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Open Wounds
A STORY OF SUBMISSION, DEGRADATION, AND DESIRE



Foreword


This story was written without compromise.

It is not a love story.

It’s not about redemption.

It’s not even about forgiveness.

It’s about power.

The slow unraveling of identity, the wet degradation of trust, the ache that comes when surrender tastes sweeter than resistance. Open Wounds explores the collapse of traditional roles, the intoxicating high of humiliation, and the kind of love that does not comfort—but consumes.

Every chapter in this book is a descent.

Every moan is a confession.

Every tear is earned.

To the readers who crave the taboo:

This is your sanctuary.

To those who flinch at the mirror this story holds up⁠—

You were never ready to see yourself.

But to those who lick the mirror anyway⁠—

Welcome home.

— Allison Kelly


CHAPTER 1
Cracks (Kyle)


The light from Hannah’s phone flashes again. It’s the fourth time tonight. She’s in the shower, humming something soft and feminine behind the door’s thin layer of steam, and I’m sitting on the edge of the bed pretending I’m not already down the rabbit hole.

I tell myself I shouldn’t.

That I’m not that guy.

That marriage is trust.

But my hand moves before my brain does. I slide the phone closer. It’s unlocked. Always is. She trusts me more than she should.

I tap the screen and scroll, throat tightening. Group chats. Pinterest boards. Some work email. Then I see the Safari icon.

I don't want to know.

I need to know.

I open it.

The first tab is an article about couples therapy. The second is porn—a woman straddling a man’s face while another man takes her from behind. She’s moaning, screaming, being split open on both ends. The title: “Shared Wife Takes It All While Husband Watches.”

My stomach knots.

I swipe left.

More of it.

Tab after tab of women getting fucked in front of their boyfriends. Wives being bred by strangers. Husbands on leashes, crying, jerking off while someone else fills their wives. Some of it’s rough. Raw. Brutal. Some of it… makes my cock twitch. Against my will.

I don’t even hear her open the bathroom door.

“Looking for something?” she says, casual as you like, towel wrapped around her body, wet hair coiled like dark seaweed against her collarbone.

I jerk my hand back like her phone just burned me. “Shit. No—I was⁠—”

She arches a brow. “You were?” Her voice is calm. Steady. Too steady.

“I was just—your phone buzzed.”

“Uh-huh.” She walks to the closet, drops the towel without a hint of shame. Her ass, still damp and glistening, bounces slightly as she bends to grab panties. The mirror catches her eyes—she’s watching me watch her.

“You’ve been quiet all week,” I say.

“You’ve been boring all year,” she replies, deadpan, slipping on a loose shirt, no bra. “So I guess we’re even.”

I flinch. “Is this… is that why you’re looking at that stuff?”

She pauses. Glances at me. “What stuff?”

“You know what I mean.”

She turns, arms crossed. “Yeah. I do.”

And then silence. Thick, wet, ugly silence. Like we both just farted in church and no one wants to own up to it.

“So what?” she says after a beat. “You watched it, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“Your cock says otherwise.” Her gaze drops to my crotch. I’m half-hard. Fuck.

I shift on the bed. “That’s not—I mean, come on, Hannah. It’s one thing to watch porn. But that? A woman getting railed in front of her husband like he’s nothing? Like he’s invisible?”

She walks toward me slowly, hips swaying just enough to make my mouth dry. She stands between my knees, looks down at me. “What if I said I wanted that?”

“You’re joking.”

“What if I’m not?”

I don’t know what to say.

Because I’m hard.

Because she sees it.

“You ever think about me with someone else?” she asks, voice soft but sharp like a scalpel slicing through tissue.

“I don’t want to,” I say.

“Doesn’t mean you don’t.”

She leans forward, fingers curling around my chin. Her breath smells like lavender and toothpaste. Her lips are two inches from mine.

“Maybe I want you to see what I look like when I really come. Not that cute little moan I give you when I fake it. Not the four-minute fucks we’ve settled into.”

I swallow. Hard.

She climbs into my lap. My cock presses against her bare thighs and she doesn’t flinch. Just grinds, slow and deliberate.

“I want to be used, Kyle. Rutted. Fucked like property. And I want you there to see it. See how small you are compared to him. Hear me beg for more while you stroke your little cock in the corner.”

I gasp. “Jesus, Hannah⁠—”

Her hand is on my chest now, pushing me back. She straddles me harder, her panties soaked already. Her pussy grinds my cock through my boxers and I hate how good it feels. How humiliated I feel for loving it.

“You know what I think?” she whispers, teeth grazing my earlobe.

I shake my head.

“I think your cock's been waiting for this. Just like me.”

She reaches between us, grabs me, strokes once—twice—and I’m rock fucking hard. My head falls back.

“You want to see me used. You want to see someone bigger, rougher, stronger split me open and make me scream. And then you want to be the good little husband who eats the mess. Don’t you?”

I want to deny it.

But I can't.

Because the thought hits my brain like a live wire.

“I don’t know,” I choke out. “I… maybe.”

She bites her lip. Her hips grind deeper, and the fabric between us is wet now. Her cunt is pulsing against me. She leans in closer.

“You won’t need to imagine for long, baby.”

Then she kisses me. Deep. Hungry. Her tongue doesn’t ask—it takes. She kisses like a woman with a plan. A woman already halfway out the door.

And I know it then.

The crack is no longer a crack.

It’s a fucking canyon.

And I’m falling in.


CHAPTER 2
Confession (Hannah)


Iwatch Kyle sleep after we fuck.

He always does that—comes and crashes like a dog who chased his tail too long. Sprawled, warm, twitching slightly. His mouth half-open. Still flushed from coming in his boxers because I wouldn’t let him take them off. I told him he didn’t need to cum inside me anymore. I liked him softer. Less… needed.

He didn’t argue.

I wonder if that scares him more than the porn he found on my phone.

My fingers slide between my legs. I’m still wet. Not from him. He barely touched me tonight. Just rubbed himself against my ass while I whispered filth in his ear. Told him about Damon again.

Damon isn’t real—yet. But he will be. Soon.

I told Kyle Damon had big hands. Thick fingers. Called me “girl” like I wasn’t his wife. Like I wasn’t married at all. Like I was property.

Told him Damon bent me over a barstool. Spread me open with his knee. Made me gag on his cock while he fingered me until my thighs shook.

Told him Damon came inside and made Kyle clean it out with his tongue.

Kyle came in two minutes.

He moaned when I called him my good little clean-up slut.

And that? That tells me everything I need to know.

Morning.

Kyle won’t look at me. He drinks his coffee like it’s poison.

“Sleep okay?” I ask, smirking over the rim of my mug.

He doesn’t answer right away.

Then: “You really want that? What you said last night?”

I raise my brow. “Which part?”

“You know which part.”

I take a bite of toast, chew slowly, stare him down.

“You want the real answer?” I ask.

He nods, tight-lipped.

I lean forward, elbows on the table.

“Yes,” I say. “I want another man’s cock inside me. I want you to sit there and watch me fuck him like I’ve never fucked you. I want you to hear me scream for more while he stretches me open. I want to make you ache. I want your balls to turn blue from not touching me.”

He flinches. His hands tremble around his cup.

I don’t stop.

“I want you to know I can cum without you. Harder. Louder. Wetter. I want to be ruined by someone who doesn’t love me but fucks me like I’m his personal cum dump.”

Kyle’s cock is hard. I can see it pressing against his pants. He’s fighting it. Fighting me. It’s adorable.

He whispers, “Why?”

I shrug. “Because I need it.”

“You don’t love me anymore?”

I laugh. It’s not a cruel laugh. It’s soft. Honest. “I love you so much I want you to see all of me. Even the parts that are filthy. Even the parts that get wet when I think about being split in two while you watch.”

His eyes darken. Shame. Fear. Something deeper. But he’s listening.

“I want to use you, Kyle. For what you’re good at. Loyalty. Obedience. The way your lips feel when they clean my pussy after I’ve been stuffed full of someone else’s cum.”

He gasps, eyes wide.

“You say you love me,” I go on. “Then show me. Don’t just fuck me like you own me—let me give myself away. Then take what’s left.”

I stand. Walk around the table. Slide into his lap.

His hands are limp at his sides. I grab his wrists, place them on my thighs. His fingers twitch.

“I could bring someone home tonight,” I whisper against his neck. “Would you sit in the chair while he bent me over the couch? Would you cry while I moaned his name? Would you ask to clean up after?”

He whimpers. It’s so quiet it makes my clit throb.

I grind against him, slow and wet. No panties today. I made sure of that.

“Say it,” I whisper. “Say you’d let me do it.”

His jaw clenches. He’s shaking.

“Say it, Kyle.”

His lips part. And what comes out is broken. Fragile.

“…I’d let you.”

My pussy clenches. Fuck. That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.

I grab his face in both hands. Kiss him deep. Own him.

“You’re gonna watch me fuck another man,” I murmur. “And when I cum, it won’t be for you.”

He moans into my mouth.

I feel wetness on his cheeks.

Tears.

Good.

Let it break him.

Let it remake him.

That night I lie naked on the bed, legs spread, watching amateur videos of cuckolds on my laptop. One’s crying while his wife rides a black guy with a monster cock. She keeps saying, “He’s better than you. You’ll never fill me like this.”

Kyle’s in the doorway. Watching. Silent.

“Get on the floor,” I tell him.

He drops to his knees.

I press two fingers to my soaked slit, hold them up. “Lick.”

He crawls forward. Sucks my fingers. Moans.

“Good little bitch,” I whisper.

His cock twitches under his pants.

He doesn’t speak.

He doesn’t need to.

His body’s already saying it.

He’s mine.

Forever.

And soon?

He’ll watch me become someone else’s too.

And love every second.


CHAPTER 3
The First Time (Hannah)


The room is small, hot, and dim—just the way Damon wanted it. A single lamp in the corner casts long shadows over the walls, flickering against the dull green hotel wallpaper like it’s bearing witness to something sacred.

I’m in red lace. Nothing underneath. He told me not to wear a bra. Told me Kyle needed to see the bounce when I got fucked. Said I should drip before I even walk in.

I was dripping before I left the house.

Kyle’s already here, sitting in the armchair like the little cuck he’s becoming. Jeans. A plain t-shirt. Hard already—I saw the bulge as soon as I walked in. He didn’t even speak. Just nodded at Damon and looked away.

Coward.

I love it.

Damon stands behind me now, tall and muscled, eyes fixed on Kyle while his hands pull the straps off my shoulders. “You nervous, little man?” he asks, voice deep and smooth like whiskey.

Kyle doesn’t answer.

Damon laughs. “Good. That makes two of us. Except I’m nervous about how fucking hard I’m going to cum inside your wife.”

I feel Kyle flinch. I smile.

“Take it off,” Damon whispers, tugging the lingerie down my hips.

I let it fall to the floor.

Naked. Wet. Owned.

I walk to the bed and bend forward slowly, deliberately, letting my ass face Kyle, letting him see the slick between my thighs, the way my body’s begging to be used.

Damon whistles. “Goddamn. Look at that pussy. Glistening.”

He slaps my ass hard. I cry out, head jerking, tits swaying.

Kyle shifts in his seat. I glance back. His face is red. His cock’s pressed to his jeans like it wants to rip out.

“Come here,” Damon says. “Open your legs wider.”

I spread.

He gets on his knees behind me. I feel the tip of his tongue trace my folds, slow and purposeful. “Mmm. This is what a real pussy tastes like. Not something you earn. Something you take.”

He licks deeper. I moan.

Kyle coughs.

I look over my shoulder. “Don’t hide your cock, baby,” I purr. “Let it breathe.”

He unzips, his hands shaking.

Damon sees it. Laughs again. “Look at that pathetic little dick. You ever even make her cum, boy?”

Kyle doesn’t answer.

I do.

“Not like you’re about to.”

Damon stands. Unbuckles his pants. His cock flops out, long, thick, veiny. I gasp. No acting. No exaggeration. I feel my cunt twitch.

“Holy fuck…”

He grabs me by the hips. Lines up. “You ready for this, princess?”

I nod.

He pushes in.

My mouth drops open. He splits me like I’m a first-time whore. I feel stretched—stretched and fucking owned. The pressure, the burn, the depth… nothing like Kyle. Not even close.

“Oh god, yes—yes, fuck!”

He groans. “Tight as hell. You been saving this for me?”

“For you,” I gasp. “All for you.”

He pounds harder. My thighs slap the bed. My tits bounce. He grabs my hair, pulls me up. His hand clamps around my throat.

“You like this cock better than your husband’s, don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes, fuck yes!”

Kyle’s moaning. I hear the wet sound of his hand jerking his cock in the chair.

Damon laughs darkly. “He’s stroking to this? You watching, bitch?”

Kyle groans, eyes locked on where I’m being wrecked.

“Get closer,” Damon commands.

Kyle obeys. Like a dog.

“On your knees.”

He drops beside the bed, eye-level with my pussy as Damon fucks me.

“Look at her face,” Damon snarls. “Look what a real cock does to your woman.”

I’m moaning, drooling, shaking. He’s deep. Too deep.

He flips me onto my back. Fucks me with my ankles over his shoulders, ramming into me like he wants to destroy my soul. And maybe he is. And maybe I’m letting him.

Kyle kneels beside the bed, cock twitching in his hand, tears in his eyes.

“Tell him,” Damon grunts.

“Tell him what?” I whimper.

“Tell him you’re his wife—but you’re my whore.”

I look into Kyle’s eyes.

“I’m your wife,” I pant. “But I’m his whore.”

Kyle sobs. His cock spurts. He cums all over the hotel carpet without even touching it again.

Damon groans. Pulls out.

Flips me over again. Grabs my ass, shoves his cock against my other hole.

I scream.

“Gonna fill every inch of you, baby.”

He pushes into my ass—slow, thick, relentless. My body convulses.

I hear Kyle whispering, “Oh god… oh god…”

My pussy’s dripping onto the sheets. My ass is full. Damon thrusts deep.

He roars when he cums. Fills me. Pulls out. His load drips from my ass onto the bedspread.

He smacks my cheek. “Clean-up crew.”

Kyle crawls forward.

His mouth presses to my gaping ass.

He licks.

I close my eyes and cum again, shaking under them both.

The smell of sweat, cum, and ownership fills the room.

Later, as I’m dressing, I catch Kyle staring at my thighs. At the mess still leaking from me.

I whisper, “This was the first. Not the last.”

He nods.

He knows.

He’s not my lover anymore.

He’s just the audience.


CHAPTER 4
Fallout (Kyle)


Iscrub my tongue in the shower.

Minty foam burns the back of my throat, but the taste doesn’t leave. Damon’s cum. Her asshole. The salty, musky memory of what I licked clean.

I drop the toothbrush in the sink, stare at my reflection, and I don’t recognize the man looking back.

Eyes bloodshot. Face pale. Cock still sore from cumming hands-free like some fucking pathetic animal. No control. No dignity. No… husband.

Just the witness. Just the mess cleaner. Just the cuck.

She’s in the kitchen when I come out. Coffee brewing. Hair in a lazy knot. Wearing the same hoodie she had on last night—probably his. Too big. Too dark. I can smell him on it even from here.

She’s humming.

Humming like she didn’t get railed in front of her husband by a stranger with a cock twice my size. Humming like she wasn’t filled and used and then had me eat the evidence.

She doesn’t even look at me.

“Want coffee?” she asks.

I hesitate. “Are you… are you okay?”

She turns, mug in hand. Her smile is casual. Cruel.

“I’m fantastic,” she says. “Haven’t cum that hard in years. You?”

I open my mouth. Close it.

“I’m… not sure.”

“Hmm,” she says. Sips. “You cried.”

I look down. Shame crawls up my throat like bile.

“I didn’t mean to,” I mumble.

“Didn’t ask if you meant to,” she says. “I liked it.”

My cock twitches.

She notices. She always notices.

“Does it turn you on?” she asks. “Knowing you’re not enough?”

I freeze.

“I don’t know.”

She walks up to me, slow, calm, like a lioness after a fresh kill. Her fingers curl around my limp cock, still damp from the shower.

“It’s okay if it does,” she whispers. “You don’t need to pretend anymore.”

Her thumb strokes the head, slow and cruel.

“You want to be humiliated, don’t you?” she says, mouth brushing my cheek. “You want me to keep fucking other men. Bigger men. Better men.”

I tremble.

“You want to watch, don’t you?”

I nod.

That’s the worst part.

I do.

Later, I sit on the couch while she scrolls her phone. Her legs are draped over mine. Her pussy’s bare. Still swollen. Still a little pink.

She doesn’t let me touch it.

I ask her, gently, “Do you want to keep doing this?”

She doesn’t answer right away. Just types something. Smiles. Then looks at me.

“Yes.”

“But… us?”

“This is us now.”

I swallow hard. “I don’t want to lose you.”

She leans over and kisses me on the cheek.

“You won’t,” she says. “You’re the safest place I come home to. He fucks me. You keep me.”

It’s not enough.

It’s everything.

It’s nothing.

That night, I jerk off in the bathroom while listening to a voice memo she recorded with Damon. Her moans are deep. Animalistic. She begs him not to stop. Says my name once—laughs after it.

I cum before it ends.

I hate myself.

I listen to it again.

She comes home late the next day. No call. No apology.

Smelling like sweat and hotel soap.

Throws her panties on the table. A dark wet spot at the center. She doesn’t say a word.

I pick them up and press them to my face.

She walks into the bedroom without looking back.

I dream that night. She’s in bed with five men. I’m tied to the chair. She doesn’t let them use condoms. She screams when they cum inside her.

She looks at me while they do it. Mouth open. Eyes locked.

She whispers, “I belong to them.”

I wake up gasping, cock wet with cum.

She’s not even in bed.

I hear her moaning in the other room.

With someone.


CHAPTER 5
Dinner with Damon (Hannah)


Idress like I’m going out on a date—because I am.

Low-cut black dress. Heels. No bra. No panties. Just lip gloss and confidence.

Kyle’s in the kitchen, nervously stirring pasta like it matters. Like the sauce is going to save his ego. He shaved. Combed his hair. Wore a shirt that doesn’t smell like fear—but I can still smell it on him.

“Will he… eat with us?” he asks, eyes flicking toward the door.

“Yes,” I say. “You’ll serve.”

I hear him swallow.

I sit at the head of the table.

Damon knocks once and walks in like he owns the place. Because he does now, doesn’t he? Not legally—but in the way that matters. He owns me. And Kyle knows it.

“Goddamn,” Damon grins. “You look like a fucking problem.”

He doesn’t even glance at Kyle.

I rise, slow and teasing. Kiss Damon’s lips, press my tits against his chest, make sure Kyle sees the way my nipples poke through the dress. Damon grabs my ass, squeezes it, right there in front of my husband.

Kyle pretends not to see.

“Sit,” I tell Damon, motioning to the seat beside me.

Kyle finishes plating. He sets Damon’s dish down last.

“Good boy,” Damon says casually, grabbing a fork.

Kyle twitches like a kicked dog. Doesn’t say a word.

Dinner is quiet. Except for Damon’s smirks and the clink of cutlery.

He leans back halfway through, legs spread, eyes on me. “Show me.”

I blink. “Now?”

He nods.

I stand. Step beside him. Face Kyle.

Then I pull my dress up. No panties. My pussy’s already wet. Dripping.

Kyle’s mouth parts.

Damon chuckles. “Look at her, bro. Not even touched her yet.”

He reaches up, slides two fingers through my folds. I shiver. He pulls them away—smeared with slick.

“Honey-glazed,” he mutters, and licks them clean. “Fuck.”

Kyle’s knuckles go white around his fork.

I turn, straddle Damon’s lap, grind down on his thigh. The dress bunches at my hips. He kisses me deep, hand on my throat. My husband watches, forgotten, useless.

“You see that face she makes?” Damon says to Kyle. “That’s the face of a bitch getting what she needs.”

I moan, loud and wet and shameless.

“Come here,” I say to Kyle, beckoning.

He approaches, wary, like an abused pet.

“Kiss my pussy,” I whisper.

He sinks to his knees, face between my thighs. Damon watches with amusement as my husband’s tongue flicks against my clit.

“She ever sound like that for you before?” Damon taunts.

Kyle doesn’t answer. He’s too busy licking.

I cum within seconds. Hard. Loud. Legs shaking. I grip Damon’s shoulders, grind against Kyle’s face like a queen using her servant.

When I’m done, I shove Kyle away with my heel.

Damon lifts me up, throws me onto the dinner table. My fork crashes to the floor. Sauce smears under my back. He doesn’t care. He unzips and slides inside me in one brutal thrust.

I scream.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunts. “Your husband’s cock must be useless.”

He fucks me hard. Fast. Brutal.

Kyle stands in the corner, pants tented, tears brimming.

“Get closer,” I moan.

He obeys. Watches as Damon rearranges my insides.

“Tell him,” I pant. “Tell him what this cock feels like.”

Damon grabs my face, forces me to look at Kyle.

“Feels like heaven,” I gasp. “Feels like I’ll never go back.”

Kyle sobs.

Damon cums deep inside me with a growl.

He pulls out, cum leaking from my hole onto the table.

“Clean her.”

Kyle drops to his knees again. Licks me like a man starved for shame.

I stare down at him, smile.

“This is what dinner looks like now.”


CHAPTER 6
The Rules (Kyle)


Ibarely slept. My mouth still tastes like her.

Not like Hannah—my wife, my soft-eyed best friend.

Like her: the woman Damon leaves dripping on the kitchen table.

There’s dried sauce on the floor. Her panties are still hanging from a dining chair like a flag planted after a conquest. The smell of sex is everywhere. A heavy, hot reminder of where I no longer fit.

I sit on the edge of the bed, waiting. Hands shaking. My cock is hard. It’s always hard now. Pathetically. Constantly. For pain. For her.

She walks in like nothing happened.

Towel around her. Wet hair clinging to her breasts. No shame. No remorse. Just that slow, confident smirk like she already knows what I’m going to say.

And she’s right.

“I want rules,” I blurt.

She tilts her head. “You want… rules?”

I nod. “Boundaries. Guidelines. If this is really happening, I—I can’t just…”

She laughs. Deep. Cruel. The kind that makes my dick twitch and my heart sink.

“You think you get to make rules, baby?”

I stand, try to meet her eyes. “I’m your husband.”

“You’re my witness,” she says coldly. “Big difference.”

That stings. I flinch. She steps closer, dropping the towel. Her body’s still glistening, still flushed from the shower—or maybe from being filled less than an hour ago.

“Fine,” she purrs. “You want rules? Here they are.”

She begins pacing, slow and deliberate.

“One: I don’t ask for permission. I tell you after. Maybe.”

I swallow hard.

“Two: You don’t get to touch me unless I let you. Your cock only gets used when I say so. Understood?”

I nod, throat tight.

“Three,” she continues, “You will watch. Every. Fucking. Time. If I fuck someone in our bed, you’ll kneel at the foot and watch him do what you can’t.”

My cock pulses against my jeans. She notices. Of course she does.

“Four: You clean me after. Always. Mouth. Tongue. No matter where they cum.”

I’m dizzy now. Heat rising in my ears. Blood thumping in my cock.

“Five,” she finishes, stepping right up to me, hand pressing over my erection, “You will thank me when I let you cum. Like a good little bitch.”

I gasp.

“Got it?”

I nod frantically.

She slaps my face. Not hard. But firm. Real.

“I said: got it?”

“Yes,” I whisper. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her eyes gleam. That’s new. Ma’am. It hit something dark and deep in her. Something hungry.

She grabs me by the chin. “You like this.”

“I don’t know,” I murmur, but my cock throbs against her palm.

She slaps it through my pants. I groan.

“You love it,” she corrects. “You get off on being humiliated. On knowing I moan louder for strangers. On watching other men ruin me.”

I shake. “I love you.”

She smirks. “Exactly.”

Then she kneels.

Unzips me.

Pulls out my cock. Spits on it. Strokes it slowly.

“But not because I’m yours,” she whispers. “Because you’re mine.”

I bite my lip. My knees go weak.

She keeps stroking. Tight. Fast. I’m seconds away.

“Beg.”

I whimper. “Please let me cum.”

She leans in, breath hot. “Who does your cock belong to?”

“You.”

She strokes faster. “Say it.”

“My cock belongs to you.”

“Say it like a slut.”

“My cock belongs to you, ma’am. I’m your fucking slut.”

She stops.

I cry out. Throbbing. Leaking.

She grabs my face, slaps me again.

Then she smears my precum across my lips with her thumb. “Good boy. Now edge for me all day. I might let you cum tonight.”

I collapse to the floor, panting.

She walks away, hips swaying.

No panties. Just power.

Hours later, she texts me a photo.

Her bent over a car hood.

A thick black cock buried in her pussy.

The caption reads: Rule Six—Don’t fucking ask who.

I cum untouched. Moaning her name.

And I thank her.


CHAPTER 7
Girls Night (Hannah)


Tasha always smelled like vanilla and bad decisions. That familiar mix wafts up as we clink glasses and laugh like we haven’t both been talking about my marriage like it’s some open-mouth wound.

“I still can’t believe you made him lick Damon’s cum out of you,” she says, grinning like the devil, lipstick already smudged. “You’re a fucking savage.”

I lean back on the bar stool, sip my drink slow. “I told you, Tash—he likes it.”

She raises a brow. “And you like doing it. Don’t play innocent.”

I don’t.

I haven’t been innocent since I made Kyle kneel beside the bed and taste me after Damon fucked me in my ass. Since I made him thank me for it.

“Does he know we kissed that summer at the lake?” she asks casually, licking salt off her glass rim.

“No,” I smirk. “But he’ll know by the end of tonight.”

We stumble in a little drunk, a little wicked. Kyle’s on the couch. He stands fast when he sees us, eyes scanning our legs—Tasha in a short black skirt, me in nothing but a slinky dress and no underwear again.

“Hey, house-hubby,” Tasha purrs. “You gonna make us drinks like a good little servant?”

Kyle’s eyes flick to me. Waiting. Unsure.

“Go,” I say. “Gin and tonic. Heavy on the gin.”

He nods and scurries.

Tasha collapses onto the couch, spreading her legs just enough for the view. She turns to me. “How far are we going tonight?”

I smile. “All the way.”

Two drinks later, I’m in her lap.

We kiss slow at first. Just lips. Tongue teasing. Soft moans against each other’s mouths.

Kyle comes back with the tray and freezes in the doorway. My dress is riding up. Tasha’s hand is between my thighs, knuckles glistening.

I look at him over my shoulder. “Get over here.”

He walks, stiff, unsure.

“On your knees.”

He drops instantly.

Tasha grins. “Fuck, he’s trained.”

I peel my dress off, bare under the lamp light. Tasha’s hand doesn’t stop—rubbing my clit like she owns it. I moan into her neck.

“Take out your cock,” I command Kyle.

He obeys. Hard already.

“You don’t touch it unless we say so.”

Tasha slips two fingers inside me, slow and deep. I cry out. My hips grind. She’s good. She always was.

“He gonna watch you cum on my hand?” she breathes.

“Yes,” I whisper. “He’s going to beg to lick it off.”

Tasha fucks me with her fingers, knuckle-deep, curling just right. I throw my head back, thighs shaking.

“God, yes, yes, Tasha⁠—”

I cum loud. Hard. My whole body twitching. Her hand soaked. Kyle moans quietly, cock leaking.

Tasha lifts her hand. Slick dripping from her fingers.

“Clean it,” she says, holding it out.

Kyle hesitates—just a second too long.

She slaps his face. Hard.

“I said, clean it.”

He sucks her fingers like a starving dog. She coos. “What a good little cum-licker.”

I grin. “He’ll eat pussy off any hand I give him now.”

Tasha pulls me down onto the carpet. Lays me flat. Rips off her top. Her tits bounce free, nipples hard.

She straddles my face.

I moan against her pussy, tongue diving in deep. I don’t hold back. I want Kyle to watch this. Watch me fuck my best friend’s cunt with my mouth, while his cock pulses untouched.

Tasha reaches back, spreads me open.

“Look at her, house boy,” she sneers. “So wet for girl-cock.”

Kyle whimpers. I see him pumping slowly now, against the rule. I don’t stop him. I want him to cum at the wrong time.

I suck Tasha’s clit hard. Her thighs tremble.

She cums loud. Hips bucking. Rubbing herself against my face like she’s using me.

Then she stands.

Straps something on.

I blink.

“Oh yes,” she smirks. “You said all the way.”

She lubes the thick pink toy, straps it tight around her hips, and points at the couch.

“Bend over,” she says.

I do.

Kyle is inches away now. Cock in hand, eyes wide.

Tasha pushes into me slow. Deep. The toy hits places Damon hasn’t yet.

I scream.

She fucks me with rhythm, grabbing my hair, slapping my ass. Hard.

“You like watching your wife get fucked by another woman?” she moans.

Kyle’s whole body shakes. He’s so close.

“Don’t you dare cum,” I growl through clenched teeth.

Tasha pounds me harder. I’m soaking. The sound of wet slapping echoes in the room.

Kyle’s cock jerks. A drop of precum hits the carpet.

“Open your mouth,” Tasha says.

He does.

She pulls out of me. Shoves the strap-on into his mouth.

“Clean your wife off my cock.”

He gags a little.

I cum again.

He doesn’t.

After, I lay sprawled across the rug, thighs shaking. Tasha lights a cigarette.

Kyle kneels beside us, cock still twitching, balls heavy and untouched.

“Next time,” Tasha says, exhaling, “we bring a third.”

