.

Ethan's hand was inside his jeans. Hadn't meant to put it there, but it was there now, wrapped around his dick, slick with pre-cum.

She's taking it. Taking his shaft in her ass.

The thought made him throb.

Nico started to move. Slow at first, just small thrusts, letting her get used to the feeling.

“That's my girl. You're doing so good.”

Maya's breathing ragged. Fingers white on the sheets.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Harder.”

Nico didn't hesitate.

He pulled back—almost all the way out—and slammed back in.

Maya's back arched. Mouth opened in a silent O.

“Like that?” Nico asked.

“Yes—yes—like that—”

He fucked her harder. Faster. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room—wet, obscene, relentless.

Ethan's hand moved faster on his dick.

She's taking it. Taking all of it.



The pain was gone.

Not completely—still a burn, a stretch, a feeling of being split open—but beneath it, something else building. Hot and deep and overwhelming.

Nico's shaft so thick inside her. Not in her cunt—in her ass. She could feel every inch, every vein, every ridge.

He fucked her hard. Hips slammed against her ass with every thrust, his balls slapping against her thighs.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes—”

“You like my shaft in your ass?”

“Yes—”

“Say it.”

“I like your shaft in my ass. I love it. Fuck me, Nico. Fuck my ass.”

He growled. Hand slid around her hip, between her legs, fingers found her clit.

She screamed.

The orgasm hit her like a wave—sudden, violent, unstoppable. Body arched against his, fingers clawing at the sheets, mouth open in a silent scream.

He kept fucking her through it. Didn't slow down. Didn't stop.

“That's one,” he said. “I want more.”



His hand blurred on his dick.

Couldn't look away. Maya on her stomach now, face buried in the pillows, ass in the air. Nico behind her, hands on her hips, pounding into her.

Every thrust made her body jerk. Tits swung beneath her, red lace of her bra twisted around her ribs.

“Fuck her,” Ethan heard himself say. “Fuck her hard.”

Nico looked at him. Eyes dark, almost black.

“You want me to fuck your wife's ass?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“Fuck my wife's ass. Fuck her hard. Make her scream.”

Nico smiled.

He grabbed Maya's hips and pulled her onto his shaft harder, deeper. Skin slapping skin so loud it echoed off the walls.

Maya screamed again—muffled by the pillow, but unmistakable.

“She's close,” Nico said. “Come here.”

Ethan didn't move.

“Come here,” Nico said again. “I want you to feel her come.”

Ethan stood up. Legs shaking. Walked to the bed, dick in his hand.

“Touch her,” Nico said.

Ethan's hand landed on Maya's back. Skin hot, slick with sweat.

“Lower.”

Hand moved down. Over her spine, over the curve of her ass. He could see Nico's shaft moving in and out of her, lube and her juices glistening on his shaft.

“Put your fingers inside her. Feel what I'm doing to her.”

Ethan's fingers slid between her legs. Found her cunt—soaking wet, hot, clenching around nothing.

He pushed two fingers inside her.

She gasped.

He could feel Nico's shaft through the thin wall of flesh—could feel it moving, thrusting, fucking her ass.

“She's going to come,” Nico said. “Feel her.”

Maya's cunt clenched around Ethan's fingers. Whole body shuddered.

“Now,” Nico said.

Maya screamed.

Ethan felt her come—waves of pleasure rippling through her, her cunt clenching and fluttering around his fingers.

Nico kept fucking her through it. Didn't stop. Didn't slow down.

“I'm going to come inside you,” Nico said. “Going to fill your ass with my seed.”

“Yes,” Maya gasped. “Yes—do it—fill me up—”



She was lost.

No more pain, no more fear, no more anything except the shaft in her ass and the fingers in her cunt and the heat building inside her.

Nico fucked her so hard she could barely breathe. Every thrust drove her into the mattress, and every time she tried to push back, he held her in place.

“You're such a good slut. Taking my shaft in your ass like this.”