She leans over and slaps Kyle’s balls gently.

“I’ve got a guy in mind.”


CHAPTER 8
Denial (Kyle)


The door clicks.

I know what it means the moment I hear it.

She’s locking it.

From the inside.

And I’m not in there.

I’m outside. In the hallway. In our hallway. Staring at our bedroom door with a hard-on I didn’t ask for and a pit in my stomach that keeps getting bigger.

I press my ear to the wood.

Voices.

Laughter.

His. Hers.

The bed creaks. Rhythmic. Familiar. The sound of her being taken.

My hand slides down against my will. My cock is rock fucking hard.

She’s fucking him with the door locked.

This is new.

This is deliberate.

I slump to the floor. Back against the wall. Cock bulging against my pants. Palms sweaty.

I try not to touch myself.

I fail.

Five minutes later, the bed is slamming the wall.

She’s screaming now. Raw. Feral. A sound I’ve never pulled from her throat.

"Yes! Yes! Harder—fucking ruin me!"

I shudder.

He grunts. Low and loud.

"Fuck, this tight little married pussy," he snarls.

I stroke faster. My cock pulses. I’m almost there—almost⁠—

The door unlocks.

It opens.

She stands there, naked, thighs soaked, mascara smeared. Her cunt’s red and open, still twitching. A wet trail runs down her leg.

She doesn’t speak.

Just turns. Grabs me by the hair. Drags me in.

He’s on the bed. Cock still half-hard, glistening. He smirks when he sees me.

“Good timing, bitch,” he says. “She’s ready for cleaning.”

She shoves me down.

My knees hit the floor.

My tongue meets her cunt. The taste hits me—him, her, everything. Salty. Warm. Shameful.

She moans softly, fingers threading through my hair. “You hear how I screamed for him?” she whispers.

I nod.

“You’ve never made me scream like that.”

I whimper against her.

“You never will.”

Later, she sits on the couch in a silk robe, legs crossed, sipping wine.

I kneel at her feet. Still hard. Still untouched.

“Did you learn your lesson?” she asks.

I nod.

“No more asking to be included,” she says. “If I want you there, you’ll be there. Otherwise? You’re furniture.”

I whisper, “I understand.”

She smirks.

“Good. Because tomorrow I’m seeing Marcus.”

My stomach drops.

“But I don’t want you there.”

“Please,” I beg. “I’ll be quiet. I’ll just watch.”

“No,” she says, flat and final.

I moan, grinding my leaking cock against my thigh.

She watches.

“Beg me not to go.”

“I—I can’t,” I choke out. “I want to. But… I can’t.”

She laughs.

“You’re learning.”

She leaves the next day wearing nothing under her dress.

Panties dangle from her fingers like a trophy.

I smell them for hours.

And cry when I cum.


CHAPTER 9
Boundaries Broken (Hannah)


He’s blindfolded.

That’s the first rule I set for tonight.

Kyle kneels beside the bed, hands tied behind his back with one of my silk scarves, the blindfold pulled tight over his eyes. His cock’s caged—small, snug, swollen. I locked it this morning after teasing him for twelve straight minutes with my mouth and never letting him cum. When he whimpered, I snapped it shut with a click and whispered:

“Tonight’s not for you.”

He hasn’t said a word since.

I’m wet already.

And he knows it.

He can smell it in the air.

Damon enters first. I don't have to say anything. He strips, walks to the side of the bed like he’s done it a hundred times. His cock's already hard, bobbing with every step, thick and heavy. My pussy flutters at the sight of it.

But tonight’s not just about Damon.

Marcus follows—taller, older, darker eyes. Married. More brutal.

Kyle flinches when he hears the second man’s voice.

“Damn, this her little house bitch?”

I laugh. “Yup. Blind and obedient. Like he’s supposed to be.”

Kyle shivers. I can see his cock trying to twitch through the cage. Pathetic.

“Say hi to Marcus,” I purr.

Kyle whispers, “Hi… Marcus.”

Marcus snorts. “He always this fucking soft?”

“Only when he’s leaking,” I say.

Marcus grins. He walks around Kyle, circling him like meat. Then sits in the chair, stroking his cock slowly, watching.

Damon gets behind me. Hands on my hips. "You ready to be spit-roasted, princess?"

"Use me," I whisper.

The first thrust rocks my whole body. Damon drives into my pussy like a man who wants to claim territory.

I scream. Loud. Purposefully loud. I want Kyle to hear what he doesn’t get.

"Fuuuck," Damon growls. "Still so tight. This pussy ever really open for him?"

"Never like this," I gasp.

Marcus stands now. Walks to the front. His cock swings in my face. I open my mouth, obedient. Desperate.

He slaps it against my tongue first. Slow. Wet. Cruel.

"Say please," he growls.

I moan. “Please. Please let me suck it. Please fuck my throat.”

Kyle whimpers.

I hear him shifting, useless and twitching, desperate.

I suck Marcus in deep. He’s thick. Wider than Damon. My lips stretch. My throat resists—then gives.

“Gag, baby,” Damon grunts, slamming into me. “He loves that sound.”

I gag. Loud. Spit leaking down my chin. My body rocks between two cocks—one in my mouth, one destroying my cunt.

Kyle moans like he’s the one being fucked.

“Harder!” I cry. “Split me open!”

They do.

Damon grabs my hair. Fucks harder. My ass bounces against him.

Marcus grips my throat and thrusts into my mouth with purpose, no care, no caution. Just ownership.

They’re using me. Like a toy. A fleshlight. A warm, willing hole.

And Kyle can only listen.

Minutes blur.

I’m drooling, shaking, crying from pleasure. My pussy is a sloppy mess of slick and pre-cum. My throat is raw.

Marcus pulls out and slaps his cock against my face.

Damon groans behind me. “I’m gonna fill this cunt.”

“Do it,” I scream. “Breed me!”

He slams deep. I feel the heat as he cums, thick ropes flooding my cunt. My body clenches. My pussy milks him.

He pulls out. Cum leaks down my thighs.

Marcus takes his place.

He doesn’t ask.

He shoves inside—into my ass.

I scream.

It burns. But it’s so good.

“Shit, she’s tighter back here,” he groans.

Kyle whimpers like a kicked dog.

“You listening, little man?” Marcus grunts. “We’re in both her holes. You ever do this shit?”

Kyle whimpers, “No…”

“Didn’t think so.”

They fuck me together.

One in my ass. One in my mouth.

Over and over.

My body is raw. Used. Ruined.

Marcus cums deep in my ass with a brutal thrust, groaning like a beast.

Damon strokes his cock while he watches.

They both cum again—one on my face, one across my back.

I’m dripping, used, panting.

And only then do I crawl to Kyle.

Undo his blindfold.

His face is wet with tears.

I straddle him, pussy leaking cum. His cage rubs against my folds.

“You hear it all?” I whisper.

He nods.

“Jealous?”

He nods again.

I grin.

Then I press my pussy to his lips.

“Clean.”

He obeys.


CHAPTER 10
Exposure (Kyle)


The video is already uploaded when I wake up.

I know because she leaves it playing on loop on the bedroom TV.

Me.

On my knees.

Licking her pussy clean while she laughs with two strangers.

Her voice crystal clear:

“You hear that, boys? He’s addicted to the taste of better men.”

I want to vomit.

I want to cum.

I do neither.

She sends me a link while I’m brushing my teeth.

hannah.unlocked.vids

Password-protected—but not for long. She tells me she’s thinking of removing that next week. “Let them all see,” she texts. “What you really are.”

I don’t reply.

She follows with a selfie.

Lips still swollen. Hair tangled. A thick load dripped across her tits.

The caption reads:

“He cried when I sent this. So I sent it again.”

I stare at it until my phone dies in my hand.

Work is hell.

Every whisper feels louder. Every laugh is sharper. I see how they glance at me now—like they know.

At lunch, Dennis from IT sits next to me. He leans in, close.

“Hey man,” he murmurs. “That you in that video?”

My heart stops.

I stutter. “Wh—what video?”

He smirks. “Don’t worry, I’m not judging. You’ve got balls, bro. Not everyone could clean cum off their wife like that.”

He winks.

My cock twitches in my slacks.

I almost pass out.

That night, I come home early. The house smells like sweat and latex.

She’s in the living room wearing nothing but a robe and cum across her chest. She doesn’t even try to cover it.

“Marcus filmed it,” she says without looking up. “New camera. 4K. Crystal-clear audio. You moan in your sleep, you know that?”

I grip the back of the couch.

“You’re putting my face online.”

She shrugs. “Not your name.”

“That doesn’t matter.”

She finally looks up. Her eyes are calm. Deadly. “You want me to take it down?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

She stands. Walks to me. Slow. Terrifying.

“I will,” she says. “But only if you get on your knees, thank me for the exposure, and beg to be my little digital fucktoy.”

I freeze.

“Do it,” she says.

My knees hit the floor.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

“Louder.”

“Thank you for exposing me.”

“What are you?”

I close my eyes. “Your digital fucktoy.”

She smiles.

“Good boy.”

Two days later, she sends me stats.

Over 10,000 views.

Dozens of comments.

“Look at this weak little cumlicker.”

“I'd pay to ruin her while he watches.”

“He moans like a bitch.”

She makes me read them aloud. Naked. Cock caged. On my knees.

One comment says:

“I know this guy. He works at NashTech. LOL.”

I almost cum from the fear alone.

She takes me out that night.

To a bar.

Not one of our old ones—a new one. Younger crowd. Rougher vibe. Her dress is barely legal, her heels high enough to make every man stare.

We sit in a booth.

Then he walks in.

A stranger.

Taller. Meaner.

She met him on Twitter.

She slides into his lap without a word. Kisses him deep. Grinds.

I sit frozen, two feet away.

He gropes her tits. Slaps her ass. Laughs at me like I’m furniture.

“You film this too?” he asks her.

She nods. “He edits the videos himself.”

His eyes land on me.

“You edit the vids where your wife gets fucked like a cum dumpster?”

I nod.

My cock’s leaking in the cage.

“Then do your job.”

She takes his hand. Leads him to the bathroom.

Leaves me at the table.

Ten minutes later, she texts me a photo.

Him bending her over the sink.

Her eyes glazed. Mouth open. Pussy stuffed.

Caption:

“Clip this for me when we get home. I want it perfect.”

I cry in the car.

She moans in the passenger seat.

Says, “You love this.”

And I do.

God help me, I do.


CHAPTER 11
Double Date (Hannah)


Marcus’s wife is hotter than I expected.

Petite. Legs like razors. Cold, pale eyes that flick over Kyle like she already knows what his cum tastes like. She’s wearing tight black leather pants and a sheer top—no bra. Her nipples press bold and hard through the fabric like a challenge.

She shakes my hand. “So this is the bitch that’s got Marcus whipped.”

Her voice is smoke and amusement.

Then she turns to Kyle. “And this is the one you keep on a leash?”

Kyle stiffens, looking at the floor. She laughs. “Adorable.”

Marcus just leans back in his chair and smirks. He orders drinks without asking. The waiter stares at my tits too long. I don’t adjust my dress. I don’t have to. I want him to see.

“I’m guessing we’re not here for charades,” I say.

Noelle smiles like a wolf. “We want to see how far this little cuck fantasy of yours goes.”

She reaches under the table. I feel her hand on my thigh. Nails dragging slow, deliberate circles. I part my legs.

Back at their place, it escalates fast.

Noelle takes Kyle’s shirt off herself. Sits him down on a dining chair, strips him like a doll. Caged cock, twitching. Red. Desperate.

“You keep him like this all the time?” she asks.

“Only when I want him dreaming of what he’ll never get again,” I purr.

She hums. “Cruel. I like it.”

Then she undresses. No theatrics. Just skin. Sharp hips. Tight tits. A line of pale freckles that leads right down to heaven.

She gets behind Kyle. Whispers something into his ear.

His face turns scarlet.

He nods.

“What did you say to him?” I ask.

She pulls something from a drawer. Black leather. Long. Thick.

“A good cuck should know how it feels to be taken by someone else’s wife,” she says.

I blink.

My clit pulses.

“Oh,” I murmur. “Oh.”

Kyle’s eyes go wide as she lubes up the strap-on, slick and glistening.

He looks at me—begs me with his eyes.

I shake my head. “No safe words tonight.”

Marcus is already on me. Rough hands. Big. He rips my dress. Doesn’t even pretend to be careful.

I moan when he lifts me off the floor. Carries me to the couch. Fucks me without warming me up. Just pure stretch and burn and ownership.

I scream.

“Gonna scream louder than you did for Damon?” he growls.

“If you earn it,” I hiss.

He does.

God, he does.

Noelle lubes Kyle’s ass. One finger. Then two.

He whimpers.

She whispers, “You’re gonna take me like your wife takes my husband.”

He moans. Shakes.

Doesn’t say no.

Then she pushes in.

Slow. Deep.

He gasps.

I look up from Marcus’s cock buried inside me and watch my husband get fucked.

Noelle leans over him, whispering filth, gripping his throat. His cage presses against his stomach. Dripping.

“Such a good little hole,” she whispers. “You were made for this.”

Kyle sobs when she bottoms out.

I cum hard, watching it all.

Marcus doesn’t stop. Slams me through my orgasm, leaves me shaking and covered in sweat.

Later, we swap.

Noelle straddles my face.

I eat her like she’s the last meal I’ll ever have.

She’s soaked. Dripping. Trembling.

Kyle’s on the couch now. His face still streaked with tears. His cock still locked.

Marcus walks over. Opens Kyle’s mouth. Slaps his cock across his tongue.

“You watching her eat my wife?” he asks. “You want to be next?”

Kyle moans.

But it’s Noelle who speaks.

“No,” she purrs. “He gets to clean me. That’s it.”

After, we all sit naked in the living room. Bodies slick. Used.

I rest my feet in Kyle’s lap. He kisses my toes. Still leaking. Still denied.

Marcus says, “We should do this monthly.”

Noelle smirks. “Weekly.”

I lean down. Whisper in Kyle’s ear.

“Say thank you.”

He does.


CHAPTER 12
Hannah’s Choice (Hannah)


The email arrives at 10:42 a.m.

Subject: Elite Blackout Weekend – Final Selection

Hannah Ellis: Confirmed

Six bulls. One submissive wife. Forty-eight hours. No cameras. No husband. No rules.

Kyle’s name isn’t anywhere on it.

My heart hammers as I read it again.

Then I smile.

He’s waiting at home like a good little bitch, sitting cross-legged on the floor in front of the coffee table, his caged cock twitching through gray sweatpants. I drop the email on his lap.

“Read it out loud.”

He does.

Voice shaking.

“Elite Blackout Weekend… six bulls… I’ve been selected… you’ll be taken to a private location… no phones allowed… no spouses permitted...”

He stops.

His hands tremble.

I sip my wine.

“Keep reading.”

He clears his throat.

“You’ll receive full use. All holes. Oral, vaginal, anal. No condoms unless requested. Full consent waiver signed in advance. Clean-up after each use is handled by on-site submissives...”

His voice breaks.

“I don’t want you to go.”

I stand.

Walk over to him.

Lift his chin with one finger.

“I wasn’t asking.”

He flinches.

“But—”

I slap him. Not hard. Just enough.

He shuts up.

“I’m not just going to fuck other men, Kyle,” I whisper, crouching over him. “I’m going to disappear into them. Let them ruin me. Fill me. Wreck me.”

I pause. Let it sink in.

“You won’t be there to see it. No photos. No videos. Just… silence.”

He shakes his head. “Please. I need to watch. I—I need to know.”

“No.”

I lean closer. Breathe hot against his lips.

“You’ll be home, alone, knowing I’m on my knees choking on six cocks, taking loads in every hole, calling them daddy.”

I straddle him now. Pussy bare against the cage.

“You’ll smell my pussy for days after and never know who did what. You’ll lick it all up and guess.”

He gasps.

“Beg me,” I say.

“I… I can’t,” he chokes.

“You can. And you will.”

I grip his jaw.

“Beg me to go.”

He whimpers. “Please… please go. Please let them fuck you. Please let them use you.”

I moan, wet already. The cage presses against my slick lips.

“Good boy.”

Packing is easy.

Nothing but heels, toys, lube, a gag, and a leash.

I don’t bring panties.

I leave my wedding ring on the nightstand.

He kneels beside my suitcase while I zip it up.

“I want you to jerk off once each day I’m gone,” I say.

He nods.

“But don’t cum.”

He groans.

“If you do, I’ll show the footage to your boss.”

His eyes widen.

“I have it saved,” I add. “Every minute. Every moan.”

He nods, tears forming. “I’ll behave.”

“I know you will.”

The driver picks me up at 6:00 a.m.

Kyle walks me to the curb like a husband seeing his wife off to war.

He kisses my feet.

Doesn’t speak.

He doesn’t have to.

He knows what I’m leaving to become.

The compound is remote. Clean. Discreet.

I meet the bulls one by one.

Each one bigger than the last.

They circle me like meat. Like prey.

They don’t say hi.

They grab my tits. Smack my ass. One presses his cock to my mouth without warning. I open.

They don’t need names.

I don’t give mine.

That night, they break me.

One in my ass. One in my throat. One straddling my chest, jerking off onto my face while I gag and cry.

They cum in shifts.

One finishes, the next takes over.

My holes stay full.

My pussy stays raw.

They use me until I pass out on a mattress soaked in sweat, spit, and seed.

No one asks if I’m okay.

And I fucking love it.

Sunday night, I come home ruined.

Hair a mess. Thighs bruised. Holes still twitching with memory.

Kyle is waiting in the living room.

He stands when he sees me.

His eyes widen. “Hannah…”

I don’t speak.

I sit on the couch.

Spread my legs.

“Come taste.”

He crawls fast, like he’s starving.

His tongue hits my cunt.

He moans.

Then pauses.

“T-There’s more than one…” he whispers.

“Six,” I say. “Guess whose is whose.”

He cries as he licks.

I cum on his face. Twice.


CHAPTER 13
Ownership (Kyle)


She doesn’t speak to me for two days after the weekend.

I think that’s what kills me the most.

Not the bruises on her hips.

Not the dried cum staining her thighs.

Not even the bite marks on her chest.

It’s the silence.

She walks through the house like she’s a guest. Or worse—like I’m one. She doesn’t look at me when she showers. She doesn’t acknowledge my cock when I whimper at the scent of her soaked towel.

She doesn’t make me clean her this time.

She doesn’t need to.

I’ve already done it twice on my own.

Tuesday night, I kneel outside the bedroom door. She’s inside. I hear music. I hear heels clicking on hardwood.

The door opens.

She steps out.

And in her hand⁠—

—is a collar.

Leather. Black. No name tag. Just a ring at the front.

Like a leash should already be attached.

I gasp. My cage tightens instantly.

“Knees,” she says.

I’m already there.

She steps behind me, loops it around my neck. Buckles it. Tight.

The click feels louder than anything I’ve ever heard.

I don’t move.

“Say it,” she whispers behind my ear.

“I’m yours.”

She grabs my jaw. Pulls it open. Spits in my mouth.

“Say it right.”

“I’m your property,” I gasp. “Your collared bitch.”

She smiles. “Good boy.”

That night, she brings another man into our bed.

This one’s different. Silent. Serious. Older. Dark eyes. Cruel smirk.

She calls him Sir.

She doesn't ask if I’m ready.

She doesn’t need to.

He fucks her slow. Deliberate. Each thrust designed to make me ache.

I kneel at the edge of the bed, my face inches from the action.

Her legs are open wide. He slaps her thighs with every thrust. She moans like she’s being baptized. Reborn.

“Look at her,” he murmurs to me. “Wife, huh? Not anymore.”

I nod.

“I’m just her pet.”

She moans louder.

He pulls out and finishes on her chest. Thick ropes across her collarbone. Her nipples. Her throat.

Then she leans forward.

Wipes the mess with her fingers.

Holds it out to me.

“Clean,” she says.

I suck her fingers like they’re gospel.

The collar stays on.

Every day.

Even when I leave for work—hidden under a turtleneck.

She tightens it every morning before I go. Whispers, “Remember who owns you,” and kisses my forehead like a mother sending off her boy to school.

I don’t masturbate anymore.

Not even when she lets me out of the cage.

I edge. I beg. I ache.

And I wait for her to command me.

One night, she calls me into the room with a snap of her fingers.

There are two men already there. Stripped. Laughing.

She’s bent over the dresser. Wet. Wide open.

“Hold my hair,” she says.

I obey.

They take turns.

One in her pussy. The other in her ass. Then they switch.

I keep her hair out of her face. Kiss her back while she screams. Tell her she’s beautiful while they make her body bounce.

One of them pulls out and cums in my hand.

She tells me to lick it up.

I do.

They laugh.

I cum without permission.

She doesn’t even look at me.

Later, she finds me on the floor in the hallway, curled up. Still hard. Still leaking.

She crouches down, brushes my hair out of my eyes.

“You okay, baby?”

“I’m yours,” I whisper.

“That’s not what I asked.”

“I don’t know,” I say. “I think… I think I love you more now than I ever did.”

She smiles.

“Of course you do.”

She clips a leash to my collar.

“Now crawl. There’s still cum in the sheets.”


CHAPTER 14
Her Body, His Hell (Hannah)


It starts with a message request.

“Hey, I saw your vids. You ever offer private sessions?”

I don’t answer right away. I stare at the screen. Then I look down at my body—naked, sore from the night before, cum drying between my thighs.

Kyle’s curled up at the foot of the bed.

He sleeps on the floor now.

His cock’s still locked.

Hasn’t cum in twenty-four days.

I wake him with my heel against his ribs.

“Get me coffee,” I say.

“And bring your laptop.”

Two days later, I have a menu.

$1,500/hr. Raw. No condoms. No kissing.

Clean-up mandatory. Cuck may watch if he pays extra.

Tips encouraged. No refunds.

I don’t tell Kyle about it.

I show him.

Let him read every line.

Then I hand him a notepad.

“You’re managing bookings now,” I say. “Congratulations.”

He nods, eyes wet.

I slap his face lightly. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

The first client is rough.

Not Damon rough—real rough.

Ex-military. Quiet. Big hands.

I don’t let Kyle in the room. I want him to sit outside the door and listen.

The bed hits the wall. I scream.

He cries.

When I open the door, I’m covered in sweat and bruises and cum. I look down at him, kneeling on the hallway carpet.

“I want to shower,” I say. “Clean me first.”

He licks my thighs without question.

Then my cunt.

Then the insides of my cheeks.

When I finally let him taste my mouth, he’s shaking.

A week later, I’m fully booked.

Four clients a day.

A spreadsheet of names, preferences, times.

Kyle color-codes them. Puts hearts next to the ones who make me moan loudest.

He’s a good assistant.

He prints out comment cards for the clients.

“Did she make you cum?”

“Was her pussy wetter than your wife’s?”

“Would you pay extra to fuck her ass while her husband watched?”

Five stars every time.

Some days I don’t even say his name.

I walk past him like he’s furniture.

He still cooks. Still cleans. Still licks me clean between bookings.

Sometimes I let him watch through the bedroom camera feed while I fuck a client in the other room.

He edges the whole time.

Cries sometimes.

Takes notes.

I find him humping the couch pillow one night.

He’s on all fours. Naked. Collared. Whining like a dog.

I watch silently.

He notices me and stops, humiliated.

“I was—sorry—ma’am⁠—”

I walk over.

Grab his hair.

Drag him to the wall.

On it, I’ve pinned Polaroids of my favorite clients. Men who made me scream. Men who filled me.

“Pick one,” I say.

He stares.

“Pick the one you want me to fuck tomorrow.”

He whimpers.

Then points.

“Say his name.”

“Darren…”

“Say, ‘I want you to ride Darren’s cock until your legs give out.’”

“I want you to ride Darren’s cock… until your legs give out.”

I smile.

“Good. He’s already booked.”

The next night, Darren fills me while Kyle kneels behind the camera, filming.

I scream Darren’s name like it’s the only word I’ve ever known.

He cums in my ass.

I push it out onto the bedsheet and make Kyle sniff it.

“Smell what you’ll never be,” I whisper.

He does.

Then licks it.

I tell him I love him sometimes.

When he edits my videos.

When he cries with my cum on his tongue.

When he whispers “thank you” after I deny him for the fiftieth day in a row.

And I mean it.

Because no one’s ever served me the way Kyle has.

Not even my clients.

They fuck me.

But Kyle belongs to me.


CHAPTER 15
The Ceremony


Hannah

I wanted it to be more than just a party.

I wanted a rite.

A celebration.

A coronation of my whoredom.

I call it The Ceremony.

Tasha helps decorate. Black candles. Red lights. Condoms in a silver bowl beside the wine. The mattress goes in the center of the room, surrounded by chairs. One for each man who’s earned an invitation.

Ten of them show.

All past fucks.

All ready to see how far Kyle will fall.

[Kyle]

I shower twice. Shave everywhere.

She doesn’t tell me to—I just know.

She lays out my outfit:

Nothing.

Just the collar.

And a sign around my neck.

It reads:

“OWNED. DO NOT CUM.”

[Hannah]

They arrive like wolves. Laughing. Joking. Bragging. Each man touches me like I’m already theirs.

Because I am.

Tonight, they fuck me not just for pleasure⁠—

—but to mark me.

Claim me.

Brand me in front of the man who used to be my husband.

I stand naked in the center of the room, arms wide.

“I am a shared woman,” I say. “And this is my pet.”

I point to Kyle.

He crawls to me. Kisses my feet.

Applause erupts.

[Kyle]

The first man enters her pussy before I even realize we’ve started.

She moans loud. Purposefully.

I’m kneeling right beside the bed. Close enough to feel the heat of her cunt when he pulls out between thrusts.

His cock glistens. Her pussy sucks him back in.

Again.

Again.

“Look at his face,” someone says.

“Is he crying already?”

I am.

[Hannah]

One by one they take me.

Some raw.

Some rough.

Some gentle, whispering filth into my ear as Kyle kneels there with a full, untouched cock trapped in metal.

Tasha straddles his lap at one point. Slaps his face with her tits. Laughs.

“You’re dripping,” she says, licking her thumb and smearing it over his leaking slit.

He moans and doesn’t cum.

Good boy.

[Kyle]

I lose track of the holes.

Who’s where.

What order.

Who fills her mouth versus her pussy versus her ass.

I see one man paint her face with cum while another stretches her ass with two fingers.

“Get over here,” someone says.

“Clean this mess.”

I obey.

She’s soaked.

Her thighs shiny.

Her belly streaked.

I lick and swallow everything.

They cheer when I moan.

[Hannah]

The final part is the branding.

Not with fire.

But with cum.

Each man strokes over me.

Ten cocks aimed like weapons.

Their seed hits my tits. My face. My hair. My lips.

I don’t flinch.

I hold Kyle’s gaze the entire time.

He’s trembling. Leaking. Silent.

I lick cum from my lips.

“Now,” I whisper.

[Kyle]

I fall forward. Hands shaking.

She finally unlocks the cage.

My cock explodes in her lap the second she touches it.

Weeks of denied orgasms ripped out in one violent, shameful release.

I cum across her thighs. Her belly. My own chest.

Someone throws a napkin. I don’t use it.

She grabs my face.

Smears me with it.

And kisses me. Deep. Wet. Salty.

[Hannah]

They leave one by one.

Some kiss my cheek.

Others spank my ass.

Kyle licks the floor while I wave goodbye.

Tasha turns before she leaves and says, “You really did it.”

I grin.

“I know.”

[Kyle]

She lets me sleep in the bed that night.

Not beside her.

At her feet.

Still sticky.

Still sore.

Still hers.

Forever.


She Comes First


Chapter One
THE TEXT MESSAGE


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

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

His chest tightens.

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

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

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

Travis: "Next time I will."

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

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

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

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

She walks past him toward the fridge.

"You know someone named Travis?" he asks.

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

Then: “Yeah.”

His voice is flat. “Red truck Travis?”

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

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

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

He waits. She offers nothing. His stomach churns.

“Is there something going on?”

She shrugs. “There was.”

“You slept with him.”

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

"Yes."

The word is quiet. Confident.

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

“When?” he asks.

“About a month ago.”

“How many times?”

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

“Three.”

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

“You didn’t want to know,” she says.

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

“Was it good?”

She doesn’t blink. “Yeah.”

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

He sleeps in his car that night.

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

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

“My pussy misses you already.”

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

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

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

“Sleep okay?” she asks.

“Not really.”

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

“I want to know everything,” he says.

She tilts her head. “Everything?”

“I mean it. Don’t hold back.”

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

He nods.

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

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

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

“You gave him your number?”

She smirks faintly. “Yeah.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to.”

That lands in his chest like a punch.

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

Cameron’s cock twitches.

She sees it. Her smirk deepens.

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

Cameron swallows hard. His face is flushed.

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

His jaw clenches.

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

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

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

“You said you wanted to know.”

There’s a beat of silence.

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

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

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

“You’re hard again,” she murmurs.

“I don’t know why.”

“I think you do.”

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

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

He flinches.

She smiles. Soft. Dangerous.

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

“I don’t think I am either.”

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

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

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


Chapter Two
WHAT SHE DID


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

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

He paces. Then sits. Then paces again.

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

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

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

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

“You said that already.”

“I mean all of it.”

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

His throat is bone dry. “Yes.”

“Why?”

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

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

“You want me to describe it?”

He nods once.

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

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

He closes his eyes.

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

She pauses. He opens his eyes.

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

Cameron doesn’t move.

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

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

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

Cameron swallows.

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

His voice cracks. “You gave him head?”

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

Cameron’s cock twitches.

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

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

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

“Tell me.”

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

Cameron’s mouth opens, then closes.

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

His voice is quiet. “You let him?”

“I begged him.”

His face darkens.

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

“Did he come inside you?”

She meets his eyes. “Yes.”

Cameron looks away.

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

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

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

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

Silence stretches between them.

“What about the third time?” he asks.

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

Cameron is silent for a long time.

“You liked it,” he says.

“I loved it.”

“You wanted to hurt me.”

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

He slumps in his chair.

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

“Then why not tell me before?”

“Because I thought you’d leave.”

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

She leans back, watching him. Her eyes narrow.

“You’re hard again,” she says softly.

He doesn’t deny it.

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

“I think you like this,” she whispers.

“I don’t know what I feel.”

“I think you do.”

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

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

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

She strokes him. "Then what is it?"

"I don't know."

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

His cock twitches in her hand.

"You want that?" she whispers.

He closes his eyes. “Maybe.”

She grins.

Then lets go. Steps back.

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

His eyes open.

“What?”

“Say it. Out loud.”

He stares at her, chest rising and falling.

“I…”

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

Cameron feels like the world is collapsing in slow motion.

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

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

“Good boy.”

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


Chapter Three
WATCH ME


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

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

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

She doesn’t come back down.

He waits fifteen minutes. Then thirty.

She’s not bluffing. Not playing.

His phone buzzes at 9:04 PM.

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

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

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

The bedroom door is cracked.

Inside: low light, shadows, heat.

And her.

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

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

Travis.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her thighs spread.

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

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

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

Travis chuckles.

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

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

Mara moans. Loud. Unapologetic.

Cameron flinches.

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

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

Cameron’s mouth is dry.

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

His cock is so hard it hurts.

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

She looks at Cameron mid-thrust, breathless.

“You watching, baby?”

He nods, unable to speak.

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

Travis laughs. “Damn. That true?”

Cameron doesn’t answer.

Mara leans back against Travis, her legs shaking.

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

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

Cameron nearly comes in his pants just watching.

Travis doesn’t stop.

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

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

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

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

His voice barely escapes his throat. “Yes.”

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

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

Cameron’s stomach flips.

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

She moans at the contact like it’s holy.

And then, silence.

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

The door closes behind him.

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

She looks at Cameron.

“Well?”

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

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

“You liked watching,” she says.

He nods.

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

He nods again.

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

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

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

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

He groans.

Mara watches him like a cat.

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

“I do,” he chokes out.

“You want me to take more cock.”

His hips jerk. His knees tremble.

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

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

Mara licks her lips. Smiles wickedly.

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

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

And he does.


Chapter Four
AFTERGLOW AND ASHES


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

He sits up slowly, disoriented.

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

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

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

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

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

She doesn’t look at him right away.

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

“So should you.”

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

“Couldn’t stop thinking.”

He leans against the doorframe, arms crossed.

“About what?”

She shrugs one bare shoulder. “Tonight.”

He watches her. “You mean Travis.”

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

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

She drinks again.

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

He says nothing.

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

“You still angry?”

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

“You looked turned on.”

“I was.”

“You still are.”

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

“I don’t get it,” he says.

“You don’t have to. Just feel it.”

She leads him back upstairs by the wrist.

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

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

“I love you, Cam,” she whispers.

He nods, not trusting his voice.

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

He doesn’t answer.

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

He gasps as she sinks onto him.

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

His hands grip her hips.

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

She’s not moaning anyone’s name now.

She’s here. With him.

He cups her face. Kisses her.

She kisses back, soft, deep, patient.

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

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

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

By morning, the warmth is gone.

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

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

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

Instead, he clears his throat.

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

Her eyes flick up.

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

Her brows lift.

“You want to pick the guy?”

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

She considers.

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

She kisses him lightly, then heads upstairs.

That night, he can’t sleep.

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

And something eats at him.

The way she kissed Travis.

Not just fucked him. Not just moaned.

She kissed him. Tongue. Passion. Tenderness.

That’s the part that haunts him.

Not the cock. Not the cum. The kiss.

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

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

He notices.

“You said I could choose,” he says.

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

He nods.

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

She licks her lips. “Okay.”

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

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

The screen is still open.

She lied.

It wasn’t Jessie.

It was Travis.

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

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

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

Cameron doesn’t react.

He sets the phone down.

His hands are shaking.

But his cock is already hard again.


Chapter Five
JESSIE KNOWS


Jessie shows up uninvited.

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

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

Cameron hesitates, then steps aside without a word.

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

“Mara’s upstairs,” he says.

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

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

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

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

He shrugs. “I’m just being polite.”

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

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

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

“Yeah?”

“She told me things.”

He stiffens.

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

Cameron turns. “Different how?”

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

“She told me you watched her fuck someone.”

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

Jessie grins. “Mm-hmm.”

His pulse ticks louder in his ears.

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

“I didn’t exactly⁠—”

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

He swallows. “She told you that too?”

“She didn’t have to. I know you.”

He says nothing.

Jessie circles him slowly. Like a lion around prey.

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

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

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

He turns. “Why are you here?”

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

Cameron’s face hardens.

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

“She already has.”

Jessie blinks. “She told you?”

“I saw the texts.”

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

Cameron doesn’t answer.

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

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

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

He looks at her.

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

He doesn’t move.

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

“Completely.”

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

“I have one.”

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

She kisses him.

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

Cameron jerks away. “Jess⁠—”

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

“I can’t.”

“But you want to.”

His silence says everything.

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

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

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

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

Cameron listens to them talk upstairs. Laughter. Footsteps.

He’s still hard.

That night, Mara comes to bed late.

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

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

Cameron stares at the ceiling. “We talked.”

“About me?”

“About you. About the fucking.”

She doesn’t speak for a moment.

Then: “She’s curious.”

“I know.”

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

Cameron turns his head.

“You said yes?”

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

He watches her face in the dark.

“You want her?” she asks softly.

“No.”

She raises a brow.

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

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

His eyes narrow. “Good?”

“You’re not dead inside after all.”

She kisses him then, slow and full.

And somewhere inside his chest, something breaks loose.

The next day, he finds the man.

It’s not Travis.

It’s someone else—someone new.

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

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

Cameron DM’s him from a burner account.

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

Within ten minutes, Dre responds.

“Sure. Send a pic. What’s her goal?”

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

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

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

Dre: “You watching or participating?”

Cam: “Just watching.”

Dre: “Even better.”

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

Cameron closes the chat.

His heart pounds like he just cheated.

He tells Mara the next night.

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

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

She looks up. “Already?”

He nods.

She closes the Kindle slowly. “Who?”

“Trainer. Dre. Big. Strong. Older.”

She grins. “That your type?”

“Yours.”

“Is he rough?”

“I hope so.”

Mara licks her lips. “Where?”

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

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

“I did.”

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

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

“I’m not playing anymore,” he says.

She breathes in. “Good.”

He kisses her hard.

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

At least for now.


Chapter Six
SECOND GUEST


Saturday arrives too quiet.

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

She’s in the bedroom, getting ready.

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

8:56 p.m.

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

Cameron opens it.

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

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

He nods once. Steps aside.

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

“She upstairs?”

Cameron closes the door. “Yeah.”

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

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

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

She turns slowly. Eyes meet Dre’s first.

“Damn,” she says softly.

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

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

Cameron stays near the door, eyes glued to her.

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

He nods, too tense to speak.

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

She unties the robe and lets it fall.

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

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

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

Cameron watches every movement like he’s underwater.

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

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

She grins. “Not like me.”

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

Cameron’s cock is hard already.

“Take it off,” she tells Dre.

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

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

Mara moans under her breath. “Jesus Christ.”

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

Cameron doesn't move. Just watches.

Dre lowers his face between her legs.

Mara gasps.

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

Cameron’s heart thuds out of rhythm.

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

“Fuck—right there, yes—oh God—yes⁠—”

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

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

Mara giggles, breathless.

“Ready for the main course?” he asks.

She nods like a girl offered candy.

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

Spreads her legs wide.

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

“Watch me.”

Dre positions himself, cockhead pressing against her slick entrance.

Then he pushes in.

Slow.

Thick.

Mara cries out.

“Oh my God—he’s fucking huge⁠—”

Cameron sways slightly, knees weak.

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

Mara screams into the sheets, fists clutching the pillows.

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

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

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

Dre laughs. “Didn’t think so.”

He fucks her harder.

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

Mara is losing her mind.

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

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

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

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

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

Dre doesn’t stop.

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

“I—I can’t—fuck⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” he growls.

Cameron is trembling.

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

Dre grunts. “Where do you want it?”

Mara barely whispers, “On my tits…”

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

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

Dre groans.

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

She moans as it hits her.

And then: silence.

Just breathing.

Heavy.

Spent.

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

Mara just lies there, covered in cum, glowing.

She looks at Cameron.

“Still hard?” she whispers.

He unzips.

He strokes.

Mara grins. “Come here.”

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

Mara cups her cum-slick tits together.

“Mark me,” she purrs.

Cameron groans.

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

She moans, licking some from her chin.

Dre watches silently, smirking.

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

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

Mara doesn’t move.

She just smiles.

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

He looks at her.

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

He reaches for her hand.

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

“Still okay?” she asks.

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

She kisses his knuckles.

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

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

It’s something bigger.

Darker.

And they’re not turning back.


Chapter Seven
UNSPOKEN THINGS


Cameron starts waking up before her.

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

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

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

Once, he catches himself moaning her name.

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

God, he did. He does.

But something’s shifting.

Not in his cock. Not in his stomach.

In his chest.

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

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

“Say who made you come.”

“You did.”

“No. Say my name.”

“Cameron—I’m *yours—*fuck, yes⁠—!”

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

She always turns over.

She always sleeps with her back to him.

He tells himself he’s imagining it.

Until Thursday.

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

He parks across the street and waits.

An hour passes.

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

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

She’s not alone.

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

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

They get into separate cars.

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

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

She doesn’t see him.

He follows her.

Not out of rage. Out of need.

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

Then home.

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

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

He stares at her.

“Who was that?”

She freezes. Knife midway through a berry.

“What?”

“At the gym. You left with him.”

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

“Answer the question.”

Her jaw works. She sets the knife down slowly.

“Just a friend.”

“Name?”

“Does it matter?”

“You kissed him.”

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

“You didn’t pull away.”

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

“Not to this.”

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

He flinches. “That’s not the same.”

“Isn’t it?”

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

“I didn’t ask you to fall for them.”

Her silence is louder than any scream.

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

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

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

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

“No,” she whispers. “It’s a warning.”

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

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

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

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

That night, she doesn’t come to bed.

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

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

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

“Who were you talking to?”

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

“You don’t want to know.”

“I do.”

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

She turns her back. Pulls the covers up.

He doesn’t sleep.

He installs a GPS tracker the next morning.

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

It’s not about control.

It’s about truth.

He needs to know.

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

He smiles. Nods. Even kisses her goodbye.

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

She’s not at the restaurant.

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

She’s inside for two hours.

No movement.

Then back home.

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

She freezes.

Her mouth opens.

But no words come out.

Cameron doesn’t speak.

He just looks at her.

Then sets the phone down.

Gets up.

Walks past her.

Into the bedroom.

He locks the door behind him.

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

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

She’s dressed.

Lipstick on.

He says nothing.

She turns slowly.

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

He looks at her. “Are you going to?”

She doesn’t answer.

That’s the answer.

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

No teasing. No words.

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

“I need you,” she whispers.

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

Hard. Deep. Possessive.

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

Afterward, she kisses his chest.

“I love you,” she murmurs.

He closes his eyes.

“I know.”

But he doesn’t say it back.

Because it’s not just love anymore.

Not with her.

Not with them.

And not with himself.


Chapter Eight
THE LIE


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

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

Cameron stands in the doorway watching her.

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

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

She doesn’t turn. “Huh?”

“You and Jessie.”

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

“Was it good?”

“It was okay. We split spring rolls.”

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

She stiffens. Just slightly. Enough.

“We talked for a while.”

He nods.

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

Now she turns. Eyes narrow.

“Who?”

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

She blinks once.

“I didn’t⁠—”

“You did.”

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

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

Mara swallows.

“Want to keep going?” he asks.

Silence.

“Say it,” he says. “Say his name.”

Her voice is small. “Zach.”

“There we go.”

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

“I know. You said that.”

“I didn’t even kiss him.”

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

“That wasn’t a kiss.”

“That wasn’t a cheek kiss.”

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

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

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

“Then what was it?”

“He’s just…”

“Just what?”

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

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

Cameron takes a step back.

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

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

Mara’s eyes flash. “I’m not a slut.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”

That’s when she slaps him.

The sound is small, sharp, and final.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So do I.”

“Not anymore.”

Those three words hit harder than the slap.

He steps back.

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

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

He looks at her.

She looks serious.

Tired.

Not cruel. Just done pretending.

“You’ll stop?” he asks.

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

Cameron stares at her.

And realizes he can’t say it.

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

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

He’s complicit.

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

She nods.

She already knew.

That night, she doesn’t come home.

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

He doesn’t follow.

He doesn’t text.

He just pours a drink and opens his laptop.

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

He opens the folder. The folder.

The videos.

She didn’t know he saved them.

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

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

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

He watches them all.

Not jerking off.

Just watching.

Studying.

And he sees it clearly now.

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

But the last video?

No eye contact.

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

He pauses the video. Zooms in.

It’s not Zach.

It’s someone new.

And she never told him.

She comes home at 1:13 AM.

Quiet. No heels. No perfume.

She peeks into the bedroom, finds him still awake.

“You’re up.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

She stands in the doorway. Doesn’t move.

He says nothing.

She says nothing.

Then she climbs into bed, still fully dressed.

Lays on her side. Facing the wall.

Cameron stays on his back.

The silence screams between them.

At 3:44 AM, he whispers.

“I want you to do it again.”

She doesn’t turn.

“Do what?”

“Fuck someone else.”

Mara’s voice is tired. “You sure?”

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

She’s quiet a long time.

Then: “Okay.”

Just that.

And Cameron lies there, eyes wide, chest hollow.

Because it’s not just about fucking anymore.

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


Chapter Nine
CUM ON THE COUCH


He tells her to bring him home.

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

Where he can see everything.

She agrees too easily.

Like she was waiting for him to say it.

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

“I don’t care if I do.”

She smirks behind her mug. “You will.”

Troy is older.

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

Cameron opens the door.

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

“Evening.”

“Yeah,” Cameron mutters. “Come in.”

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

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

He expects hesitation.

Troy walks in without a glance back.

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

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

“I’m worth the wait,” he says.

They don’t speak again.

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

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

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

“Hi, baby,” she whispers.

He nods.

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

She’s not wearing anything underneath.

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

“I am,” she purrs.

He drops to his knees.

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

Cameron watches.

No words.

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

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

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

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

Troy stands, lips glistening. Unbuttons his shirt.

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

Mara giggles, breathless. “Then fuck it.”

He unzips.

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

Her moan breaks in half.

“Oh God—oh fuck—Troy—yes—yes⁠—”

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

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

And Mara?

She’s somewhere else.

Gone.

Moaning his name in rhythm.

Begging for more.

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

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

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

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

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

“Do it,” Troy says, hips snapping.

She explodes.

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

Troy grins like a man winning something.

Cameron feels sick.

And hard.

At the same time.

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

He strokes it once, twice.

Cameron’s heart starts pounding.

“Where you want it?” Troy asks.

Mara looks at her husband.

“Cameron?”

His throat is dry. “Your stomach.”

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

Troy jerks faster.

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

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

Her hands rub it in.

“Taste yourself,” Troy says.

She licks her fingers without hesitation. Smiles.

Cameron nearly comes untouched.

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

He doesn’t thank anyone.

Doesn’t apologize.

He nods at Cameron once. “Solid setup.”

Then he leaves.

The door closes.

Silence.

Mara stays on the couch, glowing.

Sticky.

Beautiful.

She turns her head. “Well?”

Cameron stands.

Walks over.

She’s still covered in cum.

Still smiling.

“You watched the whole thing,” she whispers.

“I did.”

“And?”

He kneels between her legs.

“Clean me,” she says.

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

She moans.

When his tongue hits her nipple, she jerks.

“Fuck…”

He keeps licking.

Keeps cleaning.

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

“You’re hard as fuck,” she says.

“You made me this way.”

She guides him inside her.

And it’s soaked.

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

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

She moans. “I know.”

He comes inside her in five thrusts.

Not even embarrassed.

Because it’s not about performance anymore.

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

That night, she falls asleep on the couch.

He watches her chest rise and fall.

Then checks her phone while she sleeps.

No passcode.

Still trusting.

There’s a message from Troy:

“Next time, we fuck in your bed.”

Cameron stares at it for a long time.

Then closes the phone.

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


Chapter Ten
THE TAPE


Cameron doesn’t sleep that night.

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

He doesn’t touch her.

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

“Next time, we fuck in your bed.”

Not our bed.

Your.

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

The thought burns slow in his chest.

By morning, the rage is gone again.

Replaced by curiosity.

By obsession.

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

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

He hides it under the bookshelf facing the couch.

Then another upstairs, angled toward the bed.

He tells himself it’s not about catching her.

It’s about knowing.

Three days later, she tells him.

“I think Troy wants to come back.”

They’re folding laundry.

Cameron doesn’t look up. “Yeah?”

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

He smirks. “Glad I could help.”

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

There it is.

The test.

He swallows. “No.”

Lie.

But she believes it.

Or pretends to.

“Okay. Friday, then.”

Friday comes.

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

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

Cameron sits on the armchair.

But the camera will see what he can’t.

Troy arrives fifteen minutes late, like always.

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

“You missed me?” he asks her.

“I never stopped,” Mara whispers.

Cameron doesn’t speak.

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

Her moans are breathless. Immediate.

He’s inside her in seconds.

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

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

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

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

“Taking it so fucking good,” he growls.

“Don’t stop—oh my God—don’t stop⁠—”

Cameron watches.

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

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

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

And watches.

The angle is perfect.

Wide enough to see the entire bed.

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

Until something new happens.

He hears it first.

Troy’s voice, low. Smug.

“You’re not even looking at him.”

Mara moans.

“Look at your husband.”

She doesn’t.

He grabs her face. Turns it toward the chair.

She closes her eyes.

Troy laughs.

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

“Shut up,” she breathes.

“No, say it.”

Cameron’s heart starts pounding.

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

Mara gasps. “You already are.”

Silence.

Then—Troy leans in, kisses her mouth.

Soft.

Intimate.

Too slow.

Cameron’s hand clenches the mouse.

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

But to stare at Troy.

She reaches up.

Touches his face.

Strokes his cheek like she’s memorizing him.

It’s not fucking.

It’s something else.

Cameron closes the video.

Stares at the black screen.

His hands are shaking.

She doesn’t know he saw it.

Not the kiss.

Not the eyes.

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

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

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

But she wanted him to stay.

That’s what matters.

That night, Cameron doesn’t touch her.

She tries.

Presses her ass into his lap under the blanket.

Whispers, “You hard for me, baby?”

He says, “Not tonight.”

She pauses.

“Why?”

He doesn’t answer.

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

Three days later, she’s texting again.

He doesn’t ask who.

She doesn’t offer.

But she smiles when the phone buzzes.

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

He goes back to the tape.

Watches it again.

Frame by frame.

The kiss.

The touch.

Her mouth shaping “stay.”

And this time—he rewinds. Freezes the frame.

Catches something else.

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

She opens her phone.

Text thread opens.

A name: Zach.

The man from the gym.

“You free soon?”

A reply almost instant:

“Always for you.”

She sends a photo.

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

She writes: “Wish it was yours.”

Cameron stares.

Doesn’t blink.

Doesn’t breathe.

Then slowly—carefully—he closes the laptop.

Deletes the video.

Shuts the drawer.

And walks to the bedroom.

Mara’s in bed. Reading.

She looks up. “Hey.”

He climbs in beside her.

“I want you to do it again,” he says.

She raises a brow. “Troy?”

“No,” he says. “Zach.”

Her breath catches.

She blinks.

Then smiles slowly.

“Okay.”

Cameron turns the light off.

And stares at the ceiling.

Because he’s finally realized⁠—

It’s not about controlling her anymore.

It’s about surviving her.


Chapter Eleven
THE FIRST NO


Cameron watches her get ready for him.

Not for him, technically. For Zach.

The man she’s already emotionally halfway inside.

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

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

“You don’t look nervous,” he says.

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

“He’s not like the others.”

“No,” she agrees. “He’s not.”

He swallows. “You like him.”

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

“I like what he makes me feel.”

“And what’s that?”

“Desired. But not used.”

He flinches. “That what I do?”

Her fingers slide away. “Sometimes.”

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

“Do you want me to watch?” he asks.

She hesitates.

That’s the answer.

“You want to be alone with him.”

“I think I do,” she whispers.

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

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

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

She nods once, slowly. “Okay.”

He exhales. “So this is it, then.”

“What is?”

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

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

“I haven’t yet.”

“But you will.”

Silence.

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

She looks him dead in the eye.

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

She leaves at 8:42 PM.

No kiss goodbye.

No “I love you.”

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

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

But she doesn’t.

And it’s not.

He doesn’t follow.

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

But it’s not.

It would be surrender.

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

Drinks it.

One glass.

Then two.

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

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

He picks up his phone.

Opens Jessie’s name.

“You up?”

It takes her four minutes to respond.

“Always.”

“Come over.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

He doesn’t think.

He just unlocks the door.

And waits.

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

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

He closes the door behind her. “Out.”

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

Then turns.

“So, what are we doing?”

He looks at her. “Whatever you want.”

She raises a brow. “Dangerous words.”

He doesn’t move.

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

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

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

“I can do that,” she whispers.

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

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

But something inside him revolts.

He stops. Pulls back.

Jessie blinks. “What?”

Cameron breathes hard. “I can’t.”

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

“I know.”

“You asked for this.”

“I know.”

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

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

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

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

She laughs. “Not tonight.”

“I’m sorry,” he says.

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

And just like that, she’s gone.

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

2:13 AM.

He hears her heels on the porch.

The door opens.

She stops when she sees him.

Then closes the door quietly behind her.

They stare at each other across the living room.

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

He doesn’t ask. He doesn’t need to.

Mara crosses her arms.

“Did you fuck her?”

He looks at her.

“No.”

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

“Did you fuck him?” he asks.

Her voice is flat.

“Yes.”

His jaw works. But he doesn’t speak.

She walks toward the stairs.

Then stops. Turns halfway.

“It wasn’t the same.”

“How so?”

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

“I didn’t think about you this time.”

She walks upstairs.

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

He lets her go.

Later, he lies in bed next to her.

She’s already asleep, curled on her side.

Cameron turns his head.

Watches her in the dark.

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

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

She doesn’t answer.

Because she’s not really here anymore.

Not all the way.

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

Out loud.

To the empty dark.

“Cheating.”


Chapter Twelve
MARA’S CONFESSION


Mara doesn't speak to him for two days.

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

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

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

She just doesn’t care if he sees it.

And that—that—is worse.

Tuesday night, he cooks dinner.

Chicken marsala, her favorite.

She doesn’t come downstairs.

He knocks once on the bedroom door.

No answer.

She’s not crying.

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

This is worse.

This is silence.

He opens the door anyway.

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

She doesn’t look at him.

Cameron steps inside.

“I made dinner.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“You didn’t eat lunch.”

She shrugs.

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

He walks over slowly. Kneels in front of her.

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

“I already did.”

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

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

She exhales.

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

“Then how did it happen?”

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

“And?”

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

Cameron’s jaw flexes.

“Did you think of me?”

She shakes her head.

His throat tightens. “Not even once?”

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

He blinks.

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

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

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

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

She flinches.

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

Mara doesn’t move.

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

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

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

She’s shaking. “That’s not true.”

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

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

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

Before the first man. Before the thrill.

Before Zach.

She walks past him to the door.

Stops.

“I don’t want to lose you,” she says.

“Then prove it.”

Her eyes narrow. “How?”

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

Her lips part. She hesitates.

That’s all he needs to see.

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

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

“So you choose him?”

She looks away.

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

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

She packs the next day.

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

He helps her carry it to the car.

The house feels smaller after she leaves.

Quieter.

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

Then walks upstairs. Opens the bedroom.

The pillow still smells like her.

He doesn’t sleep that night.

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

The next afternoon, she comes back.

Not with a bag.

With a folded piece of paper.

She hands it to him without speaking.

Cameron opens it slowly.

It’s a letter.

Written in her tight, slanted script.

Cam,

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

But I do.

I’ve never stopped.

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

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

I’m sorry.

Not for fucking them.

For not coming back to you after.

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

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

Not just in the bedroom.

In everything.

Choose me, and I’ll crawl.

Choose me, and I’ll burn the others.

Yours,

Mara

He reads it twice.

Then sets it down.

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

Eyes full of everything she didn’t say.

He nods once.

Just once.

She walks to him.

Kneels.

Not sexual. Not pleading.

Just present.

And he pulls her into his arms.

Not like she’s his again.

But like she never stopped being.


Chapter Thirteen
THE LAST FUCK


She’s trembling when she tells him.

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

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

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

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

She nods.

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

“Then I want to be there,” he says.

Mara blinks. “What?”

“I want to see it. Start to finish.”

Her lips part. “You said⁠—”

“I changed my mind.”

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

“I know.”

“He means something to me.”

“I know that, too.”

She swallows. “And after?”

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

She nods slowly. “Okay.”

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

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

Her mouth opens slightly.

“Yes,” she breathes.

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

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

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

Zach’s breath catches when he sees her.

Then he sees Cameron.

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

He freezes.

“I—uh—wasn’t sure if this was…”

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

He hesitates.

Then steps inside.

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

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

“I’m not nervous.”

She grins. “Liar.”

She kisses him.

And it’s not like with the others.

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

Zach whispers something into her ear.

She laughs.

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

They move to the bedroom ten minutes later.

No rush.

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

Cameron follows.

She doesn’t look back.

The lights are low. Candles flicker.

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

Their mouths meet again.

He touches her like she’s fragile.

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

Cameron stands against the wall. Watching.

Zach lays her down.

Undresses.

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

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs.

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

He enters her slow.

Cameron sees her body tense—then open.

She gasps.

Zach groans, deeper than expected.

“You okay?” he asks.

“More than okay,” she says, breathless.

He fucks her slowly.

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

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

Cameron watches her face.

And that’s when it hits.

She’s not acting.

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

This is real.

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

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

To feeling.

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

He expects guilt.

But there’s none.

Only a question.

Can you still love me after this?

He doesn’t look away.

Zach makes her come three times.

Each slower than the last.

By the end, she’s crying.

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

Zach holds her face while he finishes inside her.

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

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

“I’ll go,” Zach says, standing.

Mara doesn’t stop him.

He dresses.

No goodbye.

Just a look at Cameron before he leaves.

Not defiant.

Not ashamed.

Just final.

The front door closes.

The house is still.

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

Cameron doesn’t move for a full minute.

Then walks to the bed.

Stares down at her.

She looks up at him, lips trembling.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers.

He nods. “I know.”

She reaches for him.

He strips silently.

Climbs onto the bed.

Spreads her legs wider.

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

He doesn’t move at first.

Just feels her.

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

And he fucks her.

Hard.

Deep.

Not to punish.

To reclaim.

To remember.

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

“I love you,” she whispers.

He doesn’t answer.

He fucks her harder.

“I love you, Cam—please⁠—”

He kisses her then.

Tongue deep.

Fingers locking in her hair.

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

He stays inside her.

Still.

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

After, she curls against him.

Face on his chest. Leg over his thigh.

He brushes her hair back.

“Is it out of your system?” he asks.

She doesn’t answer right away.

Then:

“Yes.”

He nods.

“Then we move forward,” he says.

“Together?”

“Yes.”

Mara kisses his chest. “No more lies.”

“No more Zach.”

“No more anyone,” she whispers.

He says nothing.

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

But for tonight…

She’s here.

Warm.

Wrapped in his arms.

And the chapter is closed.


Chapter Fourteen
STILL HERE


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

The sun hits her skin like a spotlight.

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

He watches her breathe.

And wonders what parts of her are still his.

She wakes without speaking.

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

No eye contact.

No morning kiss.

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

He sits up. “Where are you going?”

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

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

“You always make coffee before you shower.”

She freezes.

Then shrugs. “Not today.”

He nods.

She walks out.

Downstairs, the house feels colder.

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

Cameron watches from the top of the stairs.

It’s all changed.

The way she carries herself.

The way she won’t meet his eyes.

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

“You’re not talking.”

She pours coffee. “Neither are you.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Then maybe don’t say anything.”

That stings.

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

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

“Not like that.”

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

“I got off on you. Not him.”

“Same thing.”

“No,” he says sharply. “It’s not.”

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

He doesn’t answer.

Because he doesn’t know.

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

“I’m still here,” he says.

Mara blinks.

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

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

“Probably.”

Silence.

Then: “But you didn’t.”

“No,” he says. “Because I love you.”

That lands like thunder.

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

Then she exhales.

“I don’t deserve you,” she says.

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

They don’t have sex for a week.

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

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

But they touch.

At night, her foot brushes his under the blanket.

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

They share quiet.

More intimate than orgasms.

More dangerous than anything they’ve done.

Thursday night, she breaks.

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

Then she shifts.

Climbs onto his lap. Knees straddling him.

His hands find her waist.

She leans down, presses her lips to his neck.

“I missed this,” she whispers.

He kisses her shoulder. “Then take it.”