“Yes—”

“You love it, don't you?”

“Yes—”

“You love being fucked in the ass while your husband watches?”

She looked at Ethan. Kneeling beside her, fingers still inside her cunt, other hand wrapped around his dick.

“Yes,” she said. “I love it.”

Nico's thrusts became faster, harder, more erratic.

“I'm going to come. Going to fill you up.”

“Do it,” she said. “Fill me up. Pump your seed into my ass.”

He slammed into her one last time—buried to the hilt—and she felt it. The first hot pulse deep inside her, then another, then another.

He came in thick, hot ropes, flooding her ass, filling her up.

She came again—not as hard as before, but longer, rolling, like waves lapping at the shore.

Nico stayed inside her for a long moment. Then he pulled out.

She felt empty.

Seed dripped out of her—thick, white, hot—running down her thighs, pooling on the sheets.

“Look at that,” Nico said. “Look at what I did to her.”

Ethan stared.

“You wanted this. You wanted to see her like this. Full of my seed.”

Ethan didn't answer.

Nico reached down. Fingers slid between Maya's legs, scooping up the seed, pushing it back inside her.

“Stay,” he said. “Stay inside her.”

Maya's body clenched around his fingers.

Nico looked at Ethan.

“Your turn,” he said.



He didn't know what to do.

Dick so hard it hurt—throbbing, leaking, desperate. Maya there, on her hands and knees, ass in the air, seed dripping down her thighs.

“Fuck her,” Nico said. “Fuck your wife.”

Ethan moved behind her. Hands shaking. Lined his dick up with her cunt—so wet, so hot, so ready—and pushed.

She groaned.

He sank into her, and the heat of her—the wetness, the tightness—made his eyes roll back.

“Fuck her hard,” Nico said. “Show her you're still her husband.”

Ethan started to move. Slow at first, then faster. Hips slapped against her ass, every thrust pushing Nico's seed deeper inside her.

“Harder,” Nico said.

Ethan fucked her harder.

Maya moaned—low, throaty, real.

“She's still thinking about my shaft. She can feel it. Every time you fuck her, she can feel my seed inside her.”

Ethan's hand moved to Maya's hip. Held her tight. Fucked her deeper.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes—”

“You like feeling his seed inside you while I fuck you?”

“Yes—”

Ethan came.

The orgasm hit him like a freight train—sudden, violent, overwhelming. He pumped his seed into her, mixing it with Nico's, filling her up.

Maya came too—small, quiet climax that made her body shake.

They collapsed onto the bed.

Nico stood by the window, watching.

“That's my girl,” he said. “You did good.”



She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling.

Body sore—ass, thighs, cunt. Everything hurt. Everything felt good.

Nico beside her, hand on her stomach, fingers tracing lazy circles.

“You did good,” he said again.

“I did?”

“Yeah.” He kissed her shoulder. “You took all of it.”

She looked at Ethan. Lying on the other side of the bed, chest rising and falling, eyes closed.

“Ethan.”

He opened his eyes.

“Are you okay?”

He didn't answer for a long moment.

“I don't know,” he said. “Are you?”

She thought about it.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think I am.”

Nico stood up. Walked to the bathroom. Door closed behind him.

Maya reached for Ethan's hand. Held it.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you still love me?”

He looked at her. Face, body, the mess between her thighs.

“Yes,” he said. “I think I love you more.”

She didn't know if that was true.

But she wanted it to be.

Ethan scooped a fingerful of mixed seed from her thigh. He tasted it—his and Nico's—then pushed it back into her.



The car was silent.

Maya sat in the passenger seat, legs pressed together, dress bunched around her thighs. Looking out the window, watching the streetlights blur past.

Ethan drove with both hands on the wheel, eyes fixed on the road.

“Today,” she said.

“What about it?”

“Three people wanted me.”

He didn't answer.

“Jax. Colin. Nico.” She turned to look at him. “Three men. And I still came home to you.”