Her hips rock once.

He’s already hard.

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

She sinks down on him.

Slow.

They both moan, faces pressed close.

It’s not fast.

It’s not porn.

It’s theirs.

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

They move together.

Her breath in his ear.

His mouth at her throat.

No words.

Just feeling.

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

It’s deep.

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

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

“Thank you for staying.”

He kisses her temple.

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

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

The next morning, there are no texts from Zach.

No calls.

She shows him the empty thread before he even asks.

He doesn’t say anything.

But she sees the flicker of relief in his eyes.

And she reaches across the table, takes his hand.

“I’m yours,” she says.

He squeezes back.

But neither of them says forever.

Because now they know better.

They go two weeks without anything outside the marriage.

No cameras.

No toys.

No flirting.

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

They rebuild slowly.

Not like it was.

Like something new.

Stranger.

But honest.

The third week, she brings it up.

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

“I miss it,” she says.

He looks at her. “Miss what?”

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

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

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

Silence.

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

He tenses.

She takes his hand. “Together.”

Not behind.

Not beside.

With.

Cameron studies her face.

She’s not begging.

She’s offering.

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

He feels like a man who survived the storm.

And still has the woman.

Battered.

Dirty.

Real.

“Then we do it different,” he says.

She nods.

“Rules.”

“Boundaries,” she agrees.

“No falling,” he says.

Her lips curve. “No lying.”

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

She kisses him.

Slow.

Hot.

Honest.

Then whispers:

“Next time, we film it.”

He laughs.

And this time, it doesn’t hurt.

They go inside.

Lights off.

Shadows stretched across the walls like memory.

She undresses for him in silence.

And he watches.

Not with shame.

Not with fear.

With hunger.

Because they’re not who they were anymore.

And maybe that’s the point.

They're still here.

Together.

Somehow.


Chapter Fifteen
HER BIRTHDAY


Mara turns thirty-five in October.

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

“Real how?” he asks.

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

Cameron doesn’t flinch.

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

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

“I can make you feel something.”

“I want more,” she says.

There’s no venom in it. Just honesty.

The kind that stings in all the right ways.

She gives him two names.

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

The second—Elijah—is different.

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

He wants to ask how she knows that.

But doesn’t.

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

Bent over.

Open.

Moaning into the sheets.

The plan is simple.

Elijah comes over at 9 p.m.

Cameron plays the part.

Dinner. Wine. Laughs.

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

“You always this bold?” Elijah asks.

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

Cameron shifts in his chair, already hard.

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

He nods once.

“Say it.”

“I want to watch you take his cock.”

Her pupils dilate.

She kisses Elijah. Deep. Wet.

He groans into her mouth.

The clothes come off in layers.

Mara strips slowly, arms raised, hips swaying.

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

“Goddamn,” she whispers.

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

“Good girl,” Elijah says, voice thick.

She moans around his cock.

Cameron grips the arm of the chair.

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

Spreads her legs.

And slides into her like he was made for it.

Mara screams.

Loud.

Raw.

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

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

“I see it,” Cameron whispers.

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

Cameron nods, eyes wide.

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

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

It’s the truth.

Cameron knows it.

And it wrecks him.

But it also feeds something.

Dark. Addictive.

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

Elijah pulls out just as Mara starts to tremble.

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

She doesn’t answer.

She looks at Cameron.

He swallows. “On your face.”

Her lips part. “Yes, sir.”

She kneels.

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

She opens her mouth wide. Swallows.

Moans.

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

“Happy birthday to me,” she purrs.

Elijah dresses without ceremony.

Mara kisses his cheek. “Thank you.”

He nods. “Anytime.”

He leaves.

The door closes.

Silence.

Cameron crosses the room.

Mara’s still on her knees.

Still covered in cum.

He kneels in front of her.

“You were beautiful,” he says.

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

“I still am.”

“Use me,” she whispers.

He slides his cock into her mouth without hesitation.

Fucks her throat slow and deep.

She gags. Chokes. Drool spills down her chest.

She moans around him.

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

She swallows again.

Then collapses into his arms.

Later, they lie on the floor.

Naked.

Sticky.

Breathing like lovers after war.

Mara rests her head on his chest.

“I don’t want more men,” she says.

He strokes her hair. “Okay.”

“I just want… the freedom.”

“You have it.”

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

“As long as I get to watch you.”

Her smile is lazy. “Deal.”

They fall asleep on the floor.

Limbs tangled.

Bodies raw.

Souls cleaner than they’ve felt in months.

Not because they’ve returned to who they were⁠—

But because they’ve accepted what they are.


Chapter Sixteen
EXPOSURE


Three days later, the email arrives.

No subject line. No message. Just a link.

Cameron opens it out of instinct.

It takes him to a Dropbox folder.

He clicks.

And his stomach drops straight through the floor.

There she is.

Mara.

On the couch.

On her knees.

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

The same scene from her birthday.

Only—it’s not the camera they set up.

It’s from another angle.

Hidden.

Up close.

Zoomed.

And below the video is a filename:

"WifeUsedByStranger_3k.mp4"

Cameron stares.

Frozen.

And then another truth slams into him⁠—

He didn’t upload it.

Mara didn’t upload it.

Which means⁠—

Someone else did.

She’s in the kitchen when he finds her.

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

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

“Who the fuck filmed this?”

Mara’s eyes drop.

Then widen.

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

“I was going to ask you.”

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

He watches her carefully. “Then who?”

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

He waits.

She leans against the counter.

Silent.

Then—

“Oh fuck.”

Her voice is small.

Panicked.

“What?”

“I didn’t turn off the Ring camera.”

He blinks.

“What Ring camera?”

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

His stomach twists.

“Was it facing the couch?”

She nods.

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

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

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

“Until?”

She closes her eyes.

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

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

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

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

Mara jerks.

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

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

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

She nods. Slowly. Ashamed.

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

She looks like he slapped her.

Then whispers: “Our pussy.”

They sit in silence for a long time.

Cameron doesn’t touch her.

She doesn’t cry.

But her face cracks in slow motion.

“I’ll email him,” she says.

“No,” Cameron says. “I will.”

Elijah answers on the second ring.

“Cam. Hey.”

“Don’t hey me.”

A pause.

“What’s going on?”

“You uploaded the fucking video.”

“I—what? No—no, I didn’t⁠—”

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

Silence.

Cameron listens to the guilt breathe on the other end.

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

“So it is yours.”

“…Yeah.”

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

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

“So you shared it.”

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

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

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

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

“I will.”

“And if it shows up again⁠—”

“It won’t.”

Cameron doesn’t thank him.

Doesn’t threaten him.

He just ends the call.

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

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

“I know.”

“I didn’t mean for this⁠—”

“I know.”

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

He kneels beside her.

“Not even close.”

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

He brushes her hair back.

And for the first time since it all began⁠—

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

They spend the night offline.

Phones off.

TV dark.

Just the two of them in the quiet.

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

Just need.

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

When he comes inside her, he stays there.

Soft.

Breathing.

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

In the morning, the link is gone.

Dropbox folder deleted.

Vanished.

But it doesn’t matter.

They both know how the internet works.

Once it’s out, it never really disappears.

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

“They won’t.”

“What if they do?”

Cameron watches her.

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

She smiles.

And finally⁠—

Laughs.

Not because it’s funny.

Because it’s fucked.

Because it’s theirs.

Later, she texts him a photo.

Nothing dirty.

Just her.

In the mirror.

A soft smile.

A white tank top with no bra.

She writes:

Still yours. Even after all this.

He stares at the screen.

Smiles back.

And replies:

Especially after.


Chapter Seventeen
THE DINNER GUEST


It’s Cameron’s idea this time.

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

“We should invite someone again.”

Mara pauses mid-sip.

Lowers her glass. Tilts her head.

“I thought we were past that.”

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

She watches him.

Like she’s reading a secret in his eyes.

“You want to watch again?”

“Yes.”

“And after?”

He leans in. “I want to clean you.”

Her breath catches.

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

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

Mara leans across the table.

Kisses him slow, with tongue.

Then whispers against his lips:

“Then we pick someone together.”

His name is Marcus.

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

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

But what gets Cameron hard?

It’s when she doesn’t touch him.

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

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

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

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

Saturday arrives.

They set the scene like a ceremony.

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

No tech.

Just eyes.

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

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

Marcus knocks once.

Steps in.

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

Then:

“Holy fuck.”

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

Marcus walks forward.

Takes her hand.

Kisses her knuckles like a gentleman.

Then grabs her ass like a man.

She melts into him.

Cameron watches her eyes flutter closed.

Marcus kisses her neck, slow and deliberate.

“You ever been ruined properly?” he murmurs.

Mara shivers. “Not yet.”

“Let’s fix that.”

He undresses her like she’s art.

Not hurried. Not savage.

Just deliberate.

Strap by strap.

Her nipples harden as the cups fall away.

Her breath gets ragged.

Cameron shifts in his seat, hard already.

Marcus kneels.

Spreads her thighs.

Licks her like he’s mapping her.

Mara moans, low and long.

“Fuck, yes…”

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

“Oh—fuck—yes—yes⁠—”

Marcus doesn’t stop.

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

He keeps going.

Makes her come again.

Then again.

By the time he stands, her legs are shaking.

She’s already fucked open.

He doesn’t ask permission.

He flips her onto her stomach.

Pulls his cock out.

And slides in with a groan.

“Oh my God,” Mara gasps.

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

Cameron watches her ass bounce.

Watches the sweat bead on her back.

Watches her surrender.

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

“Yes,” she moans.

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

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

Her voice breaks.

Cameron unzips himself.

Strokes his cock slowly.

She looks at him from under Marcus’s body.

Her mouth opens.

Tongue out.

Eyes glassy.

And Cameron loses it.

Marcus pulls out just before he comes.

“Where?” he growls.

Cameron answers.

“Her chest.”

Mara drops to her knees.

Looks up.

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

One line hits her collarbone.

Another lands on her lips.

She smears it with her fingers.

Then sucks them clean.

Eyes locked on Cameron.

He walks over slowly.

Still stroking.

Her mouth opens automatically.

But he shakes his head.

“No.”

She blinks.

He pulls her onto the bed.

Pushes her onto her back.

Still slick.

Still messy.

Still leaking.

He slides in deep.

Mara screams.

“Mine,” he growls.

“Yours,” she gasps.

He fucks her hard.

Fast.

Her tits bounce, glistening with cum.

She claws at his back.

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

Loud.

Raw.

Real.

Marcus dresses quietly.

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

Cameron nods.

Mara’s still limp on the bed.

“Thanks for letting me,” Marcus says.

Cameron’s voice is calm.

“We didn’t let you.”

He looks back.

“We used you.”

Marcus laughs.

Nods.

Leaves.

Cameron returns to the bed.

Mara’s eyes flutter open.

“You okay?” he asks.

“I can’t feel my legs.”

He smiles.

“Perfect.”

She grabs his hand. Brings it to her chest.

“Was it enough?”

He strokes her nipple.

“Not even close.”

She smiles.

Wider this time.

Real.

“Then let’s keep going.”

And he knows⁠—

This isn’t just about fucking anymore.

It’s about the edge.

The high.

The truth they only find when someone else is watching.

When he’s watching.

And she’s never looked more alive.


Chapter Eighteen
THE SLIP


She tells him on a Monday.

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

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

“I saw Elijah again.”

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

“Why?”

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

“I didn’t plan it.”

“That’s not an answer.”

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

“You could’ve told me.”

“I was going to.”

“But you didn’t.”

“No,” she admits. “I didn’t.”

He walks out of the kitchen.

Not in a storm. Not in silence.

Just… distance.

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

She doesn’t follow.

Upstairs, he stares at their bed.

The same sheets where she came for him.

The same pillows that still smell like her hair.

And now—somehow—it all feels different again.

A violation by omission.

A scar under makeup.

He sits at the edge of the mattress.

Wonders if she kissed Elijah.

If he touched her.

If she let him.

Worse—if she wanted to.

When she finally comes upstairs, her voice is soft.

“We didn’t do anything.”

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

“I didn’t lie.”

“You withheld. That’s worse.”

Silence.

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

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

“What’d you say?”

“I said I missed how easy it felt.”

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

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

“You made it that,” he fires back.

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

“And?”

Her eyes finally meet his.

“It didn’t.”

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

They sleep back-to-back.

No touching.

No apology.

Just breathing in opposite directions.

The next morning, Cameron wakes first.

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

She stirs when he gets up.

Doesn’t speak.

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

Now he doesn’t know who they break for.

He makes coffee.

Leaves hers untouched.

They sit at the kitchen table twenty minutes later.

Still not talking.

Finally, she says it.

“I’m scared.”

Cameron looks up.

“At what?”

“That we’ve passed the line.”

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

“I mean—past past. Like no return.”

He shrugs. “We’ve always come back.”

“Maybe not this time.”

“Maybe,” he says.

She chews her lip.

Then: “Do you want to stop?”

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

She doesn’t have an answer.

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

“So are you.”

“I’m addicted to you.”

She flinches.

He finishes his coffee.

Stands.

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

She doesn’t chase him.

Not this time.

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

Then—

“Wait.”

He stops.

Turns.

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

“I can’t lose you,” she says.

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

They don’t touch for four days.

No sex.

No talking about other men.

No watching porn together.

Just a ghost of what they were.

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

If she is already gone.

Until Friday night.

He comes home late.

Work was hell.

Traffic worse.

The house is dim.

Candles flicker in the living room.

And Mara’s waiting.

On her knees.

Naked.

Collarbone sharp, nipples hard, thighs wet.

She looks up at him, cheeks flushed.

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

He doesn’t speak.

She crawls to him.

Unzips him.

Takes him in her mouth slow. Tender. Reverent.

Not like porn.

Like penance.

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

Strokes him with both hands.

Pulls back.

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

Cameron says nothing.

Just grabs her hair.

Pulls her up.

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

Afterward, they lie tangled on the carpet.

Her head on his chest.

Their breathing finally in sync again.

“I deleted his number,” she says.

He doesn’t ask if it was hard.

He doesn’t need to.

Saturday morning, he opens the browser on her phone.

She left it unlocked.

No history.

No messages.

No names.

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

Her hand between her legs.

A bruise still on her hip.

She never sent it.

It just… lives there.

Unshared.

Private.

Like a secret for him again.

He closes the phone.

Sets it on the nightstand.

Climbs back into bed and pulls her close.

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

She burrows into his chest and whispers:

“Still scared.”

He kisses her hair.

“I am too.”

“But we’re still here.”

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


Chapter Nineteen
HER NIGHT ALONE


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

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

Cameron doesn’t speak.

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

He doesn’t stop her.

But he doesn’t say yes, either.

She lifts her head to look at him.

“I’m not asking to cheat.”

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

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

That word hits like a sting.

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

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

“You think that’s safe?”

“I don’t think it’s safe at all.”

He watches her. Quiet.

She doesn’t beg.

She never begs.

But her eyes are already halfway out the door.

She books a hotel two hours away.

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

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

She doesn’t say.

He doesn’t want to know.

Not yet.

She packs a single small bag.

Black lace set.

One dress.

No wedding ring.

She kisses him once at the door.

“Still yours,” she whispers.

And then she’s gone.

The silence afterward is unbearable.

The house echoes with absence.

Cameron opens a bottle he shouldn’t.

Drinks straight from it.

Walks into the bedroom.

And lies on the bed she left warm that morning.

He imagines it all.

Her thighs wrapped around someone taller.

Her fingers tangled in unfamiliar hair.

The soft gasp when she lets herself give in.

He gets hard.

Hates himself for it.

Keeps drinking.

At 11:48 PM, his phone buzzes.

A text from an unknown number.

No words. Just a photo.

Mara.

In the hotel mirror.

Kneeling.

Nude.

Lipstick smudged. Eyes wild.

Cum on her tits.

Mouth slightly open like she just swallowed some.

Her caption reads:

I needed it.

He doesn’t reply.

He throws the phone across the room.

But he saves the picture.

She comes back the next morning.

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

No apologies.

Just walks into the kitchen like she never left.

He sits at the table.

She pours coffee.

Neither of them speaks.

Until—

“Did you like the picture?” she asks.

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

“I sent it like a confession.”

“Did he use a condom?”

She hesitates.

Shakes her head.

“Did you suck him first?”

She nods once.

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

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

“No.”

That part almost helps.

Almost.

He stands. Walks to her.

She turns slowly.

“I need to know why,” he says.

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

“You do that every time we play.”

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

“And now?”

She presses her hand to his chest.

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

He stares at her.

Then turns and walks away.

He doesn’t touch her for two days.

Doesn’t sleep beside her.

Doesn’t ask for details.

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

And every time, he gets hard.

The third night, she comes into the guest room.

Doesn’t speak.

Just kneels at the edge of the bed.

Naked.

Hair down.

Hands behind her back.

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

“You think this fixes it?”

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

He sets the book aside.

Stands.

Walks to her.

She doesn’t flinch.

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

She takes it.

Eyes closed.

Drool spilling.

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

She gags.

Tears spill.

But she stays.

Lets him use her mouth like it’s owed.

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

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

Then pulls free.

She coughs.

Wipes her lips with the back of her hand.

Looks up at him.

Eyes glossy.

Voice raw.

“I’m still here.”

He doesn’t answer.

He just picks her up.

Carries her to the bed.

And takes her all over again.

They don’t speak about the hotel after that.

Not in words.

Only in what’s said between skin.

But the photo stays on his phone.

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

And how much he still loves her.


Chapter Twenty
ALL THE WAY BACK


It’s the first snowfall of the season.

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

Cameron watches her from the kitchen window.

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

She shivers.

But she doesn’t come inside.

He brings her a blanket.

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

She leans back into him.

“Cold,” she says.

“You knew it would be.”

“I wanted to feel it.”

They stand like that for a while.

The world white and quiet and slow.

“I think I’m done,” she says finally.

“With what?”

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

Cameron doesn’t speak.

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

“I know.”

“But it’s not enough anymore.”

He exhales. “It never was.”

She nods.

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

“You never left,” he says.

“Yes, I did.”

“Your body didn’t.”

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

He presses his lips to the side of her neck.

“You’re back now.”

She turns. Looks up at him.

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

“You always were.”

“I want to be your everything.”

His mouth brushes hers.

“You never stopped.”

That night, they burn the box.

The one under the bed.

Where they kept the evidence.

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

Even the phone he bought just for her hookups.

They don’t speak while they do it.

Cameron holds the lid open.

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

The last thing she throws in?

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

He watches it curl and blacken in the flames.

When it’s gone, she turns to him.

“No more secrets.”

“No more strangers,” he adds.

“No more tests.”

They seal it with a kiss.

This time, it tastes like surrender.

Not defeat.

Freedom.

They don’t have sex for two weeks.

Not out of distance.

But because they’re learning each other again.

Kissing like teenagers.

Talking for hours in the dark.

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

Rediscovering the quiet in love.

And when they finally fuck again⁠—

It’s on clean sheets.

In silence.

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

He just holds her hips.

And watches her move.

She doesn’t come fast.

Or loud.

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

“I’m yours,” she whispers.

He nods.

“Say it,” she breathes.

“You’re mine.”

She smiles.

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

After, they lie tangled in the dark.

No TV.

No music.

Just skin.

Just sweat.

Just truth.

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

“I know.”

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

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

She breathes out slowly.

“Would you take it back?” she asks.

“All of it?”

“Yeah.”

He thinks.

Then: “No.”

She turns to face him.

“Why not?”

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

She kisses him then.

Long.

Slow.

Deep.

Like a promise this time.

Winter thickens.

They stay in more.

Fireplace on.

Clothes off.

She paints again.

He writes more.

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

They laugh more.

Share more.

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

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

“If I ever ask for more again…”

He looks at her.

“Tell me no.”

He nods.

“I will.”

“And if I ever forget who I am…”

“I’ll remind you.”

She smiles.

And lays her head on his chest.

It doesn’t need a ribbon.

Or a final twist.

No one gets punished.

No one leaves.

No one has to be saved.

Because sometimes, love survives the fall.

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

And sometimes—if you're lucky⁠—

It comes back.

Wrecked.

Tested.

But whole.


The Rules She Wrote


Chapter One
THE ANNIVERSARY


Rain tapped softly against the windshield as they pulled into the restaurant parking lot. Ryan angled the car between two black sedans, one hand still resting on the steering wheel, the other tucked awkwardly into his lap. Lena was already checking her makeup in the visor mirror, lips pursed as she reapplied a shade of red that clashed beautifully with her golden-brown skin.

"You look amazing," he said, barely above a murmur.

She glanced over, catching his reflection in the mirror. "You always say that."

"Because it’s always true."

She didn’t respond right away. She just snapped the mirror shut, smoothed the front of her short black dress—a tight, sleeveless number that hugged her like it was afraid to let go—and opened the door.

Inside, the restaurant buzzed with soft jazz and the clink of silverware. Dim lighting disguised aging wood and cracked leather booths as ambience. Ryan followed Lena in, watching as her hips swayed slightly with every step. She wore heels tonight—he hadn’t seen her wear them in a year.

Their booth was tucked in a corner, away from the bar but close enough to the kitchen that the scent of grilled meat and garlic butter hung in the air. A waiter brought them wine without asking; Lena had made a reservation under her name, and the bottle of red was already waiting.

"Ten years," Ryan said, raising his glass.

She clinked hers with a smile, held it longer than he expected. "We made it."

“To what?" he asked, forcing a grin. "Endurance?"

She tilted her head. "To surviving without killing each other."

The wine was good—dry, expensive, laced with something fruity he couldn’t identify. They talked. At first, small things: work, traffic, the dog chewing up another one of Lena’s shoes. Her laugh was easy, practiced. But she kept checking her phone. Each time she picked it up, her fingers moved like she was deleting something. He didn’t ask.

He was trying not to ruin tonight.

By the time dessert came, Lena had finished most of the bottle. Her cheeks were pink. She played with the strap of her dress absently while she talked about a new intern who kept flirting with the older women in her office.

"He’s got that cocky twenty-something energy," she said. "You know, the kind that makes you want to slap him and fuck him at the same time."

Ryan blinked. She sipped her wine.

"Jesus," he muttered, laughing nervously.

Lena leaned forward, her cleavage pushed tight against the edge of the table. "What? I’m married, not blind."

"Still… you never usually say stuff like that out loud."

Her lips curved slightly. "Maybe I’m tired of pretending I don’t think about things."

He swallowed hard, staring at the small drip of wine on her bottom lip. She licked it slowly, deliberately.

They didn’t talk much after that.

They fucked that night, quietly, like they were in a hotel room someone else had paid for. Ryan took her from behind on the edge of the bed. She gripped the sheets, her moans soft, rhythmic, polite. He finished too fast. She didn’t finish at all.

He laid there afterward, chest heaving, sweat cooling in patches across his stomach. She stood up without a word, padding to the bathroom, her heels clicking against the wood floor. He heard the faucet run. A cabinet open. The soft tap tap of pills spilling into her hand.

"Are you okay?" he called out.

"Yeah," she said. The word echoed off the tile.

He stared at the ceiling, his heart still racing from the way her ass had looked in that dress. The way men had stared when they walked through the restaurant. How she didn’t flinch when one of them turned his head, watching her ass sway past like she owed it to the room.

He hated that he noticed.

He hated more that it made his cock twitch again, even though she was already in the bathroom wiping away his cum with a hotel towel.

She came out a minute later, nude, her skin clean and still damp. She climbed back into bed without saying a word, turned away from him.

Her bare shoulder gleamed in the moonlight.

He reached out and let his fingers trace the curve of her hip.

She didn’t move.

"Happy anniversary," he whispered.

"I know," she replied.

Silence stretched between them, thicker than the dark.

Ryan closed his eyes. He tried to imagine her laughing. Smiling. Moaning like she used to when they first met. When he could make her come twice just from going down on her.

But all he could see was the way that guy at the restaurant stared at her tits while she ordered the steak.

And how she didn’t stop him.


Chapter Two
REAWAKENING


The office lobby was full of glass and noise—phones ringing, high heels clicking, forced laughs bouncing between the marble walls. Lena stood at the espresso machine, tapping her nails on the counter as she waited for the machine to finish its hiss and gurgle. Her reflection in the chrome shimmered, distorted. Her dress was modest today, but tight. She hadn’t worn a bra.

“You always liked strong coffee,” a voice said behind her.

She turned too fast.

He stood there, smiling, older but unmistakable. Dark curls a little shorter, jaw even sharper. The same lazy confidence in his eyes like he already knew how this would end.

“Travis.”

She hadn’t said his name in six years.

“Didn’t know you were still in the city,” he said, glancing down her body like it was part of the greeting. “Still looking like sin on a Sunday.”

Her stomach fluttered. She hated that.

“I work here,” she said, voice firmer than her knees. “You consulting for Mackenzie & Blake?”

“Freelance. Tech solutions. Just a few weeks. Guess fate’s still got a thing for me.”

He winked.

She took her coffee and walked away. He followed.

That night, Lena didn't tell Ryan about running into Travis. She let him ramble about his new software rollout and some guy named Kyle in accounting who kept fucking up the database permissions.

She nodded, smiled, poured them both a drink.

But her mind kept going back to that moment. Travis looking at her like she wasn’t someone’s wife. Like she wasn’t just “Lena Carter, thirty-four, mid-level exec, needs to remember to order dog food.”

He saw her the way she used to be seen. The way she missed being seen.

At midnight, after Ryan had fallen asleep with his mouth slightly open and his laptop still glowing blue beside him, Lena crept into the bathroom.

She shut the door quietly. Sat on the closed toilet, her legs clenched, coffee-colored thighs trembling. She opened her phone. Searched his name. Found his social.

His latest photo was from a gym mirror, shirt off, glistening. The comments were thirsty.

Her fingers slid between her thighs without hesitation.

She imagined his hands again, how they felt pressing her to a wall in his old apartment. The sound of his breath in her ear. The way he used to pull her hair when she came.

She came hard, fast, with her bottom lip between her teeth and one heel digging into the tile.

When she climbed back into bed, Ryan stirred slightly.

“Babe?”

“Mmhmm,” she murmured, curling away from him.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. Just couldn’t sleep.”

He kissed her shoulder, mumbled something soft, meaningless, and drifted off again.

Lena stayed awake.

Two days later, Travis texted her.

Travis: Still take your coffee black?

Her heart stopped. Then raced.

Lena: Still an arrogant asshole?

Travis: Wouldn’t be me otherwise. Lunch?

She didn’t answer right away.

Instead, she stood up from her desk, walked to the mirror by the elevators, and adjusted her blouse—just a little lower.

The lunch was “accidental” to everyone else.

To her, it felt like the start of something electric. Something buried under ten years of quiet fucks and grocery lists. Something she wasn’t supposed to want anymore.

They ate fast, catching up, leaning in too close. He asked about her marriage. She brushed it off. “Fine,” she lied. “Boring is safe.”

When he stood to leave, he brushed her hip with his hand—just barely. A phantom touch, a reminder.

“Same number?” he asked.

“Same as always.”

She watched him walk away, the tightness in her chest spreading lower.

That night, she didn’t initiate anything with Ryan.

But when he kissed her neck, she didn’t stop him. He worked his hand into her panties as they lay side by side. She bit her lip.

“Jesus,” he whispered, “you’re soaked.”

She was.

But not for him.

She turned her head, closed her eyes, and imagined someone else’s fingers between her thighs.

Someone who hadn’t asked permission.

Ryan fingered her until she trembled. She made sure to be loud. She came with her thighs clenched, but her eyes never opened.

And when he slid inside her afterward, slow and gentle, she let him finish without a word.

She stared at the ceiling.

Her mind was already back in that restaurant booth, feeling Travis’s hand graze her thigh like it still belonged there.


Chapter Three
THE CONFESSION GAME


The Friday night quiet was the kind that usually comforted Ryan—a house locked into its routine silence, broken only by the occasional thud of the dog shifting in his crate or the hum of the fridge kicking to life. Lena padded around barefoot, her wineglass half-empty, her legs bare under one of Ryan’s old college T-shirts. She moved with that distracted grace he’d always admired, but lately, it had taken on a different weight. She looked too far away even when she was right next to him.

They’d ordered Thai, sat through a half-hearted romcom, shared predictable commentary, laughed at all the parts the script demanded. But Ryan had noticed—her eyes weren’t on the screen. Every now and then, she’d glance at him and then away like she wanted to say something and couldn’t figure out how. By the time the movie hit its final overused cliché, Lena paused it with the remote and turned sideways on the couch, one leg tucked under her, the other bent so her knee pressed against his thigh.

"You ever wonder what we’d be like if we’d met later in life?"

He blinked, caught off guard by the shift in mood. "Later how?"

"Like… if we met now. Not in college. After everything we’ve both learned. The jobs, the sex, the mistakes."

He tilted his head. "You saying we got boring?"

Lena smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. "I’m saying people grow. Sometimes in different directions."

Ryan sat up straighter. “Alright. What’s going on?”

She swirled the wine in her glass, watching the liquid stain the sides. "We’ve been married ten years, Ry. That’s a lot of time to not say things out loud."

"Okay..." he said slowly, heart already tightening.

"I want to ask you something, and I don’t want the fake husband answer. I want the real one. No filters."

He nodded, hesitating. "Okay."

"What kind of porn do you actually watch when I’m not around?"

He laughed, short and surprised. “That’s what this is about?”

She didn’t blink. "Just answer."

He shrugged, glancing toward the blank TV screen like it might rescue him. "I don’t know. Stuff. Amateur stuff. Blowjobs. MILFs, sometimes. Whatever I’m in the mood for."