His hands tightened on the wheel.

“Does that bother you?” she asked.

“No.”

“Does it turn you on?”

He didn't answer.

She laughed—soft, tired.

“That's what I thought.”

She reached over. Put her hand on his thigh.

He didn't pull away.



They were in their bed.

Sheets cool, room dark, Ethan beside her, arm around her waist, breath warm on her neck.

“Ethan.”

“Mm.”

“Today was good.”

He kissed her shoulder.

“I know.”

“I'm not sorry.”

“I know.”

She turned to face him. Looked at his face—tired, pale, but still hers.

“There's something else,” she said.

“What?”

“Jax wants me to come to his apartment. For real.”

Ethan's hand tightened on her hip.

“Colin kissed my hand. He said he's been thinking about me.”

Ethan's jaw tightened.

“And Nico—” She paused. “Nico already had me.”

“I know.”

“Does that scare you?”

He looked at her.

“Yes,” he said. “But I'm learning to live with it.”

She kissed him. Soft. Gentle.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know.”

She turned away. Reached for her purse. Fingers found the envelope—the one she'd discovered the other night. Cream-colored paper. Heavy. Red wax seal still unbroken.

She pulled it out.

“What's that?” Ethan asked.

“I don't know.” She held it. Felt the weight. “I found it in my bag. I don't remember putting it there.”

“Open it.”

She hesitated. Broke the seal.

Inside, a single sheet of paper. Typed in black ink:

“When you're ready, come alone. I'll be waiting. —N”

Maya stared at the words. Hand trembled.

Ethan read over her shoulder. Breath caught.

“When you're ready for what?” he asked.

She didn't answer.

She folded the note, tucked it back into the envelope, and put the envelope on the nightstand.

Then she rolled over, wrapped her arms around him, and held on.



TO BE CONTINUED

THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE TRAINER: Book Two of the Hotwife Chronicles
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Thank you for reading THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR. Maya has taken her first step into a world where her husband watches and another man sets the rules. But the game isn't over. It's only getting hotter.

Book Two: THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE TRAINER

She thought one man would be enough. She was wrong.

Maya Shaw has a new life. Her husband Ethan has stopped pretending he's jealous. Her neighbor Nico has become a regular visitor to their bed—and to hers alone. Three nights a week, she knocks on his door. Three nights a week, she lets him take whatever he wants.

It's not enough anymore.

She wants more.

Enter Jax. Her trainer. The man with the callused hands and the hungry eyes. The one who's been waiting. When Maya finally says yes to a “private session” at his apartment, she discovers that Jax doesn't just want to train her body. He wants to train her desire. To push her past every limit she didn't know she had.

But Jax isn't Nico. He doesn't want to own her. He wants to watch her fly. And when he introduces Maya to a new game—one where she's the prize, not the player—she finds herself falling deeper than ever before.

Meanwhile, Ethan is changing too.

No longer content to just watch from the chair, he's becoming an architect of his wife's adventures. He plans her dates. He sets the rules. He chooses the men. And sometimes—when the mood is right—he joins them.

Maya has two bulls now. Nico's hands, Jax's mouth. And a third is waiting in the wings.

Read the first pages of Book Two on the next page…



The gym smelled like sweat and ambition.

Maya stood at the squat rack, her thighs burning, a fresh bead of sweat rolling down between her breasts. Jax was behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body through her thin tank top. His hands hovered just above her hips—not touching, not yet.

“You're rushing the descent,” he said. His voice was low, meant only for her. “Slow down. Feel every inch.”

She slowed. Her quads screamed.

“Good. Now hold it at the bottom. Count to three.”

She held. Her whole body trembled.

“One… two… three. Up.”

She pushed up, legs shaking. When she straightened, Jax's hands landed on her waist. His thumbs pressed into the small of her back, firm and warm.

“You're carrying something,” he said.

“Just the weight.”