"Ever watch wife-sharing stuff?"

Silence.

She waited, the question hanging like fog.

“Yeah,” he admitted after a beat. “Not often. Just… it’s out there. It’s always in the trending tabs.”

"Don’t play coy," she said, her voice dropping a degree. “Does it turn you on?”

Ryan exhaled. “I mean... yeah. But that doesn’t mean I want you to⁠—”

“I didn’t ask what you want me to do. I asked if it turns you on.”

His mouth opened, then shut again. He was hard already, beneath the sweatpants he’d worn for comfort. The couch cushion shifted slightly as she leaned in closer, her eyes sharper now.

“Ever imagine me with someone else?”

He looked at her like she’d said something sacrilegious. "No."

"You sure about that?"

He hesitated. "Maybe. Once or twice. I mean... it’s not something I fantasize about regularly."

"But the thought of it doesn’t repulse you."

"No, it doesn’t," he admitted, eyes drifting down to her bare thighs. "But that doesn’t mean⁠—"

She cut him off. “I think about it.”

That got him. His head snapped up.

“I think about someone else. Someone new. Someone who doesn’t say the same things every time we fuck. Who doesn’t ask if I came when he knows I didn’t.” Her voice wasn’t angry. Just... brutally plain.

Ryan sat back like the words physically pushed him. “Lena⁠—”

“I think about being used. Taken. Not softly. Not slowly. Just raw. No dinner, no ‘how was your day.’ Just... a man who grabs me and bends me over whatever’s nearby and fucks me until my legs give out.”

He stared at her, eyes wide.

“I think about how wet I’d be,” she continued, voice low. “How loud I’d be. How I’d moan things I haven’t said to you in years.”

Ryan’s throat went dry. “You’re serious.”

She nodded. Then leaned in, her voice a whisper now. “You want to know the sick part?”

He couldn’t speak. He only nodded.

“I think about you knowing. You walking in and seeing it. Or me coming home dripping and kissing you with another man’s cum still inside me. I think about your face—how it’d twist. Whether you’d stop me. Or just stare.”

He was rock hard now, cock pressing hard against his waistband. She noticed. She always noticed.

“Jesus Christ,” he whispered.

Lena didn’t look away. Her hand moved, slow and deliberate, sliding under the hem of his T-shirt and down into his pants. Her fingers wrapped around his cock—already pulsing. She began stroking him, slow and tight, never breaking eye contact.

"You ever imagine it, Ryan? Someone else between my legs? Me moaning for him, not you?"

He groaned, hips bucking slightly.

“Do you like the idea of me getting stretched open by a bigger cock? Begging for it while you just listen from another room?”

"Fuck, Lena..."

“Or worse,” she whispered. “Imagine I lie to you. Say I’m going to Nicole’s. But I’m not. I’m on my knees in the back of someone’s car. Spit running down my chin. My panties in his pocket. You don’t know until I send you a video. Me moaning someone else’s name.”

Ryan came.

Hard.

With a full-body jerk, mouth open, breath ragged. Cum spilled over her hand in thick ropes, soaking into his sweatpants. He collapsed back into the cushions like the orgasm took something from him.

She didn’t let go. Her hand stayed wrapped around his softening cock, milking him gently. Her other hand lifted her wineglass to her lips.

“That’s how I know,” she said softly. “That you want it too.”

He stared at her, face flushed, throat tight with everything he couldn’t name.

“What are you saying?” he asked.

“I’m saying we’re both pretending this marriage is what it used to be. And it’s not. And maybe... maybe if we stopped pretending, it could be something more honest. Maybe even more fucked up. But real.”

She stood and disappeared into the kitchen. He heard the faucet run. The quiet clink of a glass in the sink.

He sat on the couch, cum drying in his pants, brain fried.

When she came back, she kissed him on the head, casual like nothing happened. Like she hadn’t just gutted his world and rebuilt it in her image.

“I haven’t done anything yet,” she said again, walking down the hall. “But I’m not gonna lie if I do.”

The bedroom door clicked shut behind her.

And Ryan sat there in the dark, rock-hard again, more confused than he’d ever been—and aching for more.


Chapter Four
TRAVIS RETURNS


Lena told herself she wouldn’t text him back.

She lay in bed that Sunday morning, Ryan still asleep beside her, the sunlight slicing across the sheets like golden wire. Her phone was face down on the nightstand, but she’d already seen it. One message. Unread, but screaming at her from the preview:

Travis: Lunch this week? Just you and me. I’ll keep my hands where you can see them.

She stared at the ceiling for a full minute. Her thighs were still slick from the orgasm she’d given herself at 3am, quietly, in the bathroom, bent over the sink with two fingers buried deep and Travis’s name hissing out between her clenched teeth.

Beside her, Ryan shifted and mumbled something incoherent in his sleep.

She grabbed her phone.

Lena: Tuesday. 12:30. You pick the place.

Travis picked a steakhouse three blocks from her office. Not her usual scene—leather booths, low lights, thick red curtains instead of windows. A place for men with expensive watches and women who didn’t mind being stared at. She wore a tight olive blouse that hugged her tits and a pencil skirt that hugged everything else. No panties. She hadn’t planned it that way when she left the house, but halfway to the office she slipped into a bathroom stall and slid them off, tucking them into her purse.

He was already at the table when she walked in. His shirt was tight across his chest, sleeves rolled, forearms tanned and veined. The smirk started the moment he saw her.

“You’ve aged well,” he said, standing as she approached. “Real well.”

“Better than you, anyway,” she replied, but she didn’t mean it. Travis looked like sin with a gym membership.

They didn’t talk about the past. Not really. No mention of why it ended or who walked away first. They talked about the city. Their jobs. A few mutual friends they hadn’t seen in years. But the energy was different. Not nostalgia. Tension.

Real, simmering tension.

He leaned forward at one point, his voice lower.

“You’re still married?”

She met his eyes. “I am.”

“And happy?”

She didn’t answer. Just sipped her wine.

He smiled like that was all he needed.

“Remember that night in my apartment?” he said. “The one with the thunderstorm?”

Her stomach clenched.

“You wore that red silk thing,” he went on. “No bra. You told me you wanted me to fuck you hard enough the neighbors would complain.”

“You’re misremembering.”

“No, I’m not.”

She shifted in her seat. Her thighs squeezed under the table.

“You ever fuck him like that?” he asked, casual as breath.

Her fingers tightened on the stem of her wine glass. “You’re not that charming.”

“You came four times that night, Lena. I made you scream. You clawed my back until I bled.”

“You’re still not that charming.”

He leaned back, satisfied. “Yet here we are.”

She hated how wet she was. How fast it had happened. Her pussy throbbed under the table like it had a mind of its own, aching from nothing more than the memory of him—his hands, his cock, his mouth.

“You ever think about doing it again?” he asked.

“What?”

“Fucking me. Behind his back. Or better yet—while he watches.”

Her pulse jumped.

“Jesus, Travis⁠—”

He shrugged. “You showed up wearing fuck-me lipstick and no wedding ring. Don’t act shocked.”

She glared at him. “I’m not your girl anymore.”

He leaned forward again, eyes dark.

“You wore perfume,” he said. “And I can smell how turned on you are from across the table.”

Heat crawled up her neck. She almost stood up. Almost threw her wine in his face. But her legs were trembling, and she couldn’t quite tell if it was anger or arousal making her breath come short and sharp.

“I’m not fucking you,” she said.

“Not yet,” he said.

She didn’t go back to work after lunch. She couldn’t.

She walked for blocks, heels clacking too loud on the sidewalk, her thighs chafing under the skirt, sticky from her own arousal. Every step sent a shiver through her. Every memory of his voice made her cunt clench.

When she got home, Ryan was still at work. She stripped naked in the hallway, dropped her skirt and blouse where she stood, and lay on the couch with her phone open and her legs spread.

She rubbed herself hard. Fast. Her fingers slid over her slick folds like they were made for it, her moans echoing into the empty living room.

She imagined Travis standing over her, his belt already undone.

She imagined him whispering: Does he fuck you like this, baby? Huh? Does your little husband make you cum like I do?

She came so hard her hips bucked off the cushion.

And when it was over, when her body went limp and her fingers were soaked, she didn’t feel guilt.

She felt power.

That night, Ryan came home to a cooked dinner and a wife in yoga shorts and a loose tank top with no bra underneath.

“You’re in a mood,” he said, smiling.

“Maybe I am.”

They ate together. Talked lightly. Laughed. Normal.

But later, in bed, Lena straddled him before he could ask. She rocked her hips against his cock through the fabric of their clothes until she felt him get hard. She kissed him with a hunger she hadn’t touched in years.

“You ever think about me with someone else?” she whispered.

He looked at her, breath already quickening.

"Since last week?” he asked.

She smiled. "Yeah. Since then."

He nodded, quiet.

“What if I told you I had lunch with an ex today?”

He stiffened slightly. “You did?”

“Travis.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened. “The ex?”

She nodded slowly. "We talked. He remembers everything."

“Why are you telling me this?” His voice was low. Wary.

"Because I want you to picture it," she said. "Me, in a tight skirt. No panties. Him sitting across from me. Talking about how he used to fuck me. How many times I came. What I said when he came in my mouth."

Ryan was breathing hard now, his hands gripping her hips.

“And you’re hard again,” she murmured.

She reached behind her, tugged his cock out, and guided him inside her—slow and slick and deliberate. She was soaked. He felt it.

“Jesus, Lena.”

“Don’t ask if I came,” she whispered into his mouth. “Just fuck me.”

They didn’t talk about it afterward.

She didn’t bring up Travis again.

But Ryan lay awake longer than usual, staring at the ceiling, hard again under the sheets, silently jerking himself while his wife slept with her back to him and a small, satisfied smile on her face.


Chapter Five
THE FIRST LIE


Tuesday evening came with a sky bruised by thunderclouds and the promise of rain. The kind of sky that made Lena restless. She stood in front of the hallway mirror, adjusting her blouse, unbuttoning one extra button, then another. Her bra was lace and red, visible through the pale fabric. She turned sideways, checked the slope of her ass in the skirt. No panty line. Because there were no panties.

“You going out?” Ryan asked from the bedroom, toothbrush still in his mouth.

“Yeah. Nicole wants drinks. Girl time.”

He leaned into the doorway, foam at the corners of his lips. “Tell her I said hey. Don’t let her make you drink vodka again. You know how that ends.”

Lena laughed lightly and turned back to the mirror. She didn’t say anything as he stepped away.

Lie #1.

There was no Nicole tonight. There hadn’t been any drinks with Nicole in months. But Ryan kissed her before she left, fingers grazing the curve of her waist, eyes lingering longer than usual.

“You look amazing.”

She smiled, kissed him back. “I know.”

Travis lived in a condo building downtown, glass and metal and money. She texted from the parking lot:

Lena: I’m here.

He buzzed her in without a word. When she stepped into the elevator, her heart was pounding—not from nerves, not fear. Anticipation. The heat of doing something she wasn’t supposed to. Not just watching the fantasy from across the room. Not whispering dirty what-ifs in her husband’s ear. No performance.

Reality.

Travis opened the door shirtless, barefoot, cocky as ever. A drink already in hand.

“Look at you,” he said, eyes raking her from heels to hair. “Breaking hearts in that skirt.”

She stepped past him without a greeting, into the sharp-clean smell of expensive cologne and bachelor minimalism. Leather couch. Mounted TV. No signs of a woman.

“Don’t talk,” she said.

His eyebrows lifted. “No warm-up?”

She turned, slid her purse onto the counter. Met his eyes.

“I’m not here to talk.”

That was all he needed.

He took her against the kitchen counter first—her skirt shoved up to her waist, her hands flat on the granite. He tugged her red lace bra down, palmed her tits roughly, bit her shoulder. She moaned, loud and reckless, because there was no one here to pretend for. No husband sleeping down the hall. No one to explain it to.

His cock slid inside her wet, hard, without hesitation.

“God, you’re soaked,” he growled into her ear.

She was. Had been since she got out of the car. Since she knocked on his door. Since she lied to Ryan.

He fucked her like he never forgot how—deep, fast, pounding her hips against the counter so hard she knew she’d bruise. And she welcomed it. She begged for it.

“Fuck me,” she gasped. “Harder. I want you deeper—fuck—deeper.”

He reached around and pinched her clit just the way he used to. Her knees buckled. Her body shook.

“I missed this cunt,” he grunted. “Missed how it squeezes when you’re close. Just like that—yeah, give it to me.”

She came with a cry so loud she clapped a hand over her own mouth. He didn’t stop. Didn’t slow. He flipped her around, lifted her onto the counter, shoved her legs apart.

And kept going.

She came again. Then again. Her mascara smeared. Her legs trembled. Her voice raw from moaning.

When he came, it was deep inside her. He didn’t ask. She didn’t tell him not to. His cum spilled down her thighs when she stood up, dripping onto his tile floor like something sacred.

She looked at herself in the mirror above his sink as she cleaned up. Makeup ruined. Hair wild. Her expression?

Satisfied.

No guilt. Not yet.

She got home two hours later.

Ryan was still up, curled on the couch with the dog and a half-eaten bowl of popcorn. He looked up, smiled.

“Did you drive in that storm?”

“It wasn’t bad when I left.”

He sniffed the air as she dropped her purse by the door.

“Smells like... perfume and whiskey.”

“Nicole ordered rounds like we’re still twenty-five. I stopped after one.”

He chuckled. “You’re glowing.”

She shrugged, slipping out of her shoes. “Drunk off the attention. You know how she gets.”

He stood, crossed the room, arms sliding around her waist. He kissed her. Deep. Hungry.

She stiffened, just for a second.

He pulled back. “Mmm. Your skin tastes salty.”

She smiled. “Sweating like hell on the way to the car.”

And he nodded. Believed it.

They had sex on the couch ten minutes later.

He bent her over the cushions, buried himself inside her, groaning at how wet she still was. “You’re always like this after girls’ nights,” he murmured.

She bit her lip, closed her eyes.

She moaned his name.

She pictured someone else’s cock.

She didn’t come, but she faked it. Loud. Convincing.

He didn’t notice.

And when he fell asleep, arm draped across her hip, breathing deep and satisfied, she turned onto her side and stared at the wall for a long, quiet hour.

The first lie never feels like a sin.

Just a door opening.

And she’d walked through it barefoot and dripping.


Chapter Six
SHE CROSSES THE LINE


Three weeks.

That’s how long Lena kept it going behind Ryan’s back.

Lunches that turned into fucks in Travis’s truck. Office lobbies that turned into bathroom stalls. A fake work happy hour that ended with her knees on the floor of his bedroom and his cum across her chest like he was branding her.

She told Ryan just enough. Enough to keep the door cracked but not open.

“Travis and I are just catching up. It’s weird seeing someone from that far back. Makes me think about who I used to be.”

And Ryan believed her. Or wanted to.

He noticed she smiled more. Walked differently. Like something loosened in her hips. Like she was always remembering something filthy mid-step. She started touching him more often—casually, absentmindedly. A brush of fingers. A hand on his thigh during dinner. A kiss just before walking out the door that left his cock half-hard for the rest of the night.

But she stopped asking questions during sex.

She stopped checking if he came.

Because she already knew he would. He always did. Fast. Quiet.

And she needed more than that now.

Wednesday afternoon, Ryan stopped by her office unannounced.

Flowers in hand. A stupid smile on his face. He told himself it was romantic. Spontaneous. A small gesture to remind her he still wanted her. Still loved her.

The receptionist looked confused. "She left early, actually. Said she wasn’t feeling well."

His stomach twisted.

She didn’t answer when he called.

Didn’t text back for thirty minutes.

Lena: Sorry. Slept most of the afternoon. Must’ve been something I ate.

He stared at the message like it was written in code.

She came home smelling like sex and perfume.

He didn’t say a word.

She kissed his cheek and went straight to the shower.

He sat on the edge of the bed, listening to the water run.

She came out twenty minutes later in a towel, steam curling around her legs. Hair wet. Skin flushed.

“You okay?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She stepped between his knees. Let the towel drop.

“I missed you today.”

She didn’t even wait for his answer before lowering herself onto his lap, guiding his cock inside her without a word.

She fucked him slow, deliberately, her eyes locked on his. He gripped her hips, hips stuttering upward, desperate to last longer. But it didn’t matter. She didn’t care.

She wasn’t chasing her orgasm.

She was chasing a memory.

He came with a soft gasp. She kissed him once, long and lingering, then stood and padded into the hallway.

He sat there, drained, heart pounding.

She hadn’t even wiped the water off her thighs.

Two days later, Ryan found a video on her phone.

She’d left it unlocked. Carelessly. Or on purpose.

A five-second clip. No face. Just Lena’s hand spreading her soaked pussy lips in the backseat of a car. A deep male voice—Travis—saying, “Goddamn, this cunt’s always ready.”

The video ended.

Ryan watched it three times.

He didn’t confront her.

Instead, he went into the bathroom, locked the door, and jerked off like a man drowning. Fast. Aggressive. Shameful. He came into the sink, panting, legs shaking, forehead pressed to the mirror.

What the fuck was wrong with him?

Why was it the hardest he'd been in months?

That night, she came home late again.

“I know,” she said, shrugging off her coat. “Nicole talked me into margaritas this time. Fucking deadly.”

He nodded.

She was wearing heels she hadn’t touched in years. Her blouse was unbuttoned to the edge of indecency. There was a smear of lipstick near the corner of her mouth.

“Did you have fun?” he asked.

She met his eyes.

"Yeah," she said.

And nothing more.

They fucked again that night.

She rode him like she was elsewhere—moaning, rolling her hips, dragging her nails down his chest. He stared up at her, torn between loving her and hating her, between jealousy and hunger.

“Tell me something,” he said, breathless.

“What?”

“Do you think about him when you’re with me?”

She didn’t answer right away.

Her hips slowed. She looked down at him with something dangerous in her eyes.

“Do you want me to?”

He swallowed. “No.”

“Then don’t ask.”

She leaned down and kissed him, tongue pushing past his lips, fingers sliding down his chest to stroke him even as he was still inside her.

“You want to keep pretending I’m yours?” she whispered. “Then stop asking questions you don’t want the answers to.”

He came again.

Harder than he should have.

And she didn’t stop smiling as she climbed off and walked to the bathroom.

The line wasn’t blurry anymore.

It was obliterated.

She’d crossed it. Willingly.

And Ryan?

He wasn’t chasing her anymore.

He was following her deeper into it.

And he didn’t know why it turned him on more than anything else in his life ever had.


Chapter Seven
SUSPICION


Ryan started noticing the small things first. The hairline cracks no one else would catch—certainly not friends, or family, or their idiot neighbor with his ugly dog and hollow marriage. But Ryan had always been observant. Quiet. Watching Lena was a habit long before it became a necessity.

And lately, Lena had become a different species entirely.

She started singing again in the shower. Not softly like before. Loud, indulgent, sultry, as if the water was an audience. Her voice didn’t carry the tunes of top-40 garbage. No—she moaned through Etta James, murmured Sade lyrics under her breath while she soaped herself.

Ryan would sit in bed sometimes, pillow in his lap, painfully hard, listening to her silhouette move behind the frosted glass. She never invited him in anymore. Not unless she wanted something.

And even then, she didn’t look him in the eye when she came.

The second time he checked her location history, it was 2:13 p.m. on a Tuesday. She was supposed to be at a client presentation across town, but the blue dot on his screen pulsed from a hotel parking lot five miles in the opposite direction.

A Marriott.

Nothing fancy.

Efficient.

He stared at it like it might move if he watched long enough.

It didn’t.

He didn’t ask that night.

She came home late, hair up, makeup light but clearly reapplied. She wore a casual blouse and black jeans—but no bra. Her nipples poked the fabric.

“Presentation go long?” he asked, testing.

She nodded, kicked her shoes off. “Fucking clients can’t decide on anything. We went past two.”

“You grab lunch?”

“Yeah, they catered. Some bougie wraps. I threw half of mine out.”

That last detail. Unnecessary. Specific. Rehearsed.

Ryan watched her walk toward the fridge. Her ass looked tighter lately. Lifted. She’d been working out again.

For someone.

Later, she fucked him the way a wealthy woman might fuck her chauffeur. One leg hiked up on the back of the couch, her eyes on the wall, hips tilted, hand between her thighs, rubbing herself while he tried to keep pace behind her.

She came. Loudly. Convincingly.

He didn’t.

But he lied when she asked.

One night, he waited until she was asleep and went into her office.

Lena had never cared for digital hygiene. Passwords were weak. Files were rarely deleted. Her laptop was practically an unlocked diary.

The browser history was clean.

Too clean.

So he started digging deeper.

Hidden folders.

Old cloud backups.

He found a set of compressed files inside a folder labeled “Agency pitch drafts.”

One opened to a video.

No face. Just skin. Sweat. Motion. The camera was angled low. Shaky. Deliberate.

Lena’s legs, parted wide.

A man’s hand gripping her inner thigh.

The slow, audible slide of a cock pressing into her.

No music. No filter. No cut.

She moaned in that unmistakable way—a sound Ryan had memorized before they were married, before they were even serious. A moan that climbed from deep inside her, raw and helpless.

It wasn’t a performance.

It was possession.

He watched the entire video. Seventeen minutes.

His hands stayed still in his lap the whole time. He didn’t touch himself.

He didn’t have to.

He sat there, eyes burning, hard as stone, his heart beating out of sync with itself.

After that, things started to shift inside him. Not break. Shift.

He wasn’t angry.

He was hard.

And that confused the fuck out of him.

He stopped sleeping normally.

Started working from home more. Making excuses. Watching her schedule. Cross-referencing calendar entries with her location history.

She’d become predictable in her deception. Her lies were smooth, clever, but not smart enough. Not for him. He wasn’t just a husband anymore.

He was a voyeur in his own life.

One afternoon, she forgot her phone.

Left it charging on the kitchen counter.

Unlocked.

He stared at it for a solid two minutes before touching it.

The wallpaper was a photo of their dog.

Classic.

He opened Messages.

The contact was labeled Dev [image: locked].

The last message wasn’t even hidden.

Dev [image: locked]: You came so fucking hard I thought you passed out. Did your husband taste me on your tongue when you kissed him goodnight?

Ryan’s stomach dropped, then surged back up like a rollercoaster.

She hadn’t responded.

But she'd saved it.

He scrolled back further.

Dozens of messages.

Photos. Video clips. Voice notes.

One voice message played by accident, volume low:

"Say his name while I’m inside you. Tell him you miss him. Tell him you like this more than his soft little bedtime fucks."

Ryan hit stop and nearly dropped the phone.

He didn’t know what sickened him more—that she hadn’t deleted it, or that he was impossibly, painfully hard again.

That night, she returned home wearing a silk blouse unbuttoned far enough that the top of her bra showed—a lace thing in midnight blue he hadn’t seen before.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her skin dewy. Her eyes lazy.

“Happy to see me?” she teased, slipping her heels off one by one.

“Always.”

He said it flat. Measured.

She smiled. Walked past him, brushing her fingers across his chest as she did.

“Did you eat?”

He nodded. “Leftover pasta.”

“Good. I’m starving.”

He turned.

“Want me to warm something up?” he asked.

She paused, looking over her shoulder.

“Depends,” she said, voice sultry. “Are we talking food?”

He didn’t smile.

But his cock pulsed under his waistband.

Later, he offered to go down on her.

He hadn't done that in months. Not since before the weird shift began.

She lay back, surprised, legs spread, watching him kneel like a man worshipping something sacred.

He licked her slowly. Thoroughly. She moaned.

But the taste wasn’t right.

It was her—but not only her.

He knew her too well.

The sharpness. The salt.

His stomach churned.

He didn’t stop.

He kept licking.

He needed to know how far he'd go.

She gripped his hair and pressed his face in harder.

“Fuck, baby,” she gasped. “You missed this pussy, didn’t you?”

He almost came in his pants just hearing her say it.

When he crawled up beside her, lips wet, face red, cock straining against his sweats, she stroked him slowly.

He came in her hand.

She laughed, soft, sweet. Kissed him like a prize.

“You’re so good to me,” she whispered.

And then she turned over and fell asleep with his cum on her fingers.

Ryan lay awake in the dark.

He knew everything now.

And yet… it wasn’t enough.

Because the truth wasn’t painful.

The truth was addictive.


Chapter Eight
HER PHONE, HER RULES


Ryan was stirring onions in a skillet when the notification hit his phone screen. No subject line. No caption. Just a gray video file and Lena’s name above it. He wiped his hand on a towel, reached for the device out of habit, and tapped.

The frame lit up with her.

Not a memory of her. Not a photo from a vacation or a filtered selfie from the passenger seat of his car.

Her now.

Naked.

Down on her knees in a dark room, maybe a bedroom, maybe not. Hair tied back loosely. She was facing forward, but her eyes weren’t on the camera. They were locked on the cock in her mouth—thick, dark, wet from her tongue. She sucked him deep and slow, with no hesitation, no shyness, no games. The kind of rhythm that came from muscle memory and hunger.

The audio was raw. Every wet click of her throat, every breathy moan, the groan of the man above her as he pressed deeper and muttered her name.

Her name.

Not babe. Not slut. Not any of the generic shit he’d seen in porn clips over the years. Just Lena.

She took him all the way in. Held him there. Pulled back with a gasp and licked him like she wanted to taste her own sin.

And then she looked directly at the camera.

Her mouth was glossy, open, dripping.

“Wish you were here, baby.”

The clip ended.

Ryan’s cock swelled hard and fast in his pants, a flash-flood arousal that hit so fast he had to lean against the counter. The pan hissed as the onions started to burn. He didn’t move.

He came in the upstairs bathroom four minutes later, hunched over the sink, hand tight around his shaft, her voice looping in his mind. Not just the words. The tone. That smoky whisper that belonged to a woman who knew she was doing something filthy, and knew he’d watch it over and over until he lost count.

When it was done, he braced himself on the sink, panting, thighs trembling.

No guilt. Not even a flicker.

But not peace either.

Only hunger.

She came home three hours later wearing a hoodie and leggings, no makeup, hair damp. She tossed her purse on the kitchen counter and kissed him lightly on the cheek before opening the fridge.

“You cook?” she asked, glancing at the stove.

He nodded.

“What is it?”

“Burned onions and pasta.”

She laughed. “As long as the wine’s not burnt.”

He poured her a glass. Watched her sip it. Said nothing about the video.

Not then.

During the movie that night—some hollow thriller she half-watched at best—she pulled his hand into her lap. She shifted slightly, spread her legs just enough that he could feel it.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

His fingers met her warmth and stopped. Slick, hot, unmistakable.

“You’re wet,” he whispered.

Eyes still on the screen, she murmured, “He made me cum twice in the car.”

Ryan’s pulse spiked. He didn’t move his hand.

“Does that bother you?”

He shook his head slowly. “No.”

“Are you lying?”

“No.”

She turned to look at him for the first time since she got home.

“You’re learning,” she said.

She guided his hand to her clit. Her body twitched at the contact. “Rub slow. I want to feel your guilt melt off your fingers.”

His cock ached against his thigh, pressed hard into the fabric of his pants. But he didn’t stop. He stroked her exactly the way she wanted. The way she taught him before they were married—before she got bored with how little he ever did without being told.

“Thank me,” she said softly.

“For what?”

“For the video.”

His mouth went dry. “Thank you.”

“You liked watching me swallow his cum?”

He nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes. I liked it.”

She moaned quietly, barely more than a breath. “Ask for another.”

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Send me another one.”

She leaned in. “If you keep doing what I say, you’ll get more than videos.”

He didn’t touch himself again that night.

She made him lie down while she climbed on top and rode him with long, slow rolls of her hips. She was still wet, still warm, still stretched from the man she’d fucked earlier. Ryan could feel it. Her pussy didn’t grip him the way it used to. And that knowledge should have destroyed him.

It didn’t.

It made him come in under two minutes.

And she kept riding.

Until she came again—quietly, eyes locked on his the entire time.

By morning, he had another message.

Just a short one.

Lena: Don’t come today unless I say so.

No other instructions.

No details.

He obeyed.

At noon, an email hit his inbox with a subject line:

“Be grateful. Most men never get this.”

The attachment was a still photo.

Lena bent over in what looked like the backseat of a car. Hands pressed to the glass. Ass in the air. Her dress pushed up. A thick cock splitting her open from behind.

Her wedding ring caught the light.

He zoomed in. Saw the bruise on her thigh. A smear of cum on her inner leg. Her mouth open in mid-cry.

She hadn’t looked like that in years.

She hadn’t looked like that with him. Ever.

When she got home that night, he was in the living room with a glass of bourbon and an erection he couldn’t hide.

“You waited?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Good boy.”

He didn’t speak when she took him by the hand and led him upstairs.

Didn’t ask when she sat him on the edge of the bed and pulled his boxers down.

She didn’t stroke him. She didn’t tease.

She just dropped to her knees and kissed the head of his cock once, then pulled away.

“That’s it,” she said.

He looked down, stunned. “You’re not⁠—?”

“I told you not to come.”

His cock pulsed with pain.

“Tomorrow,” she said, standing up and stripping out of her jeans. “If you’re good.”

She fucked herself in front of him that night.

Just two fingers. One leg on the dresser. Her other hand pulling at her nipple, her eyes locked on his face the entire time.

He sat frozen, fists clenched in his lap, breath ragged.

When she came, she bit her own lip hard enough to leave a mark.

She walked past him when she was done. Didn't say a word.

By the time he jerked off in the bathroom—hand shaking, cum splashing against the porcelain sink—he already knew he’d broken the rule.

She knew too.

She didn’t say anything the next morning.

But when he checked his inbox⁠—

No video.

No picture.

No message.

Only silence.


Chapter Nine
THE REVEAL


The morning had weight to it. Heavy air, no breeze. The kind of day where even light felt thick. Ryan sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling aimlessly through emails he couldn’t focus on, refreshing his inbox every fifteen minutes without thinking. Lena was still asleep, her naked back to him, hair spread across the pillow in soft waves. Her breathing slow, even.

She hadn’t sent him anything in two days.

No texts. No videos. No orders.

And it was eating him alive.

He’d obeyed since the last punishment—hadn’t touched himself, hadn’t begged. Hadn’t mentioned the photo from the car window. Hadn’t even looked at her phone when she left it face down, unlocked on the nightstand.

It didn’t feel like obedience anymore. It felt like deprivation.

It felt like addiction.

She rolled over just as he stood.

“You’re pacing again,” she said, voice rough with sleep.

“I’m fine.”

“No, you’re not.”

Ryan paused at the dresser, hand on his belt. “You didn’t text me yesterday.”

“Do I have to?”

“No,” he said. Then added, “I thought we were past hiding.”

She stretched slowly, arms above her head, breasts rising with the motion. “I’m not hiding. You’re just not asking.”

That landed like a slap.

He turned to face her. “Alright. I’m asking. What the fuck is happening between us?”

“You want the real version or the polite one?”

He sat back down on the bed, jaw tight. “Real.”

Lena pushed herself upright, sheets pooling around her waist. Her eyes sharpened as they met his. Not cruel. Not gentle. Just… honest.

“You’re getting off watching me fuck other men. And I’m getting off knowing you can't stop it.”

He blinked. “That’s not⁠—”

“Yes, it is.” She didn’t blink. “You could’ve stopped this. You could’ve told me to choose. You could’ve walked. You didn’t. You’re here. Rock hard every time I send you a video. Practically shaking when I tell you what I did. You’re not hurt. You’re hard.”

He didn’t speak.

“You want to know how deep it goes?” she continued, voice low. “Travis came in my mouth two nights ago. I didn’t swallow. I kissed you when I walked in the door. You tasted him.”

His breath hitched.

“I let another man fuck me in the alley behind the bar on Tuesday. No protection. I wiped his cum off my thighs with my coat, threw it in the trunk, came home and laid in your lap while we watched Netflix.”

He was rock hard now, pulse pounding in his ears.

“I let Camden take me to a hotel. The trainer. The one you joked about. He bent me over the bed and said I was the best pussy he’d had in six months. I begged him not to stop. Begged.”

Ryan’s hands curled into fists on his thighs. He could feel himself shaking. Not in rage.

In heat.

“And I told him about you,” Lena said. “I told him you were home. That you knew. That you were probably jerking off thinking about it.”

Silence filled the room like water.

“I did,” Ryan finally said. “I did jerk off.”

She raised a brow. “And you liked it?”

“I didn’t know what I was feeling.”

“That’s not a no.”

He looked up at her.

“No,” he said. “It’s not.”

Lena exhaled slowly. “Good. We’re done lying.”

She stood, walked to the dresser, pulled out a black silk robe, and wrapped it around her waist. Her thighs still shimmered in the morning light. She poured herself coffee without asking if he wanted any.

“You want to watch it in person?”

Ryan’s stomach flipped.

“What?”

“You heard me.” She sipped. “You want to see it up close? No screen. No secrets. No edits.”

He swallowed hard. “You’re serious?”

“I’m not teasing you, Ryan. This isn’t a kink anymore. This is who I am.”

He nodded slowly. “And what about who I am?”

“You’re still figuring that out. But you’re closer than you’ve ever been.”

He stood, cock hard against his pants, unsure what came next.

“I want to see it,” he said finally.

She smiled.

“I know.”

That night, Lena left the bedroom in heels and a backless black dress. No bra. Hair up. Lipstick dark and sharp.

She stood in the doorway as he sat on the edge of the bed, waiting.

“You’ll sit in the chair,” she said, nodding toward the one by the window.

He nodded.

“You’ll keep your hands on the arms. No touching unless I say.”

“Yes.”

“If you beg, I’ll stop.”

He hesitated. “Why?”

“Because this isn’t about you. It’s about your place in it.”

The words slammed into his chest like a brand. He didn’t flinch.

He only nodded again.

The man who showed up was one Ryan didn’t recognize.

Taller than him. Broader. Quiet.

He didn’t speak to Ryan. Didn’t even look at him. Just walked past and pulled Lena into a kiss so filthy, Ryan felt it all the way across the room.

Lena moaned into the man’s mouth.

Then turned and met Ryan’s eyes as she undid her dress.

She let it fall to the floor, stepped out of it.

No panties.

Her nipples were already hard.

She knelt and unzipped the man’s jeans.

Ryan saw her wrap her lips around his cock.

And for the first time, he didn’t look away.


Chapter Ten
WATCHING HER FUCK


The chair looked different tonight. Sturdier. Meaner. Ryan had never noticed how the arms curved like restraints. How the wood pressed into his thighs no matter how he shifted. It was just a reading chair before. Now it was a sentence.

He sat because she told him to.

Hands on the arms.

Back straight.

Mouth shut.

He could hear the hum of the box fan in the hallway, the slow tick of the bedroom clock behind him. Every second dragged like a nail. He adjusted once—his cock pressing against the seam of his pants, painfully stiff. She hadn't given him permission to touch it, and he didn’t dare.

Lena stood in front of the bed, her black dress hanging from her like it had been poured on. No bra. He could tell. The way the fabric clung to her nipples. The way her thighs moved under the hem, bare, smooth, waxed two days ago. She hadn’t told him that, but he knew. He noticed everything now. He’d trained himself to.

She said nothing. Just stepped into her heels slowly, watching him. One strap at a time. She didn’t ask how he looked.

This wasn’t about him.

The knock came soft and exact.

Her eyes didn’t leave Ryan’s face.

“Stay,” she said.

Then turned and walked barefoot to the door.

The man she let in was taller than Ryan by several inches. Black. Thick-shouldered. Trim beard. He wore fitted jeans, a tight black tee, and confidence that radiated off him like heat. He looked past Lena briefly, saw Ryan in the chair, but didn’t flinch. Just nodded, once.

“Room’s nice,” he said casually, unbothered.

She smiled. “Clean sheets. Good lighting. He likes to see everything.”

That landed like a kick to Ryan’s ribs, but he didn’t move. He was breathing too shallow, heart pounding in his ears.

“You sit there the whole time?” the man asked, voice directed at him now, slow and easy.

Ryan nodded. Couldn’t trust his voice.

“That’s good. That’s real good.”

Lena stepped into the middle of the room and turned her back to them both.

She didn’t undress quickly. No theatrics. Just two fingers hooked behind her neck, pulling the zipper down until the dress sighed open at her spine. The fabric dropped inch by inch until it pooled at her feet.

She stepped out, naked now except for her heels.

Ryan couldn’t move. His cock throbbed painfully inside his pants, already leaking. His hands gripped the arms of the chair like lifelines.

She turned to face him.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

He couldn’t speak.

She looked to the man beside her.

“Take your time with me.”

“I always do,” he replied, eyes already moving down her body.

He stepped close and ran a single hand down the center of her chest, between her breasts, over her stomach. Lena’s eyes fluttered. She inhaled slow.

Then she dropped to her knees.

She sucked him like she'd missed it.

Spit ran down her chin. Her hands gripped the base of his cock, stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. She moaned around him, the sound obscene in the quiet room. Ryan sat frozen, hypnotized, every muscle tense, the fabric of his boxers soaked where his cock strained for release.

The man groaned above her. "Fuck, this mouth..."

She gagged, coughed, took him again, deeper. She looked up at him, not Ryan. Her eyes full of want, of power, of something Ryan had never managed to summon from her.

And then, without warning, she pulled off, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and stood.

“You like watching me beg for cock?” she asked, turning her gaze on Ryan.

“Yes,” he choked.

“Good. Because you’re going to watch a lot more.”

She climbed onto the bed, face down, knees spread, back arched.

“Use me,” she said without hesitation.

The man mounted her like a soldier taking ground.

His cock slid into her with a long, slow thrust that had her moaning into the sheets.

Ryan gasped. Couldn’t help it.

Her pussy swallowed that dick like it knew him. Like it had been waiting.

The man gripped her hips, pulled her back hard, and started fucking her with long, brutal strokes.

The sound of it filled the room—wet, raw, rhythmic. Her moans built with each thrust, louder, shameless, drowning out even the thump of the bed against the wall.

Ryan’s fists clenched. His legs trembled.

He watched as her ass rippled with every impact. As the man slapped it once—hard—and she cried out, “More.”

Her hair stuck to her back in damp strands. Her wedding ring glinted every time she clawed at the sheets.

Ryan’s mouth was dry. His tongue felt thick.

She turned her face sideways, eyes open, finding him in the dark.

“Are you hard?”

He nodded.

She smiled, breathless. “Good.”

The man pulled out suddenly, flipped her onto her back, and entered her again with a single, brutal thrust that had her legs flying up around his waist.

Her eyes rolled back.

Ryan groaned, couldn’t stop it.

She was being fucked like he never could. Like she was being claimed.

She came seconds later—screaming, voice cracking, her body arching off the bed. And when the man kept going, she came again.

And again.

Her voice was hoarse by the time he finally pulled out and knelt over her.

He stroked his cock in tight, fast motions.

Ryan watched her open her mouth without being told.

Watched his cum paint her lips, her chin, her tits.

Watched her finger some of it up and suck it from her own fingertips.

Watched her look straight at him and say, “Don’t come.”

He didn’t.

But it took everything he had not to.

The man dressed silently. Didn’t shake hands. Didn’t say goodbye.

He left like it was routine.

And maybe it was.

Lena lay there in the mess of her body and his, panting.

Then she stood, wiped her chin, and walked to Ryan.

She knelt between his legs.

Unzipped his pants.

Pulled his cock out, throbbing, leaking.

She licked it. Once. Slowly.

Then stood again.

“You don’t get to finish until you’ve earned it.”

She walked to the bathroom.

The door closed behind her.

And Ryan sat there, wet, stiff, ruined.

His cock still out. His heart in his throat.

His entire identity peeled open.

And for the first time, he didn’t care what came next.

He only knew he’d never forget what it felt like to see her like that—and to need it again.


Chapter Eleven
FALLOUT


The chair sat empty now, mute and accusing.

The bed was stripped halfway, pillows displaced, damp sheets twisted into ropes near the footboard. The smell still hung in the room—sex, sweat, spit, latex, cum. It hadn’t faded. It clung to the air like fog. And somewhere beneath it, Ryan thought he could smell himself—still hard, still denied, still not part of what had happened.

Lena hadn’t spoken since the shower. She came out twenty minutes after the stranger left, wrapped in a towel like nothing had happened. She brushed her teeth beside him at the sink, humming. Hair damp. Expression casual. Her skin scrubbed clean but flushed pink, as if the memory of his cock was still there, just beneath the surface.

She never asked him how he felt.

And he never said.

He’d slept in the same bed, fully clothed, painfully hard beneath his jeans. She didn't invite him to touch her. She didn't need to. She’d made it clear—he was to watch, want, and wait.

When he woke, the towel was gone. Her side of the bed was cold.

He sat up slowly, head pounding.

The mirror across from the bed caught him in fragments—smeared hair, red-rimmed eyes, skin sallow with exhaustion. A man unraveling. A man clinging to the ruins of what he thought was love, now something else entirely.

She was downstairs, already dressed for the day in a cream blouse tucked into tight navy slacks, sipping her second coffee, reading something on her tablet.

He stood in the kitchen doorway, hands limp at his sides.

"You’re up late," she said, not looking at him.

“I didn’t sleep.”

She nodded like she’d expected that. Like she’d built it into the design.

Ryan stepped closer. His voice cracked. “Is this what it is now?”

She looked up.

“You want a label? Now?”

He hesitated. “I want to understand.”

“You do,” she said. “You just don’t want to admit it.”

He sat across from her. Elbows on the table. His whole body tight.

“That man last night… he didn’t even speak to me.”

“You weren’t there for him.”

“I’m your husband.”

“You’re my witness,” she corrected, voice low, calm. “You’re the one who wanted to see it. You begged for it. You asked to watch.”

His throat tightened. “I thought it would hurt more.”

“You came close.”

“I still haven’t come.”

Her smile was slight. “I know.”

He wanted to yell. To accuse. To throw something, maybe. But instead, he exhaled and looked at her face—the way her cheeks still glowed from the heat of being desired by someone else.

“You didn’t even ask if I was okay.”

“You were hard the whole time.”

“That’s not the same.”

“Isn’t it?”

She took another sip of coffee. Set it down.

“I fucked him because I wanted to. I let you watch because you needed to.”

“That’s not fair,” he said.

“No,” she agreed. “But it’s true.”

The silence stretched.

Then Ryan leaned forward, voice raw. “You came so hard for him.”

Her eyes flicked to his. “Jealous?”

“No.” His hand shook. “Just… I’ve never seen you like that.”

“Because I’ve never been like that.”

“Why not?”

“You never asked for her.”

That landed harder than any slap.

He swallowed the lump rising in his throat.

“I didn’t know she existed.”

“She does now,” Lena said. “And she’s not going away.”

The hours crawled.

They went about their day like a couple playing normal. Separate errands. Unspoken words. He went to the grocery store and found himself staring at the organic cucumbers like they meant something. She texted him once mid-day:

Lena: Be home late. Gym and drinks. You know how I get.

He stared at it for a full minute, then replied:

Ryan: Are you seeing someone?

No response.

When she got home, it was dark.

He was already in the living room, bourbon in his glass, laptop open but unused. She entered like she lived alone—keys dropped, coat shrugged off, boots left in the hall. Her lipstick was faded, eyeliner smudged.

"Who was it?" he asked.

She raised an eyebrow. “You don’t get to ask that.”

“You told me we were done lying.”

“And we are.”

“Then tell me.”

She stepped closer, arms folded.

“I had sex tonight,” she said plainly. “Yes. Unprotected. I came twice. I let him finish in me. Want more details?”

His hands shook.

“I want to know what I am to you now.”

Lena crouched beside him, her face inches from his.

“You’re the one who waits for me,” she whispered. “You’re the one who gets the stories. The smells. The videos. The leftovers. You’re the man I love.”

He blinked. “You still love me?”

“Of course.”

“You just don’t want to fuck me?”

“I want you to feel what I feel,” she said. “I want you to ache when I cum. I want you to hear another man make me moan and know you’ll never make me sound like that again—and love me anyway.”

He stared at her.

"You’re cruel," he said softly.

She smiled. "No. I’m honest."

She stood. Pulled off her shirt slowly.

“No bra today,” she said, dropping it. “Guess who noticed?”

He couldn’t speak.

She slid her slacks down next. No panties.

She stood in front of him naked, skin flushed, nipples tight, the inside of her thighs sticky.

He reached for his cock.

“No.”

Her voice cut through the air.

“You don’t get to touch yourself. You don’t get to beg. You get to feel.”

She stepped closer. Straddled his lap. Didn’t lower herself onto him.

Just let her warmth hover an inch above his cock.

“This is fallout,” she whispered. “You asked for it. Now live in it.”

Then she stood, turned, and walked upstairs.

He sat there for an hour, hard, untouched, reeling.


Chapter Twelve
HER HUNGER GROWS


Lena had always walked with confidence. She didn’t stumble or shuffle or second-guess her footing. But lately, her hips moved differently—less like a confident woman, more like a loaded weapon. There was a swing in her step that made heads turn. Men looked when she passed, and she noticed. Not only noticed—she invited it.

Ryan followed her from across the restaurant, watching her approach the hostess stand. She wore a tan dress that hit mid-thigh, clung to her ass like paint, and dipped low enough in front to make him second-guess their reservation time.

Her nipples were visible under the fabric, no bra. The heels were five inches. The lipstick was blood red. She looked like a woman who didn’t just know she was going to get fucked—she was already halfway there.

The hostess gave Ryan a polite smile, but the girl’s eyes flicked to Lena’s chest, then down again, embarrassed. Lena noticed. She always did.

They sat.

Across from him, she crossed her legs slowly. The dress slid a little higher. The waitress barely finished asking about drinks before Lena interrupted, “Negroni. Make it strong.”

Ryan just ordered water.

Lena glanced at him.

“Playing it safe tonight?”

“I drove.”

“You always drive.”

He shrugged.

She leaned in slightly. Her perfume hit him hard. Jasmine and sweat and sex. She hadn't showered when she left the gym earlier. That wasn’t an oversight.

Their food arrived. She barely touched hers.

Instead, she sipped her drink and watched him watch her.

“You know what I realized today?” she asked suddenly.

“What?”

“Most men look at me like a question.”

He furrowed his brow. “What does that mean?”

“They look like they’re wondering what I’d feel like. Taste like. Sound like when I come. They don’t know, but they want to.”

Ryan swallowed hard.

She smiled. “But not you.”

“No?”

“You don’t look at me like a question anymore. You look like you already know.”

“Do I?”

“You do.” She took a long sip, ice clinking. “You know exactly what I am now. And you like it.”

He said nothing.

She leaned closer, her voice quieter now. “I didn’t wear panties today.”

His cock jerked under the table.

Her smile widened. “And our waitress knows.”

He blinked. “What?”

“She saw. When I uncrossed my legs the second time.”

Ryan looked over his shoulder. The waitress was nowhere in sight, but his pulse spiked like they were being watched.

“I didn’t do it for her,” Lena added, swirling her drink. “But I didn’t not do it for her either.”

He stared at her.

She licked her lips. "You should be grateful. Most husbands don't get to see their wives this free."

In the car on the way home, she slid her hand between her thighs and moaned softly as they stopped at a red light.

“You’re hard,” she whispered.

He didn’t answer.

“You’ve been hard since the bread arrived.”

Still, no answer.

Her fingers moved.

She rubbed herself lazily, legs spread just enough for him to see.

“Do you want to pull over?”

“Lena—”

“Want to watch me cum in the parking lot of that Walgreens again?”

She’d done that once. After a fight. Slid into the back seat, stripped off her skirt, and made him watch her ride two fingers until she shook. She didn’t let him touch her. She never did after she finished.

She pulled her hand out and licked it. "Tastes like sweat and strangers."

At home, she made him sit on the floor.

She stripped slowly, her skin flushed with heat, hair wild, heels still on. She stood above him naked and shining. Her thighs still smelled like public space, like sex and city air.

She put a toe between his lips. He kissed it.

“Lie down,” she said.

He did.

She straddled his face and began grinding slowly.

She was soaked. He could taste it instantly—her scent raw, stronger than before, layered. Not just her. She'd been touched. Licked. Someone else had been inside her.

She moaned. Rolled her hips. Used his tongue like a toy.

He couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t speak.

He didn’t want to.

When she came, it was long and loud, thighs shaking around his ears. Her voice broke near the end, a high-pitched whine that felt like victory.

She slid off him, panting, her inner thighs streaked with spit and slick.

“You don’t get to come tonight,” she said as she stood.

He was rock hard, pre-cum soaking his briefs.

“I didn’t ask,” he said quietly.

“Good.”

She stepped over him, walked toward the bathroom without another word.

Later, he found her standing nude in front of the mirror, brushing her hair.

“Do you want to know his name?” she asked, watching him in the reflection.

“No.”

“He was younger.”

Ryan swallowed hard.

“Did he make you come?”

She smiled. “I didn’t count.”

He stared at her.

“You’re going to fuck someone else tomorrow, aren’t you?”

She nodded slowly. “Two.”

“Together?”

“Maybe.”

Ryan felt lightheaded.

But his cock was harder than it had been in days.

He didn’t touch it.

She noticed.

“You’re learning,” she whispered.


Chapter Thirteen
THE GYM INCIDENT


The gym smelled like metal and sweat and friction. A dozen bodies moved through the machines like animals pacing cages, headphones in, minds elsewhere. Ryan wiped his palms on his shorts and tried to ignore the tremor in his hands as he stepped off the treadmill. His eyes scanned the floor.

He spotted her instantly.

Lena was in front of the mirror wall near the free weights, bent over, ass in the air, stretching her hamstrings. Her leggings were skin-tight, pale gray, nearly translucent under the overhead lights. No panties. The curve of her ass was obscene. Her top was a cropped black tank clinging to her tits like it belonged to someone two sizes smaller. Sweat darkened the center of her chest.

She wasn’t wearing her ring.

She hadn’t worn it in weeks.

Ryan wasn’t supposed to be there.

She worked out on Tuesdays and Fridays with her new trainer—a man she claimed was “professional, focused, respectful.” She said the gym was her space. Her reset. Her time.

She didn’t know he’d joined under a different name.

She didn’t know he was there.

Or maybe she did.

The trainer was with her now. Camden. Broad chest, sculpted arms, skin slick with sweat, his voice low and close to her ear as he corrected her posture. He put one hand on her lower back, the other lightly on her thigh, guiding her into the stretch.

Lena didn’t flinch.

She leaned into his touch.

Her eyes flicked up to the mirror—and met Ryan’s instantly.

She didn’t blink.

She smiled.

Camden said something that made her laugh.

Then she dropped into a squat, ass to heels, legs spread, and Ryan felt his stomach twist.

Her pussy lips pressed against the fabric.

And she knew.

She texted him two minutes later.

Lena: If you want to watch me sweat, you don’t have to be so subtle.

He stared at the message, heart pounding.

Ryan: I had to see it for myself.

Lena: What?

Ryan: The way you move when you’re being hunted.

No reply.

He watched as Camden walked her to the back near the private studio. She followed, slow and casual, as if she wasn’t putting on a show. But everything about her was calculated—the sway of her hips, the tug at her waistband, the way she pulled her top down and up at the same time.

Ryan followed at a distance, pulse hammering, eyes burning.

He slipped down the hallway toward the private studios and pressed his back to the wall just beside the door.

Voices.

Laughter.

Then quiet.

Then—click.

The door locked.

Ten seconds. Then thirty.

Then a sound.

Lena’s moan.

Low.

Open.

Real.

Ryan’s knees went weak.

He leaned closer.

The moan came again—longer this time, followed by a grunt. Not hers.

Camden.

Ryan pressed his palm to the wall.

He heard the slap of skin. The thump of something against something. A rhythmic beat.

Then her voice—high and broken:

“Yes… don’t stop. Fuck… don’t stop. Harder.”

Ryan’s hand slid to his waistband.

He didn’t even know he’d unzipped until his cock was in his hand, twitching with need.

He stroked slowly. Quietly. Hating himself. Loving it.

A thud.

A gasp.

Then silence.

The door clicked again.

Ryan scrambled back around the corner just as Lena stepped out.

She looked flushed. Glowing. Her hair was messy, lips swollen.

She turned her head.

Saw him.

Said nothing.

Just walked past.

He followed her home.

Neither of them spoke until they were in the bedroom.

She peeled off her leggings first.

No underwear.

Her pussy was still wet. Red. Slightly open.

He knelt. Pressed his face to her thighs.

She stopped him with a hand on his head.

“No.”

“I want to taste it.”

“You already did,” she whispered.

She laid on the bed, legs spread, arms behind her head.

He sat beside her, dick hard, untouched.

She stared at the ceiling. “He came inside me.”

Ryan's breath caught.

“I didn’t stop him.”

He felt dizzy.

“But you knew that already,” she said. “Didn’t you?”

He nodded.

“Say it.”

“I knew.”

“And you still followed me.”

“Yes.”

She looked at him.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “You get to watch. You get to ache. You get to wait.”

“Do I ever get to fuck you again?”

Her smile was cruel. “When it doesn’t mean anything.”


Chapter Fourteen
ANOTHER THRESHOLD


Lena didn’t give a time. She just said she’d be out.

She stood at the foot of the bed in a dress Ryan didn’t recognize. Dark navy silk, cut high at the thigh and low enough in the back to reveal the slope of her spine. No bra. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric. Her heels were snakeskin. Her hair was up. Her perfume was heavier than usual—sweet, heady, like citrus crushed under sweat.

She didn’t ask how she looked.

She didn’t need his approval.

“I’ll be late,” she said as she grabbed her clutch.

Then she kissed him. Not on the mouth. On the forehead.

Affectionate.

Dismissive.

Like a mother tucking in a child.

The door clicked shut behind her, and Ryan stared at it for a long time. The house was silent in her absence, the kind of silence that didn't soothe. The bedroom smelled like perfume and leather and something he didn’t want to name.

He was hard.

Already.

He wandered the house for twenty minutes, trying not to pace. Every room felt like a waiting room. The kitchen held no comfort. The couch offered no distraction. He opened a bottle of wine but didn’t drink. The glass sat untouched on the coffee table.

She hadn’t told him where she was going.

She hadn’t said who with.

And she hadn’t asked for permission.

That was the difference now.

She didn’t pretend anymore.

At 10:17 PM, he checked her location out of habit.

No signal.

She’d turned it off.

He stared at the screen for nearly a minute before locking his phone and sliding it facedown on the table. He could feel his cock swelling again. It was involuntary now. A reflex. A sick, beautiful addiction to being forgotten.

At 11:45, he moved to the bedroom and sat on the bed fully clothed, waiting.

He didn’t watch porn. He didn’t text. He didn’t touch himself. His body had started to learn the rhythm of denial, the art of waiting. The ache in his groin had dulled to something darker—a kind of holy pain, like kneeling for too long in church.

When he heard her keys in the door, he stood.

He didn’t know what he expected.

But it wasn’t this.

She entered like a slow, rising flood.

Heels in one hand, clutch in the other. Her lipstick was smudged. Her hair had fallen loose around her shoulders. Her dress was wrinkled, slightly askew, strap twisted at the shoulder. She walked like she had nothing to hide. Like her pussy was still sore. Like she had every right to bring that energy home.

Ryan stared at her from the hallway, motionless.

She didn’t speak. Just walked past him and into the bedroom.

She dropped her heels on the floor. Set her phone on the nightstand. Undid the clasp on her dress and let it fall around her ankles without ceremony.

She wasn’t wearing panties.

Her inner thighs shimmered in the low light.

He stepped forward, breath caught in his throat. “You’re⁠—”

“Don’t ask.”

Her voice was soft but sharp.

She walked to him naked, chest rising with every slow breath. Her scent hit him—strong, unmistakable. She wasn’t just wet. She was used. Fucked. Her skin still radiated heat.

She pushed him gently down to sit at the edge of the bed.

Then climbed into his lap.

She kissed him. Not hungry. Not tender. Just thorough—deep, slow, invasive.

He tasted sweat, lipstick, and cum.

When she pulled back, she held his face between her palms.

“You didn’t touch yourself?”

“No.”

“Good.”

She reached for her phone and unlocked it.

Swiped. Tapped. Turned the screen to face him.

“Watch.”

It was a hotel room. Not fancy. Dim lighting. Red curtains drawn.

Lena on all fours on the bed.

Two men behind her.

One of them filming.

The one in her mouth was bald, thick, gripping her hair tight as he fed her his cock with steady, brutal thrusts.

The one behind her was rougher. His hands gripped her waist like handles. His hips smacked her ass with wet slaps.

Lena moaned around the first man’s cock, gagged, coughed, kept going.

They spit-roasted her like they’d done it before.

Ryan’s cock twitched.

He was so hard it hurt.

She watched him watching.

“You like that?”

“Yes,” he said hoarsely.

She let the video play.

In it, Lena pulled off the front man’s cock and gasped, face dripping.

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” she begged. “I want to feel both of you come in me.”

The man behind her groaned. The camera shook.

The video cut out just as she screamed.

Ryan was panting now. His hand twitched toward his zipper.

She slapped it away.

“Not yet.”

“I can’t⁠—”

“You will.”

She stood. Turned her back to him.

Bent at the waist.

Her pussy was glistening.

Still open.

Still leaking.

“I didn’t clean up.”

“I know,” he whispered.

She turned and straddled him.

Unzipped his jeans.

Pulled his cock free.

Then slowly, deliberately, slid down onto it.

He gasped—half pleasure, half confusion. She was still wet. Still full. Her heat swallowed him completely.

She rode him slowly. Not for his pleasure. For hers.

She fucked herself on his cock like it was a tool. Her toy. Her cleanup rag.

And he let her.

She moaned. “You feel them in me?”

“Yes.”

“You taste them on my lips?”

“Yes.”

She came. Quietly. Her face buried in his neck. Hips twitching.

Then she pulled off him.

He throbbed in the air. Still hard. Still untouched.

“Don’t you dare,” she said as she walked to the bathroom.

The door closed.

He stayed frozen.

Eyes glazed. Breath shallow.

His cock twitched against his stomach.

But he didn’t touch it.

He slept with her scent on his face and the ache in his body so deep it felt permanent.


Chapter Fifteen
PUBLIC HEAT


She called it brunch, but Ryan knew better.

It was a performance.

She chose the rooftop spot downtown—one of those places full of sleek glass, avocado toast, soft jazz, and men in sunglasses who tried not to look like they were staring. The crowd was pure weekend-money aesthetic: influencers, power couples, girls with perfect lip gloss and discreet lip filler. And Lena fit right in. No—she dominated the space.

She wore white.

A backless dress, soft silk that skimmed her ass and floated around her thighs like it had a purpose. No bra. No panties. The dress moved when she walked—more than it should’ve. She’d told him in the car, eyes locked on his in the mirror, one leg casually cocked on the dashboard:

“I want you to see what it looks like when I don’t belong to you anymore.”