“No.” He turned her to face him. His eyes were dark, focused. “Something else. Someone else.”

She didn't deny it.

Nico had been inside her last night. Ethan had watched from the chair. She could still feel the stretch, the heat, the way Nico had said “That's my girl” when she came.

Jax's thumb traced her jawline. “I don't like sharing.”

“You're not sharing. You're just my trainer.”

He leaned closer. His lips brushed her ear. “Not anymore.”

Her heart hammered.

“After your set,” he said, “come to my apartment. I have something to show you.”

He stepped back. Picked up the kettlebell. Walked away.

Maya stood there, legs still trembling, and thought: Tonight, I'm going to find out what happens when you say yes to both of them.



Ready for more?

Scroll up and click “Buy Now” to continue reading THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE TRAINER.


Review This Book

If THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR kept you up past your bedtime—if it made you feel something you're not sure you should admit—please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews are the lifeblood of independent authors. They help other readers find stories that dare to ask: What if the thing you're most ashamed of wanting is exactly what you need?

To leave a review:

	          Go to your Amazon account 
	         Find THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR in your library 
	         Click “Write a customer review” 


Your words matter. They're not just feedback. They're fuel.

Thank you for reading.

— Mark Cuckold


BOOKS BY THIS AUTHOR







Bound by Betrayal The Complete Trilogy
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ADULTS ONLY. The complete hotwife / cuckold trilogy in one box set.

One woman. One husband. Three books. No limits.

Book 1 – The Secret

He watched her through a cracked window. He should have been angry. He got hard instead.

Book 2 – The Performance

Cameras, strangers, and a wife who performs for her husband's eyes only.

Book 3 – The Reckoning

A car crash steals his memory. Can their darkest secrets survive?

This is not a safe romance. There is no “fixing” the cuckold. There is only raw honesty, jealousy, desire, and a marriage that burns brighter the more it's tested.

Bound by Betrayal Book 1: The Secret
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I told myself I was watching her dance.
But my eyes kept dropping lower. 

Mark never thought of himself as the jealous type. Then he met Emma—a mixed-race dancer with pale skin, dark hair, and a smile that could start wars. She moved like water, laughed like thunder, and within weeks, he was lost. 

But Emma has a past. A past that shows up in late-night texts and closed-door meetings. A past that Mark can't stop following. 

When he trails her to an old apartment building and watches through a crack in the window, he tells himself he's protecting her. But his body tells a different story. He's hard before she even takes off her dress. And when she looks directly at the camera—directly at him—he realizes the truth: 

She knows. 

She's always known. 

Bound by Betrayal: Book One is the first volume in a dark erotic romance series. It contains explicit sexual content, themes of consensual non-monogamy, and a husband who discovers that watching might be the only way to truly see. 

He thought he was the one with the secret.
He was wrong.

Bound by Betrayal Book 2: The Performance
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WARNING: Explicit adult content. For cuckold / hotwife lovers only.

She gave him the show. He gave her permission. Neither saw the trap.

Emma and Mark have crossed the line — and now they live there. Cameras, strangers, staged dinners, hotel rooms with thin walls. Every night is a performance.

Na'ga needs proof for the visa. David wants more than a kiss under the table. Liam doesn't just want her body — he wants her attention when Mark isn't looking.

But when the camera stops and real feelings begin, Emma realizes something terrifying: She doesn't know where the act ends and she begins.

Bound by Betrayal Book 3: The Reckoning
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STRICT 18+. This book contains dark themes, explicit voyeurism, and wife sharing.

A car crash. A stolen memory. A secret that won't stay buried.

Mark wakes up in a hospital bed unable to remember the past six months. He knows Emma's name. He knows he loves her. But he doesn't remember Nick's hands on her back, or the hotel walls he pressed his ear against, or the videos.

Emma has a choice: let the past disappear, or help him remember everything — including the parts that could destroy them.