Now they were seated across from each other on the patio, glass of orange-blushed rosé in her hand, sunglasses perched atop her head. Ryan was struggling to focus on anything except the way the breeze lifted the hem of her dress just enough to tease.

He didn’t know whether to be hard or horrified.

He was both.

Two tables away, a man couldn’t stop watching her.

Late 30s, clean-shaven, wedding ring, tanned forearms. Sitting with a blonde woman who didn’t look at him once. He didn’t hide his interest. Each time Lena leaned forward to sip her drink or reposition her napkin, his eyes dropped straight to her chest, or lower.

Ryan noticed.

So did Lena.

Her mouth curved into a lazy smile.

She didn’t turn away.

“I think he’s trying to memorize the outline of my nipples,” she said casually, stabbing a fork into her fruit.

Ryan looked down. “Maybe you should cover up.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s married.”

She tilted her head. “So am I.”

“That’s not the point.”

“I’m the one being looked at. I decide what the point is.”

She spread her legs slightly under the table. Crossed her ankles. The move lifted her skirt a few more inches. She wasn’t even pretending now.

Ryan swallowed hard.

“You’re wet, aren’t you?” he muttered.

She smiled, slowly. “Dripping.”

The man two tables over shifted in his seat.

Lena leaned toward Ryan. “Don’t look at him. Just feel it.”

“Feel what?”

“The heat.”

She poured him more wine.

He didn’t refuse.

Midway through their meal, the waitress returned—early twenties, flustered, trying too hard to seem unfazed.

“Is everything tasting okay?” she asked, voice cracking.

Lena smiled wide. “Everything tastes amazing.”

The waitress nodded, cheeks pink, and walked away too quickly.

“She saw,” Lena said.

“Saw what?”

“When I stretched. She was behind me.”

“Lena—”

“She stared,” Lena continued. “She didn’t know whether to look away or keep watching.”

“This isn’t you,” Ryan said, low.

“This is exactly me,” she corrected. “You just weren’t paying attention before.”

She asked for a second drink. Ryan didn’t argue.

Her foot found his thigh beneath the table again.

Then his crotch.

She pressed against his hard-on slowly, lazily, her eyes on his the whole time. The people around them didn’t notice—or pretended not to. Her expression never changed. She was pure confidence wrapped in heat.

“You’re going to cum in your pants if I keep this up,” she whispered.

He flinched.

She smiled.

“I want them to see the wet spot.”

“Lena…”

She pressed harder.

“Let me ruin you in public.”

He stared at her, heart pounding.

“I want to cum so hard I leave your face shining.”

His cock throbbed violently.

She pulled her foot away and went back to sipping her drink.

Later, as they walked to the car, she didn’t wait for him.

He followed her through the parking structure, eyes glued to the sway of her hips. The dress clung with every step. A group of men passed in the opposite direction—young, mid-twenties, one of them wearing a basketball jersey. They all turned to look.

One said, “Damn.”

Lena didn’t acknowledge them.

But she did smile.

Inside the car, the moment the doors shut, she turned in her seat and slid her hand into his lap.

“You should’ve touched yourself under the table,” she said.

“I couldn’t⁠—”

“You wanted to.”

Her hand gripped his cock through his pants. Slow pressure. Rhythm.

He bucked into her palm.

She leaned over, kissed his neck, licked the shell of his ear.

“I want him to see me ride this.”

“Who?”

She didn’t answer.

She unlocked her phone.

Ryan leaned to glance.

The text thread wasn’t subtle.

Lena: You saw us at brunch. You saw how wet I was.

Unknown Contact: Couldn’t stop looking.

Lena: I didn’t stop you.

Unknown Contact: Tell me when and where.

Lena: Soon.

Ryan swallowed hard.

“You’re texting him?”

“He deserves a reward for being brave enough to stare,” she whispered.

“And I?”

“You get to be my little voyeur.”

Back at the house, she made him strip and sit in the armchair across from their bed.

She didn’t speak for ten minutes.

She undressed slowly. One shoe. Then the other. Then the straps of her dress.

She peeled it down her body without breaking eye contact.

She stood naked.

Glowing.

Wet.

She walked to the bed. Climbed on it. Sat with her legs spread.

“This is what you watched all brunch,” she said.

He nodded.

“You didn’t touch me once.”

“No.”

“Didn’t speak up.”

“No.”

“You let men imagine what it’s like to fuck me.”

He nodded again.

“Good.”

She touched herself.

One hand between her legs. Two fingers, sliding easily.

The other hand on her breast.

She moaned. Long. Loud.

Ryan stroked himself in time with her.

She stopped suddenly.

“You’re not allowed.”

He froze.

She climbed off the bed and walked to him.

Kneeling between his legs, she kissed his cock once.

Then stood.

Walked away.

“You don’t get to finish,” she said as she disappeared into the bathroom.

He sat there. Ruined. Breathing hard.

He wasn’t humiliated anymore.

He was addicted.


Chapter Sixteen
INVITATION ONLY


The message didn’t come from Lena.

It came from him.

Unknown number. No pleasantries. Just instructions.

Unknown: Tomorrow. 9 PM. 4428 Ashmont Street. She said you’ll watch.

Ryan read the message twice. His heart was already racing before he responded.

Ryan: She gave you my number?

Unknown: No. She handed me your leash.

He didn’t reply.

He didn’t need to.

She didn’t even bother pretending that night.

No lies. No cover stories. No excuses.

She walked into the bedroom wrapped in a towel, hair damp, body flushed pink from a long, slow bath he hadn’t been allowed to join. She sat down at her vanity and began brushing her hair. Calm. Careful. Every stroke a metronome of detachment.

Ryan stood in the doorway, heart pounding.

“You gave him my number.”

She nodded once in the mirror. “Of course I did.”

“You arranged this.”

Another nod. “Down to the time and place.”

He stepped closer. “Why him?”

She paused her brushing. “Because he follows instructions. Because he doesn’t try to understand me. He just gives me what I want.”

Ryan clenched his fists.

Lena met his eyes in the reflection.

“You’ll be there.”

It wasn’t a question.

4428 Ashmont Street was a loft. Minimalist, quiet, buried between two galleries in a part of town where silence wasn’t suspicious. The windows were tall and curtained. There was no sign on the door. Just a single porch light, glowing amber.

Ryan rang once.

The door opened immediately.

The man who answered was tall, broad across the shoulders, bare-chested, black slacks slung low on his hips. His body was clean—waxed, sculpted, deliberate. Tattoos etched across his pectorals. No shoes. No smile.

He didn’t introduce himself.

He didn’t ask if Ryan was the husband.

He just stepped aside.

“She’s ready.”

The space was clean in the most uncomfortable way.

White walls. Smooth concrete floor. A thick, low bed on a wooden platform in the center of the room, neatly made in crisp white linens. No clutter. No art. Just intention.

Lena sat on the edge of the bed, one leg crossed over the other. Red heels. Black silk robe. Dark lipstick. Her eyes were already made up—smoky and cruel. Her hair curled around her shoulders in practiced disarray. She looked like she’d stepped out of a dream—or a scene he wasn’t supposed to see.

Ryan swallowed hard.

Lena stood.

Walked to him.

And kissed him.

But not like a wife.

Like a director giving a silent cue.

Then she turned to the man.

“You know the rules?”

He nodded.

She turned to Ryan.

“And you?”

He nodded, his throat tight.

“Say them.”

He hesitated.

“Lena…”

“Say. Them.”

He exhaled.

“I don’t get to touch you.”

“Good.”

“I sit. In the chair.”

“Right.”

“I stay hard.”

“Always.”

“And I don’t interrupt.”

She stepped closer.

Her voice dropped to a whisper.

“And when he finishes inside me—you thank him.”

Ryan’s knees almost gave out.

He nodded again.

“I want to hear it,” she whispered.

“I’ll thank him.”

She smiled.

“Good boy.”

The man undressed without flair.

Just unbuckled. Unzipped. Dropped his pants. Pulled off his briefs.

Ryan looked away instinctively.

Then forced himself to look back.

It wasn’t about size.

It was about power.

And Lena had chosen him.

She untied her robe in one slow pull.

Her body was bare underneath.

Not glossy. Not delicate. Just ready. She glowed. Her nipples were already tight. Her thighs glistened faintly in the low light.

She turned, climbed onto the bed, and got on her knees.

“Use me,” she said softly.

No seduction. No performance.

Just an order.

The man moved behind her, gripped her hips, and without warning—slid inside.

Lena moaned immediately.

Low. Long. Honest.

Ryan sat in the chair, hands clenched in his lap, cock already painfully hard. The image was raw—his wife’s back arched, hips tilted, another man’s cock buried in her, stretching her open.

He’d seen it before. In shadows. In grainy videos. Through cracked doors.

But never like this.

Not present. Not real. Not ritualized.

The man fucked her slow at first.

Deliberate.

Long strokes, every inch used, every pull-out glistening with wetness.

Lena’s moans filled the room.

She dropped her chest to the bed, hands clawing at the sheets, pushing back to meet each thrust.

The sound of skin slapping echoed through the loft.

Wet.

Animal.

Constant.

She came once—quick, shaking, gasping.

The man didn’t stop.

He flipped her onto her back, grabbed her ankles, pushed them back over her shoulders, and slid back inside.

Ryan’s nails dug into the arms of the chair.

Lena’s mouth fell open.

“You feel that?” the man said.

She didn’t answer.

She just screamed.

He leaned down. Bit her neck.

Fucked her harder.

The bed creaked. The sheets bunched.

Her second orgasm hit harder—knees kicking, voice cracking, cunt clenching so tight Ryan could see the man stop mid-thrust and groan.

And still—he didn’t finish.

He pulled out. Stroked his cock.

Climbed up her body.

Ryan stood instinctively.

“No,” Lena said without looking.

He froze.

The man came a second later.

Thick ropes. Across her breasts. Her stomach. Her throat.

She tilted her head, tongue out.

Caught some.

Swallowed.

Then turned to Ryan.

“Thank him.”

Ryan’s voice broke. “Thank you.”

The man didn’t reply.

He just stepped back, grabbed a towel, and left the room.

Lena lay back on the bed, cum drying on her skin.

Her chest rose and fell slowly.

Ryan still hadn’t moved.

She turned her head. Met his eyes.

“You stayed hard the whole time.”

“I did.”

“Why?”

He swallowed.

“Because you made me.”

She smiled.

“Now clean me.”

He knelt beside the bed.

Used his tongue.


Chapter Seventeen
REWIRED


Ryan didn’t remember leaving the loft.

He remembered watching.

He remembered the man—broad and silent—thrusting into Lena with the rhythm of someone who knew her now. He remembered how her body welcomed it, not just physically, but intimately, like they had a private language made only of gasps, clenches, and grins.

He remembered the cum.

Sticky on her chest. In her mouth. Dripping down her thighs.

He remembered tasting it.

Licking her clean, kneeling beside the bed, heart hammering, cock untouched.

But he didn’t remember anything after that.

Not the drive. Not unlocking the front door. Not climbing into bed.

The part of him that thought—the part that second-guessed, calculated, worried—had gone quiet.

Something else had taken its place.

He woke up the next morning hard. Throbbing. Feral.

Lena was already gone.

No note.

No text.

Just her scent on the pillow. Her hair on the sheets. Her cum-stained panties tossed carelessly at the foot of the bed.

His mouth watered.

He picked them up slowly, trembling, holding the soft fabric in both hands.

They were cold.

Still wet.

He buried his face in them, inhaled her.

He came in his boxers in five seconds flat.

Didn’t even touch himself.

Didn’t need to.

Later that afternoon, a notification lit up his phone.

A single image.

Lena in the backseat of a car, skirt pushed up, one thigh over the center console, her pussy swollen, wet, open. No face. Just her.

Then another message followed:

Lena: I didn’t shower after him. I’m soaked. Still dripping. You’ll clean me the moment I walk through the door.

Ryan’s cock pulsed against his jeans, hard instantly, painful against the denim.

He stared at the photo. At her words.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t reply.

He just waited.

When the door finally opened three hours later, he was already on his knees by the threshold.

He didn’t plan to be.

It just felt correct.

Instinctual.

She stepped inside casually, heels clicking, her purse slung over one shoulder.

Hair disheveled. Eyes unfocused. Lips swollen.

No underwear.

The hem of her skirt was damp.

“You’re learning,” she said, glancing down at him.

She walked past him.

Dropped her bag.

Didn’t even close the front door.

“Bedroom. Now.”

He followed.

She laid back on the bed and spread her legs without ceremony.

Her pussy was wrecked.

Red. Slick. Cum dripping from her.

He stared at it, eyes wide, breath short.

“I want to feel your mouth, not your thoughts,” she said.

He dropped between her legs and pressed his tongue into her without hesitation.

The taste hit him instantly—her scent, her juices, and the thick, unmistakable flavor of another man.

He moaned into her, cock twitching in his pants, rock-hard, untouched.

Her thighs wrapped around his head, squeezing gently.

She came fast. Loud. Hips grinding against his mouth.

Then she shoved him away.

“That's enough,” she whispered.

Ryan collapsed to the floor beside the bed, panting.

He slept on the floor that night.

She didn’t tell him to.

She didn’t need to.

She curled up under the covers, still bare, still smelling like someone else.

He laid at the foot of the bed, on the hardwood, still in the same jeans, still hard.

She didn’t say goodnight.

She didn’t say anything.

He didn’t expect her to.

The next morning, he woke to the sound of her moaning.

Soft. Muffled.

He opened his eyes.

She was lying on her back, legs spread, fingers working her clit, eyes half-lidded.

She was fucking herself with the toy he bought her two years ago. The one she used once and tossed in a drawer.

Now she used it without looking at him.

Her mouth fell open.

Her hips rolled.

She didn’t invite him up.

He didn’t move.

He watched.

When she came, she bit her lower lip and choked out a strangled noise.

Then dropped the toy on the bed beside her.

Ryan waited.

She eventually looked at him.

“I didn’t ask for company.”

He nodded.

“Make breakfast,” she said. “And clean that.”

She pointed to the toy.

He took it silently and did both.

By midweek, there were rules.

Not spoken. Not posted. Understood.

• He no longer came unless she allowed it.

• He didn’t initiate touch.

• He didn’t ask questions.

• He didn’t share her bed unless invited.

• And when she brought someone home—he watched.

Always.

She started leaving the door open now.

When she showered.

When she fucked.

When she came.

When she laughed on the phone with whoever was next in her rotation.

It didn’t matter if Ryan was in the room or two doors down.

She made sure he could hear her.

And every time he got hard, every time his balls ached, every time he shook with need and shame and heat…

She let him suffer.

On Thursday, she made him eat on the floor.

Again.

She placed a bowl on the tile—pasta, still steaming—and sat at the table above him in a silk robe, tits barely covered, legs open.

She’d just come home.

He could smell him on her.

“It’s polite,” she said, “to kneel before something you worship.”

Ryan dipped his head.

Ate in silence.

Her wine glass clinked.

That night, she gave him his new toothbrush.

Pink. Small. Embossed with glittery letters: SLUT.

He opened the box with shaking hands.

“Use it,” she said.

He did.

By Friday, she stopped speaking commands.

She didn’t need to.

He knew what she wanted by her breath.

The way she undressed.

The tilt of her head.

The way she dragged a finger down her chest as she stepped out of her heels.

Her silences had become orders.

He obeyed them all.

When the doorbell rang that night, Ryan answered it shirtless.

The man on the porch was taller than the others.

Lena met him at the door.

Wearing nothing but the trench coat.

She took his hand and led him past Ryan like he wasn’t there.

In the bedroom, she set the mirror on the floor.

At the base of the bed.

Positioned at an angle so Ryan could see everything.

She looked at him once.

“Sit.”

He sat.

Cross-legged. Hands on his thighs. Hard.

The man undressed.

Lena climbed on top of him.

She rode him slowly, eyes closed, biting her lip, sweat slicking her spine.

Ryan stared into the mirror.

His own eyes met his reflection—blank, obedient, hard.

He no longer looked like a husband.

He looked like a witness.


Chapter Eighteen
UNSPOKEN


There was no calendar anymore.

No schedule. No rhythm.

Only her.

She became the sun in his sky—rising, setting, warming, eclipsing—and Ryan simply adjusted. Her moods were the weather now. Her body, the seasons. And her silence… it wasn’t quiet anymore. It was language.

He heard the bedroom door open before dawn.

Soft click.

Not rushed.

He rose from the floor immediately, still naked, his knees aching from where he’d curled beside the foot of her bed. She didn’t say anything as she walked past him, robe slipping from one bare shoulder.

She left it that way.

On purpose.

He followed her to the kitchen.

The kettle was already whistling.

She poured herself tea.

Sipped.

Then held the cup near her mouth and looked down at the counter.

There were three slices of toast arranged on a plate. One was buttered.

She looked at the second.

Then the third.

Then back at him.

He stepped forward, eyes down, picked up the dry slice, and took a bite.

She nodded once and walked away.

That’s how mornings worked now.

Gesture. Silence. Obedience.

When she left the house, he didn’t ask where.

When she returned, he didn’t speak.

Sometimes she smelled like perfume.

Sometimes sweat.

Sometimes semen.

Sometimes all three.

He always met her at the door. Naked, on his knees, forehead to the floor.

She’d step past him, toss her bag on the couch, unfasten her jeans, and slowly peel her panties down her thighs—still damp, sometimes crusted—and hand them to him without a word.

He took them in both hands and pressed them to his mouth.

Once, she stepped over his lap as he knelt and sat gently on his face.

Not saying a word.

He came just from the weight of her against his mouth.

He didn’t tell her.

She knew.

He stopped watching TV.

He stopped looking at porn.

He didn’t need to.

Everything in him now responded only to her.

The sound of her coming down the hall.

The scent of her after she’d been used.

The glisten of her inner thigh when she spread her legs and said nothing at all.

Silence was permission.

Silence was direction.

He could read her eyes like a leash.

On Wednesday, she brought someone home in the middle of the day.

Ryan didn’t see his face at first.

Just the voice—deep, teasing. Confident.

She led him inside wearing one of Ryan’s shirts and nothing underneath.

She didn’t introduce them.

She didn’t ask Ryan if he was free.

She just walked past, fingers laced with the stranger’s, and nodded toward the bedroom.

The door didn’t close.

Ryan sat in the hallway, back against the wall, knees pulled to his chest.

He heard the moans.

Heard the slap of hips.

Heard the stranger say, “Goddamn, you’re tight.”

And Lena’s low laugh.

Not fake.

Not exaggerated.

Real.

She was louder with him than she’d ever been with Ryan during their entire marriage.

He came on the floor of the hallway, untouched.

Again.

That night, she didn’t speak to him.

She didn’t need to.

She stood over him in the bedroom—still nude, her skin glowing from sex—and lifted one leg over his shoulder as he knelt.

She tilted her hips forward.

Held the back of his head.

And guided his face between her thighs.

There was cum still inside her.

Still fresh.

Still hot.

She didn’t flinch as his tongue pushed into her, scooping, cleaning, drinking it down with reverence.

Only when he’d licked her dry, nose pressed against her clit, did she speak her first words in 36 hours.

“Again.”

The next morning, she let him eat at the table.

He thought it was a reward.

Until he saw what she’d laid on the plate.

A photo.

Not printed. Not from his phone. Not from her gallery.

A polaroid.

Lena on her knees.

Her mouth open.

Cum on her lips.

A man’s hand gripping the back of her head.

His wedding ring visible.

Ryan stared.

His toast went cold.

By Friday, she’d stopped even looking at him when she entered the room.

She only made gestures.

Snap of her fingers.

Tilt of her head.

Slide of her heel against the floor.

Each one was instruction.

He responded instantly.

He was naked constantly now unless told otherwise.

She made him eat from the floor.

Sleep on the cold tile of the bathroom.

He came only when commanded.

He didn’t need the internet.

He didn’t check his email.

His phone only held messages from her.

Images. Videos.

Silence between them.

That weekend, Lena hosted two men.

She wore nothing the entire evening.

Nude, hair loose, gold anklet on her left foot, wine glass in hand.

She didn’t offer them drinks.

She offered herself.

First on the couch.

Then bent over the kitchen counter.

Then on her knees in front of both of them at once.

Ryan was allowed to kneel three feet away.

One instruction was given:

"Don’t blink."

He didn’t.

Even when she looked up with cum on her tongue and held her mouth open for them to admire.

Even when she let it dribble down her chin and wiped it across her tits.

Even when she turned to Ryan and said nothing at all.

His eyes watered from the strain.

But he didn’t blink.

She came to him later in the night.

Still nude.

Straddled his chest as he lay on the floor, pinned him there with her thighs.

“I want you to stop thinking,” she whispered.

“I already have.”

“No… not enough.”

She leaned in close, her lips brushing his cheek.

“I want to make you forget who you used to be.”

He trembled beneath her.

“You’re not my husband anymore,” she said. “You’re not even a man.”

He nodded.

“You’re my silence,” she whispered.

“My shadow.”

“My heat.”

“My proof that I don’t need love to be worshipped.”

Then she grinded against his chest slowly, wet and dripping, using his skin to bring herself to a fourth orgasm.

She came with her teeth in his shoulder.

And her hand around his throat.

He didn’t sleep that night.

He didn’t move from the floor.

The ache in his knees was holy.

The bruises on his chest were sacred.

He could still smell the other men on her.

But more than that—he could feel the silence between them.

Loud.

Perfect.

Unquestionable.

And it was everything.


Chapter Nineteen
RITUAL


There were new rules now.

Not casual. Not improvised. Not responses to mood or impulse.

Formal. Structured. Recited.

She had written them down.

Printed them.

Posted them on the back of the bedroom door.

Lena called them “The Litany.”

Fifteen lines. Numbered. One-sentence commands.

1 You are not allowed to come unless instructed verbally.

2 You will sleep where I leave you.

3 You will open the door naked and on your knees.

4 You will keep your eyes on my face unless ordered otherwise.

5 You will clean every man who finishes inside me.

6 You will not speak unless asked.

7 You will be hard when I am in the room.

8 You will eat what I give you, when I give it.

9 You will wear what I leave out for you.

10 You will not ask who I’m with or where I’m going.

11 You will kneel for every orgasm I have.

12 You will thank the men who take me.

13 You will be the first to taste every mess.

14 You will suffer in silence when I ignore you.

15 You will love me more for it.

Ryan memorized it the first night.

He repeated it every morning, on his knees at the foot of the bed.

She listened with her eyes closed.

He repeated it again at night, forehead to the floor.

When he finished, she would either step over him—or onto him.

He never knew which.

Sundays became cleansing days.

He fasted. She didn’t allow him to eat until dusk.

She bathed in a claw-foot tub while he knelt naked beside her, whispering the Litany under his breath with each slow stroke of her washcloth. Every inch of her was bathed in silence and praise.

She came once, legs over the rim, fingers between her thighs, his mouth open below to receive what overflowed.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t flinch.

He just worshipped.

Monday mornings began with a ceremony of taste.

She left him sleeping on the floor of her closet and slipped out before dawn.

He never saw where she went. Never knew who filled her.

But when she returned hours later, she would enter the room quietly, wake him with a slap to the cheek—not hard, just enough to sting—and push her panties into his mouth.

Wet. Warm. Smelling of someone else’s cum.

He sucked them clean, eyes closed, knees spread.

She sat above him with her legs crossed, sipping coffee, sometimes texting her lovers, while he knelt and finished his breakfast.

Wednesday was mirror day.

She kept the tall one in the bedroom now, angled just right.

Every Wednesday night, she’d invite someone over.

Never the same man twice in a row.

She’d undress while standing in front of the mirror, Ryan sitting cross-legged behind her on the floor, his cock hard but untouched.

She’d spread her ass slowly. Cup her breasts. Pose.

Then she’d speak for the first time that night.

“Watch me change the shape of my body for someone else.”

And she did.

She moaned louder with them.

She took deeper thrusts.

She bent further, opened wider, held still longer.

Each time her body adjusted to fit them—to stretch, to pulse, to grip—she made sure Ryan saw it reflected perfectly.

When the man came, Lena would roll over, spread the mess across her belly or thighs with slow fingers, and make him kneel beside the mirror.

“See what your mouth is for,” she’d whisper.

Then he’d lick.

By Friday, his body had adjusted.

His cock stayed hard longer.

He came less frequently.

His balls ached daily, but it wasn’t suffering anymore.

It was function.

A lit candle before an altar.

The pain made the ritual feel pure.

She started referring to their sessions as “devotions.”

“At seven, I have a fuck date.”

“At nine, we have devotion.”

“At eleven, I come again. Alone. You watch.”

Each event had its place.

Its form.

She even bought a timer.

Set it.

Made him kneel for the full duration—five minutes, ten, once even forty-two.

She told him if he moved, the clock would reset.

He didn’t.

One Saturday, she brought home two men at once.

Tall. Loud. Confident.

They didn’t speak to Ryan.

They undressed and claimed her on the couch like they were entitled to her.

She straddled one while sucking the other.

Ryan was ordered to kneel facing the television, watching their reflection in the dark glass.

He wasn’t allowed to turn.

Not even when she choked.

Not even when she came.

Only when she snapped her fingers did he crawl over.

Both men came across her chest, face, thighs.

She laid back, glistening.

“Begin the sacrament,” she said.

He licked her clean.

Thanked them by name.

Shook their hands at the door, cock still hard, cheeks burning.

One of them smiled and said, “Good little husband.”

Lena laughed and kissed Ryan on the mouth right after.

Still wet with cum.

They had visitors more often now.

Friends.

Lovers.

Men who’d heard about her—seen photos, been whispered stories.

She started calling them "congregants."

Ryan stayed nude during all visits unless otherwise instructed.

She gave him a uniform once.

A white collar.

Nothing else.

She called him “Father.”

He served wine. Cooked dinner. Cleaned up quietly while she was passed between the guests.

One night, after three separate men had filled her, she collapsed onto the bed and called him over with a crooked finger.

“Take communion.”

He crawled onto the mattress and licked her thighs, her ass, the folds between her lips—everything.

All their cum.

All her sweat.

Every drop of evidence.

When he finished, she whispered, “You are absolved.”

The Litany changed after that night.

She added:

16 You are reborn in the evidence of others.

Ryan recited it every morning with the others.

By now, he could say them in his sleep.

And he often did.


Chapter Twenty
POSSESSION


She didn’t announce it.

There was no ceremony. No special guest. No line in the sand.

One morning, Ryan simply stopped being anything other than hers.

He knelt beside the bed before sunrise.

Not because she ordered him to.

Because his body needed it.

His cock was hard. Aching. Blue-balled for two straight weeks.

She hadn’t allowed him to come since the Tuesday prior.

She came six times yesterday.

Twice on the phone with a man he hadn’t yet met.

Once with her foot on his chest.

The other three—while he cleaned the floor with a toothbrush and her used panties stuffed in his mouth.

He came in his sleep that night. Without permission.

He woke up in tears.

She didn’t punish him.

She didn’t have to.

His own guilt crushed him for hours.

The rules weren’t written anymore.

They didn’t need to be.

He lived them.

Breathed them.

He was them.

She spoke less and less. Gestures replaced entire paragraphs. A finger to her thigh meant "open your mouth." A tap of her heel meant "get on the floor." A glance toward the mirror meant "watch me become someone else’s."

He never needed clarification.

Her body was scripture.

One night, she sat on the edge of the bed and told him the truth.

“You’re not mine because I broke you,” she said softly, stroking his hair.

“You’re mine because you wanted to disappear.”

He blinked.

“I see it in you,” she whispered. “You never wanted love. You wanted purpose. And now, you’ve found it.”

Her voice dropped lower.

“You are proof that surrender is freedom.”

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t cry.

Didn’t beg.

He leaned forward and kissed her ankle, lips trembling, heart still.

She let others watch now.

Not just men.

Women.

Couples.

Strangers.

She made Ryan serve drinks while her guests took turns with her body—on the bed, on the dining table, over the kitchen island.

She gave him nothing during these events.

No praise. No words.

Just an occasional nod or snap of her fingers when it was time to clean her.

They took turns filling her.

Sometimes three in a night.

Sometimes more.

One night, she was so sore she couldn’t stand. Her legs buckled in the hallway.

Ryan caught her mid-fall and carried her to bed, wrapped her in warm towels, and kissed her bruised inner thighs without asking.

She fell asleep with his mouth still between her legs.

One afternoon, she brought home a man who wore a suit, a wedding ring, and a grin that said he’d done this before.

He sat at the table. Watched Ryan clean the floor while Lena stood beside him, nude except for her heels.

“Are you proud of him?” the man asked.

Lena ran her fingers through Ryan’s hair.

“No,” she said.

“I own him.”

The man laughed.

“Same thing.”

Later, after the man left, Lena knelt in front of Ryan on the floor for the first time in months.

She touched his cheek.

“You’re not broken.”

He blinked. “I know.”

“You’re perfect now.”

“I know.”

“I’ll never love you.”

“I don’t need you to.”

“I’ll never stop using you.”

“I hope you don’t.”

“You’re mine.”

He kissed her palm.

“I always was.”

She branded him.

Not with a name.

With a rule.

Rule number fifteen.

“You will love me more for it.”

Tattooed above his right hip in delicate cursive.

She sat on his lap while it was done.

He bled.

He stayed hard.

She started filming him more often.

Not the men.

Not even herself.

Him.

Crawling.

Cleaning her.

Sobbing while he licked semen from her stomach.