As old threats resurface and new temptations test every boundary, Mark and Emma must answer the question they've been running from:

Is this love, or damage that looks like love?

My Father's Key: Watching him unlock my wife was the therapy I needed
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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?
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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
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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
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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
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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.

Watching Her
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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

[image: image (3)]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.

The Trainer's Wife Series
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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.

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.

Through the Window 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
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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.

J-005: A Cuckold's Contract  Three Months of Submission – A Cuckold's Confession
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He gave her away. Then he watched. Then he joined. Fang Jun thought he knew shame.

A corrupt business deal. A sex tape. A blackmailer named Torada who wanted only one thing: his wife, Wenjie.

To save her family, Wenjie signs a Level‑Five training contract at an exclusive Tokyo club. For three months, she will be J-005 — a body without a name, without a past, without a marriage. Her anus will be measured, filled, stretched, and conditioned to climax on command. Her will will be rewritten. Her husband will be given a front‑row seat.

But Jun does not stay in the audience. He begins as a guilt‑ridden observer. He ends as something far worse: an accomplice. He trades his wife's deepest secrets to her trainer. He hands over her wedding ring. He puts on a black mask and, without her knowledge, becomes the fifth man to ejaculate inside her during a public competition.

J-005 is a raw, unflinching first‑person account of cuckolding as both destruction and strange redemption. It explores the razor's edge between love and possession, humiliation and desire, surrender and choice. For readers of The Story of O and The Training House — but darker, more intimate, and set in the neon‑lit underworld of Tokyo.

This is not a romance. This is a confession.

THE BORROWED WIFE: A Hotwife & Cuckold Marriage Pact
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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.

Her Hunting Ground: A Psychological Romance of Desire and Deception

The story continues! Book 2: Beyond the Rulebook is now available for pre-order. Don't miss the next chapter of Claire and Daniel's journey.


Her marriage was a masterpiece of design. Until she decided to tear it down.


Claire is an architect who lives by the blueprint. Her life is a structure of elegant lines and calculated risks. Her husband, Daniel—wealthy, composed, and observant—is the bedrock of her existence. Together, they are the envy of Boston high society. But beneath the vaulted ceilings and the Rolex-ticking silence, Claire is starving. When she enters her private "hunting ground" in a rain-slicked Chicago, she believes she is finally drawing her own lines. She doesn't realize that Daniel is watching every move, measuring every breath, and calibrating the exact moment of her collapse. A sophisticated psychological exploration of desire, power, and the thin glass wall of an open marriage. In the game of predator and prey, the most dangerous place to hide is in plain sight.


"In this house, there are no accidents—only the collapses I choose to allow." 

Beyond the Rulebook (Book 2) - Available for Pre-order 

The game has changed. The rules have evolved. The hunt is just beginning. 

They said it was just an arrangement. A controlled experiment in desire. A way to set their marriage on fire without burning the house down. 

Claire and Daniel thought they had mastered the art of the Stag and Vixen. They survived the first contact, the first night, and the first bittersweet goodbye. But once you open a door to the unknown, you can't simply close it and expect the room to look the same. 

In the second installment of the Her Hunting Ground series, the boundaries of their private sanctuary are about to be tested like never before. When a new shadow enters the frame, Claire realizes that being a "Vixen" isn't just a role she plays—it's who she is. And Daniel discovers that the true cost of sharing isn't jealousy; it's the realization that some hungers, once awakened, can never be fully satisfied. 

Is their bond strong enough to survive a new level of surrender? Or will the hunting ground they built together become the place where they lose themselves? 

The journey into the depths of modern desire continues. Pre-order now and lock in the special launch price.
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About The Author

Mark Cuckold

Mark Cuckold lives somewhere with a cat and a coffee maker. When not writing dark erotic romance, Mark Cuckold can be found reading, hiking, or pretending to be a functional adult.

THE QUEEN'S GAME: THE NEIGHBOR is Mark Cuckold's third series. More stories about the darker side of love are on the way.
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