Choking on her toes.

Coming untouched as she rode another man and told Ryan she forgot his name.

She called it “The Doctrine.”

She uploaded it in pieces to a private cloud.

She said it was insurance.

He didn’t ask against what.

Then, one night, she changed everything.

Not by doing more.

By doing less.

She came home late. Alone. Sore.

She stood in front of him while he knelt in his usual place by the door.

She lifted her shirt.

Showed him the bite marks. The bruises. The cum still drying on her thighs.

She opened her mouth and let a thick glob of spit fall onto the floor between them.

“Clean me.”

He leaned forward, opened his mouth, and pressed it to her thighs.

But she stopped him.

Fingers in his hair. Not cruel. Not rough.

Gentle.

Soft.

“I don’t want your mouth.”

He froze.

She knelt in front of him. Took his hand.

Placed it between her legs.

“Use this.”

He trembled.

She guided his fingers slowly.

“Feel what you’ve become.”

Her heat wrapped around his fingertips. Slick. Raw. Used.

He moved without direction.

She moaned once. Sharp.

Came quickly.

Collapsed against him, arms around his shoulders, breath hot in his ear.

“You're not just mine,” she whispered.

“You’re me now.”

He didn’t speak for the next three days.

Not from silence.

From completion.

He had become what she needed him to be.

Witness.

Servant.

Worshipper.

And in becoming that, he became whole.

The house was quiet now.

No tension. No hesitation.

She moved through it like a queen.

He followed like a shadow.

On the final night of summer, she brought home a stranger.

He was young. Barely thirty. Nervous.

She stripped slowly in front of both of them.

Climbed onto the bed.

Looked at Ryan.

“Sit in the chair.”

He did.

She beckoned the man forward, spread her legs.

He hesitated.

“Don’t worry,” she said, stroking his chest. “He belongs to me.”

“Is he⁠—?”

“Possessed,” she whispered. “By what I am.”

The man looked at Ryan, unsure.

Ryan didn’t flinch.

He smiled.

And watched her get fucked like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Because it was.


The Trophy Wife’s Rebellion


Chapter One


Crystal glasses chimed in the living room, and Sadie kept her smile steady. White lilies filled the entry like a polite wall. The caterers floated through the hall with tiny crab cakes and rounds of brie. Shaun checked his watch and then checked her face as if he owned the mirror.

“You look perfect,” he said, low enough for only her. “Just stick close for the first hour.”

“I always stick close,” she said. “That is the point of a trophy.”

He gave a warning smile that did not reach his eyes. “Not funny.”

“It was not a joke.”

Guests swelled through the door with warm laughter and perfume and the soft brag of money. The foundation’s director kissed Sadie’s cheek and went on about the literacy program, the gala, the matching funds if they hit their goal by the end of the quarter. Shaun slid a hand to Sadie’s back and steered her toward the biggest donors. She could feel his fingers flex, a quiet nudge that said, Not now, not from you, let me. Her mouth shaped nice words while her mind counted the seconds.

“Sarah, you hosted the auction last year, did you not?” said a woman in a black satin dress.

“I did,” Sadie said. “It was fun.”

Shaun laughed for both of them. “She was a natural. She kept the room calm. We were thrilled.”

“Thank you,” Sadie said, and she felt herself vanish right on cue.

Servers lifted trays. Someone told a joke about golf. Someone else planned a ski trip to a place with a name that sounded like a toast. Shaun was easy here. He was a man who moved money with a few calls and a firm voice. He was polite, quick to agree, good at ending a talk before it went stale. He stood taller with every nod he earned.

Sadie watched his profile and then looked away. The living room opened on glass sliders that faced the pool and the cabana. Evening dark turned the water into a blue sheet. A figure moved near the pump housing, lit by the mesh of the fence lights. She watched him coil a hose, forearms tight, shirt stuck to his skin. He looked up as if he felt her eyes and held her gaze for a beat that lasted too long.

Shaun followed her line of sight and then went back to the donors. “We had the system serviced,” he said to the man beside him. “Algae bloom last week. They sent a new guy. Works fast.”

The new guy lifted a test kit and checked the water. He was younger than Sadie, not a kid, but not yet frayed by the kind of nights that stayed in your face. He had a neat haircut and a small scar on his cheek, like a nick from a bike spill he did not hide. He took notes with a short pencil and tucked the strip into a plastic sleeve. She looked away first and tried to listen to the conversation again.

“So, Sarah,” the satin dress said, “how do you keep this place so perfect?”

“Lists,” Sadie said. “And help.”

“Mostly her,” Shaun added, smiling. “She keeps us on track.”

Dinner waited on the patio under strings of soft bulbs. Shaun started the toasts with his chairman voice. He thanked and praised and framed the cause in clean lines. Sadie stood at his side, smiling when she was supposed to smile. The guests faced them like sunflowers. She could feel the weight of their approval. It used to warm her. Tonight it cooled on her skin.

The pool tech finished at the far end of the yard, careful not to cut across the event. He kept to the side path and rolled the service cart with a steady grip. When he reached the gate near the patio, he paused, waited for a pair of guests to pass, and then looked over to Sadie again. She felt that look like a hand at the base of her neck. She held it and then lifted her glass.

Shaun set a palm on her waist. “You good?”

“I am fine,” she said. “You are doing your victory lap.”

“You are the closer,” he said, soft. “I need you to be warm with Deborah. Big pledge if we make her feel seen.”

“I can be warm,” she said. “Watch me.”

Deborah smiled and told a story about her first job. Sadie asked questions and laughed at the right points. She could do this with her eyes closed. Shaun nodded his thanks into his wine. The gratified weight on her shoulder never left. She could carry it, but tonight it scraped instead of sitting smooth.

When dessert landed and the staff cleared plates, the crowd relaxed and broke into pockets. The men drifted to talk about a sports franchise. The women leaned close to trade names of surgeons and schools. Sadie slipped toward the kitchen to breathe. She passed the slider and paused. The service cart was still there. The tech was adjusting a strap on the tank.

She pushed the door a little. The night slid in, warm and soft. He looked up.

“Is everything done?” she asked.

“Almost,” he said. His voice had a low rasp that sounded like late nights. “I want to check the timer once more before I go. The pump was fighting me earlier.”

“What is your name?” she asked.

“Kai,” he said. “With the pool service. I come Tuesdays, but we got called because of the party.”

“I am Sadie.”

“I know,” he said, then added fast, “From the work order.”

She smiled for real without thinking. “Thank you for rushing. The water looks good.”

“It will hold,” he said. “We gave it a shock yesterday, so it would be stable today. I will run the cleaner at dawn to pull whatever blows in.”

“Dawn?” she said. “That is early.”

“It is quiet then,” he said. “Easy to work.”

Shaun’s voice came from behind her. “Everything alright?”

Sadie did not turn. “Yes. He is finishing up. This is Kai.”

“Thank you, Kai,” Shaun said through the glass. “We appreciate it.”

Kai nodded and went back to the timer. Sadie closed the door and rejoined the crowd. Shaun took her elbow and kissed her temple. To anyone else, it might have looked sweet. To her, it felt like a seam being pressed flat.

“You kept your cool,” he said. “One more hour and we can clear the house.”

“One more hour,” she said. “I can do an hour.”

They finished the night with the kind of hugs that came with calendar invites. People promised lunch and gave air kisses. Someone forgot a scarf on the sofa. Someone left a bottle of red with a bow, as if this place needed another bottle of anything. Shaun walked the last guests to their cars and came back with a pocket full of compliments. He was bright and pleased. She was quiet and empty.

“Big night,” he said, dropping his tie on the counter. “We hit the number. Did you see Deborah’s face when I said the book van would carry her name on the side?”

“I saw,” she said. “It mattered to her.”

He leaned on the island and watched her take off her earrings. “You did great.”

“I stood and smiled,” she said. “It is not hard.”

“It is harder than it looks,” he said. “You make it look easy.”

“Maybe that is the problem,” she said. “No one asks me what I want because I make it look easy.”

He straightened and studied her. “What do you want?”

She almost laughed. The question was thin and late. “Do you really want to know, or is this another test?”

“I am asking,” he said. “I am here.”

“I want to be let out of the glass,” she said. “I want to be loud and wrong and messy. I want you to touch me like I am not a display.”

He moved, then stopped. “You are tired.”

“I am awake,” she said. “I am so awake I can feel my heartbeat in my ribs.”

He rubbed his brow. “We have an early meeting. I need to send the pledge summary. Can we talk in the morning when the dust clears?”

“The dust never clears,” she said. “It settles on me.”

He picked up his phone and stared at the screen. “I am trying, Sadie.”

“I know,” she said, and the words left her mouth like coins dropped in a jar. “I know you are.”

They cleaned the last dishes in a slow duet. Water ran. The dishwasher hummed. Shaun carried a tray to the pantry and came back with a look that said he thought they had solved something by naming it. He kissed her cheek and went upstairs. She let him go. The house went quiet except for the pump outside, a steady throat in the night.

Sadie walked to the slider again and pushed it open. The air smelled like chlorine and cut grass. The pool light cast a white path across the water. Kai was still there at the timer box with a flashlight in his mouth. He pulled it out and shut the panel.

“You are still at it,” she said.

“Now I am done,” he said. “Sorry. Did the noise bug you?”

“No,” she said. “It helps.”

He glanced at the dark upstairs window and then back at her. “I can come early to run the cleaner and skim. Less mess for your crew. No one will even know I was here.”

“Dawn,” she said, and she tasted the word. “What time?”

“Six,” he said. “Sun is barely up.”

She stepped onto the patio. Her bare feet found the grout lines between the tiles. “Do you always work alone?”

“Mostly,” he said. “We cover a lot of houses with a small team. If we do it right, you do not think about us.”

She looked at his hands. They were nicked and strong. He looked at her without flinching. She felt heat rise in her chest that had nothing to do with the night. It was not the look of a donor or a board member or a man who knew her as a prize. It was simple and focused and alive.

“Leave your number,” she said. “Sometimes the light in the cabana flickers. It drives me crazy. I would like to have someone I can text when it does.”

He took a card from his wallet and held it out. “Here. Text is best. If I am on a route, I will see it fast.”

She took it and read his name. “Kai Navarro.”

“That is me,” he said, and he smiled, quick and shy. “Good night, Mrs. Wilson.”

“Sadie,” she said. “Use Sadie.”

“Good night, Sadie.”

She watched him wheel the cart to the side gate. He lifted the latch and slipped out with the quiet skill of someone used to other people’s yards. She closed the slider and stood with the card in her hand. The house was bright and spotless and full of praise that meant little now. She tucked the card into the pocket of her dress and went upstairs.

Shaun was in bed with the lamp on, typing a last email. He did not look up right away. “Sorry,” he said. “One more. You alright?”

“I am alright,” she said. “Are you?”

“I am fine,” he said. “Big day tomorrow.”

She took off her dress and hung it on the chair. She moved through the bathroom on auto, washed her face, brushed her teeth, pinned back her hair. She watched herself in the mirror and felt a rule inside her crack. She turned off the light and slipped under the sheet.

“You cold?” she asked.

“A little,” he said. “Come here.”

She pressed her back against him and set his hand on her stomach. He did not move it. His breath slowed. He fell toward sleep with the ease of a man who had checked every box. She stared at the ceiling and counted again, not seconds now, but wants. Her phone lay on the nightstand like a dare.

“What do you want?” she whispered into the pillow. The question did not feel thin when she asked it to herself. It felt like a key.

She unlocked her phone and opened a blank message. Her thumb hovered. She thought of the blue water, the sound of the pump, the way Kai held her eyes as if he could see through the glass. She typed slow.

Hi. This is Sadie Wilson. The light in the cabana is flickering again. Can you come for an early service check tomorrow?

She stared at the text, then hit send. The little whoosh was soft and clean. She set the phone down and turned onto her side. Shaun’s hand slid off her stomach and rested on the sheet. She looked at the outline of his shoulder and tried to measure the shape of her life. Her heart kept a steady beat while the pump outside hummed along, and in the space between those two sounds she felt a door open. She did not close it.


Chapter Two


Dawn made the kitchen feel like a church no one went to anymore. The pump outside gave a steady hum, and the coffee dripped in slow brown beads. Sadie wore a thin robe over a ribbed tank and soft panties. Her skin still held the clean sting of last night’s makeup wipe. The slider glass was cold under her fingers as she looked out at the blue pool light.

Her phone buzzed once.

Here. Gate was open.

She carried the second mug out with her, steam curling into the cool air. Kai stood near the cabana in a dark hoodie, toolbox at his feet, hair damp from the morning mist. He looked up when the door slid. His eyes took her in and then dropped to the mugs like he did not want to assume anything.

“Morning,” he said.

“Morning,” she said. “Coffee?”

“Thanks,” he said. “You said the cabana light was acting up.”

“It keeps flickering,” she said. “Drives me crazy.”

“Let me see,” he said.

They went inside. The cabana was clean and simple. Towels, sunscreen, a small fridge that hummed. The overhead light did a quick blink, like a flinch. Kai set his toolbox down, took a screwdriver, and popped the plate. He worked with careful hands. Sadie stood close enough to smell the mix of soap and metal on his skin.

“You always start this early?” she asked.

“Best time,” he said. “No one around. I can get things right before people wake up.”

“I like things right,” she said.

“Me too,” he said, and he looked at her for real, not like a worker checking off a task.

She reached past him and tilted the blinds. They settled half open, a thin slice cut toward the house. Upstairs was dark. She felt that dark like it was watching back. She set her mug down and rubbed her thumb along the counter, and the soft grit of salt told her last night’s crew had missed a spot.

“I asked you here for the light,” she said, voice low. “But I want more.”

He was still for a beat. “Say it clear.”

“If I say stop, we stop,” she said. “If I say more, give me more.”

“Protection?”

“Yes,” she said. “Always.”

He swallowed and nodded, jaw tight, breath a little higher. He touched her hip, light at first, like he was asking a second time. She slid the robe open and let it hang. The tank top did nothing to hide the points her nipples made in the cool air. He looked, then brought his eyes back up like it took work to do it.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

“Kiss me,” she said.

He did. Careful at first. Then deeper when she moved with him. His mouth was warm and a little minty. His hands were steady, fingers spreading at her waist, thumbs pressing the bone. She kissed back hard, not sweet, not polite. She had been quiet for years. Not now. She made a low sound into his mouth and felt him answer with his own.

She pulled his hoodie up and off. The shirt under it clung to his chest. She tugged it over his head and dropped it on the bench. He was smooth across the ribs and hard at the stomach. A thin line of hair ran down into his waistband. She spread her palm and felt the heat there. He looked wrecked already and grinned like he could not help it.

“You sure?” he asked again, voice rough from holding back.

“Do not make me repeat myself,” she said, and she hooked her fingers in his waistband.

He stepped out of his shorts and underwear while she watched. His cock was thick and eager, and seeing it made her thighs press. He fished a condom from his wallet with a shaking hand, then paused and held it up for her. She took it, tore the wrapper, and rolled it down for him, slow on purpose. He hissed when her fingers stroked him. The latex snapped to the base, neat and safe.

“Clothes,” he said, almost a plea.

“Take them off me,” she said.

He pulled the robe from her shoulders. It slid like water and pooled at her feet. He lifted the tank and kissed the skin he uncovered inch by inch. He peeled her panties down and she stepped out of them. He looked at her like he had never seen a body so close, all open and simple. He touched the inside of her thigh and then looked at her face again.

“Good?” he asked.

“More,” she said.

He went to his knees and put his mouth on her with care. No rush. Just slow, steady pressure that grew when her hand found his hair. She told him what worked. She told him when to back off and when to keep going. His tongue was patient and exact. He moaned when she rolled her hips, and the sound hit her like another touch. She leaned back on the counter and let herself be greedy, one hand flat on the cool surface, the other tight in his hair, and for a moment she forgot the window was open.

A floorboard gave upstairs, soft but there. Shaun woke with that small shock a house gives when it changes its breath. He sat up and listened. The pump hummed. Water ticked against tile. The cabana light threw a pale rectangle on the lawn. He walked to the landing in bare feet and stopped in the shadow. Through the upstairs glass, the blinds of the cabana were a half-open eye. He saw two shapes. He saw a woman he knew by the line of her back. His hand closed on the rail, then let go.

Kai kissed up her body while he stood, mouth at her belly, then her breasts, then her throat. She scraped her nails down his shoulders and said his name. He pressed her to the counter and kissed her hard again. She reached down and stroked him through the condom to slick the latex. He groaned into her mouth. She turned and bent at the waist, spreading for him, feet planted, the counter edge under her palms. He put his hands at her hips and paused, forehead on her shoulder.

“Tell me,” he said.

“Slow first,” she said. “I want to feel all of it.”

He pushed in gentle, just the tip to start, then deeper when her breath went steady. The stretch bit and then melted. She let out a sound she had held for years. He went still and let her take him an inch at a time, the condom smooth and safe, the heat still pulsing through it. When he was seated inside her, he swore under his breath, soft and holy.

“Fuck, you feel good,” he said, voice shaking.

“Move,” she said.

He pulled back and pushed in, slow, his hands firm at her waist, the rhythm seeking and then set. The slap of skin was quiet under the hum of the pump. The light did one nervous blink and then held. She rocked back to meet him. He watched himself disappear into her, the sight doing something to his control he could not hide. She reached down and touched herself, simple and sure, not shy at all. He followed her cues and changed his angle until she gasped hard and told him to stay right there.

Upstairs, Shaun pressed his knuckles to his mouth. He should have gone down the stairs. He should have opened the door and made it stop. He could not move. Heat slid through him in a way that did not make sense. He knew the tilt of his wife’s head when she came. He knew that sound would be in her throat soon. He felt the ache of jealousy and the gut pull of arousal at the same time. He was not ready for either one, and both were true.

Sadie opened her eyes and looked to the window. She could not see him, but she knew. She could feel him like a shadow with weight. Kai slowed, worried he had lost her, and she reached back to grab his wrist.

“Do not stop,” she said. “He is there. He is watching.”

Kai went still for a breath. “Do you want that?”

“Yes,” she said. “Do not look away.”

He kept his eyes on her back, on the way her muscles moved under her skin. He drove into her steady and deep. She talked to him in small, plain words. Right there. Slower. Harder. Yes. He listened like it was a lesson he wanted to get right. She said his name again, then said her husband’s name, and her voice broke on it, not as a tease but as a truth. Kai shivered and held on.

She reached her hand down and rubbed tight circles while he kept the same angle. The pressure stacked clean. Her thighs shook and she braced harder on the counter. She looked at the glass and let him see her face. Her mouth opened and closed like she could not catch the air. She tipped, then dropped, and the climax snapped through her hard. She cried out once and bit her lip to keep from screaming. Her whole body went bright and wet and hot, and she did not hide any of it.

Shaun shut his eyes and saw it better. He breathed like he had run up a hill. His cock ached. He wanted to close his hand around himself and finish like a teenager, quick and rough and ashamed. He did not. He stood there with that want and let it burn. He stared at the streetlights going out one by one and hated how much he loved her right then.

“Keep going,” she said, voice low and raw.

“Yeah,” Kai said, almost unable to speak. “God, yeah.”

He held her shoulder and fucked her through the aftershocks, careful not to lose the condom. She pushed back at him, greedy for the last bites of pleasure. When she was ready she tightened around him slow and deliberate, and that was it. He groaned deep and broke, body shaking, cock kicking inside the latex. He held her tight and did not crush her. He stayed buried while his breath went ragged and then settled.

They stood there, joined, catching air. She stroked the back of his hand at her hip. He kissed the curve where her neck met her shoulder. He pulled out gentle and slid the condom off with care, tied it, and dropped it in the little trash can under the sink. He wiped with a towel and handed her another. Their hands shook once, then steadied. He kissed her slow, nothing greedy left, just thanks.

“Alright?” he asked.

“I am good,” she said. “You?”

He laughed under his breath. “I am not sure if my legs work.”

“They work,” she said, and she kissed him again.

He put the switch plate back on with careful, clumsy fingers. He tightened the screws and flipped the light. It glowed strong, no flicker, steady and bright. He grinned at the bulb like he had won a small fight that mattered.

“Fixed for real,” he said.

“I like it steady,” she said.

“Me too,” he said.

They dressed without hurry. She pulled her tank down and slid her robe back on. He tugged his shorts up and found his shirt on the bench. She watched him for a second and took a breath that felt like a clean start. He picked up the toolbox and stood, uncertain where his hands were supposed to go now.

“Tuesday like normal?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said. “And I will text if the light has a mood.”

He smiled, quick and shy. “I will be around.”

She walked him to the door. The sky had shifted to pale gold. A bird made a sharp sound in the tree like it knew a secret. Kai lifted a hand in a small wave and went through the gate. The latch clicked. He was gone. The world was the same and not the same at all.

Upstairs, Shaun moved from the landing only when the yard went still. He walked to the bathroom and turned on the shower and let the water hit him hard. He braced both hands on the tile and did not think about what that meant. He watched the glass fog and told himself to hold it together until coffee. He stepped out and dried off and stared at himself in the mirror and did not see a chairman. He saw a man with red eyes and a tight jaw who wanted to be angry and could not find a clean line for it.

Sadie poured coffee and sat at the island. Her legs felt loose and strong. Her chest felt open. She stared at the slider and did not flinch from the memory of her own sounds. She put the towel in the washer and set the cabana key on the counter like it was any other morning chore. The house smelled like roast and chlorine.

Shaun came down in a soft gray T-shirt and joggers. He stopped in the doorway. They looked at each other across a small field of tile that felt like a mile and an inch at the same time. He rubbed his thumb against his palm like he could rub out the shake.

“Could not sleep,” he said.

“I heard,” she said.

“I saw the light,” he said, voice low. “It was bright.”

“It was flickering,” she said. “Kai fixed it.”

He nodded and poured coffee. His hand shook once and steadied. He leaned on the counter and faced her. The air between them felt different. It was not the old clean quiet where nothing real could live. It had weight and heat and the shape of a fight and a kiss inside it.

“I did not look away,” he said.

“I know,” she said. “I asked you not to.”

He swallowed and stared at the mug. “I wanted to walk down there. I wanted to stop it.”

“You did not,” she said.

“No,” he said. “I did not.”

She held his eyes and did not soften it. “I am done being a display. I am done being handled.”

He nodded once like a man taking a hit and not falling. “We will talk.”

“We will,” she said.

He lifted the cup and took a long drink. He set it down and drew a breath that sounded like a new thing starting. He looked at the slider and then at her. He seemed smaller and more true in that moment, like the suit he wore at night had been a trick of light. She waited for him to say something cruel or brave. He did not. He picked up his phone and set it down again, like he could not choose the next move yet.

She turned and pulled eggs from the fridge and the butter from the door. The skillet heated and the butter melted and the day pushed forward like days do. She did not feel trapped by it. She felt like she had two hands on it. She cracked the first egg and watched the yolk hold together in the pan. She was not going to be quiet. Not today. Not again.


Chapter Three


Morning turned the kitchen tile pale and clean. The skillet hissed, and the smell of butter mixed with coffee. Sadie cracked eggs with a neat tap and slid them into the pan. She moved slow, like her hands wanted to think before her mouth did.

Shaun walked in wearing a soft T-shirt and hair still damp. He stood on the other side of the island and looked at her like she was a new room in a familiar house. He poured coffee and missed the mug by a touch, then wiped the drip with a paper towel. He did not sit. He did not know where to put his anger, or his hands.

“Are you going to say anything?” he asked.

“I am,” she said. “I am not going to say sorry.”

He let out a breath and leaned on his palms. “I wanted to stop you.”

“I know,” she said. “You did not.”

He stared at the steam lifting from his cup. “I could not look away.”

“I asked you not to,” she said. “I meant it.”

He ran a thumb over the rim of the mug, slow and steady. “I have no idea what this makes me.”

“It makes you a man who saw me,” she said. “That is more than I could say last week.”

He flinched, but he nodded. “Was it about me at all?”

“It was about me,” she said. “That includes you, if you let it.”

The eggs slid onto plates. She set one in front of him and sat with the other. Forks touched china. The pump outside gave its quiet hum through the glass. They ate like people who had not slept enough, short bites, long chews, eyes moving as if sound might come from the door.

He set his fork down. “Did you plan it?”

“Yes,” she said. “I texted him. I asked him to come. I left the blinds where you could see. I did not hide.”

He swallowed and nodded once. “Was he safe?”

“Condom,” she said. “You can check the bin if that makes you feel better. I am not going to pretend it did not happen.”

“That is not what I want,” he said. “I want to know where I stand.”

“You have been standing on my back,” she said. “At dinners, at parties, with your hand on my waist so I say the safe thing. I am done with that.”

He held her eyes for a long count. “I hear you.”

“I need a husband, not a handler,” she said. “I need to be able to speak and move and want. If I stay with you, I need you to make room for that.”

He nodded, and the nod looked like work. “I want to be enough.”

“You are my home,” she said. “That does not mean I am a room you lock.”

He looked away, then back. “Tell me how I fit when you do this.”

“Start by listening,” she said. “Start by not trying to spin it into a story that makes you the hero or the victim. Start by telling the truth about what it did to you.”

He drew in air and let it out slow. “I was jealous. I was angry. I wanted to knock on the glass. I wanted to walk away. I did none of that. I stood there and watched you, and I was hard the entire time. I do not know what to do with that.”

“Say it again,” she said, gentle now.

He flushed, but he did. “I was aroused. I was afraid. I wanted you more than I have in months.”

“Good,” she said. “That is a place to start.”

He picked up his fork and set it down again. “What happens now?”

“We talk about rules,” she said. “We talk about care and clarity. No ownership. No punishment. No games I did not ask for.”

“Safety first,” he said. “Condoms always. You tell me if you are going to meet someone, or at least tell me after the same day. I need to know, not find out from a towel in the wash.”

“I can tell you the same day when it is not planned,” she said. “And I will plan most of it. But I am not going to ask for permission.”

“I am not asking you to,” he said. “I am asking to be part of the truth.”

She nodded. “Then we will write it down tonight. Not a contract. Just clear words.”

He rested his forearms on the island. “I do not know if I can watch again.”

“You do not have to,” she said. “You also do not have to hide in a hallway if you want to come closer. You are allowed to be there. You are allowed to step away.”

He blinked, then gave a small, unsteady laugh. “I do not know the rules of this world.”

“Neither do I,” she said. “We make them.”

He looked at her plate, then at her mouth. “Can I touch you right now, or is that wrong after what you did?”

“It is right if you want it,” she said. “And if you hear me when I tell you what I need.”

He came around the island and stopped a foot away. He lifted his hand but did not set it on her yet. She slid her chair back and stood. He placed his palm at her cheek, careful like she was glass, which was funny, since the glass had just been broken.

“Tell me,” he said.

“Slow,” she said. “No push and pull. No test. Just you and me.”

He kissed her, soft at first, then deeper when she leaned in. His hand moved to her waist, not to steer, only to hold. She breathed against his mouth and felt her body answer him. It was not the sharp charge of the cabana. It was warm and close and familiar in a way that did not feel small. It felt like a place she could rest without being managed.

They walked to the bedroom in bare feet. He opened the drawer and took a condom without comment. He slid it on while she watched, and she liked that he did not make it a big speech. They took their time. He asked if she was alright. She told him how to move, in simple words. He listened. They made love without tricks, face to face, hands slow, eyes open. When she came, it was a quiet rush that let them both breathe. When he finished, he held her and did not let go fast.

They lay in the sheets with the shade cracked. Light drew a clean line across the floor. He rolled to face her and tucked hair behind her ear.

“I am scared,” he said. “I am also curious. I am not proud of either one, but they are here.”

“Pride does not help us,” she said. “Honesty does.”

He nodded. “I can do honest.”

She looked at the ceiling, then at him again. “I want to see him again. Kai.”

He swallowed, then nodded once. “I figured.”

“I want to see others too,” she said. “Not a list a mile long. Not spite. I want to see what my body does when I am not on display. I want to hear myself say what I need, not in a whisper.”

He searched her face. “Tell me what I get. Tell me where I live in this.”

“You get this bed,” she said. “You get the first and the last. You get to know. You get to ask for what you need from me, the way I ask for what I need from others. You get my love.”

He closed his eyes for a second and opened them. “I want to feel chosen.”

“Then be a man I can choose,” she said. “Stay with me when it is hard. Tell the truth. Touch me like I am here, not like I am a trophy you keep polished.”

He laughed once, short and sad, then real. “I can try.”

“Try with your mouth,” she said, and she kissed him again, not hungry now, just sure.

They dressed and changed the sheets because it felt like a clean step. The washer clicked on down the hall. He made more coffee. She rinsed plates and slid them into the dishwasher. The normal work of a morning moved between them like a rope they both held.

He checked his watch. “I have a ten o’clock.”

“I know,” she said. “I have a list for the house and a text to send about the pool timer.”

He took a breath and let it go. “Are we telling anyone about any of this?”

“No,” she said. “Not yet. Not until we know what we are saying.”

“Naomi will see something sooner or later,” he said. “She sees everything.”

“She can wait,” Sadie said. “The street can wait. You and I come first.”

He looked relieved at that, like a door had been propped open. “Tonight, after dinner, we write the rules.”

“We can try,” she said.

He caught the word and frowned. “That sounds like a dodge.”

“It is not,” she said. “I am saying we will sit and write. I am also saying we might argue and laugh and then get distracted. That is fine. We will keep at it until the words fit.”

He nodded. “I can live with that.”

He picked up his jacket and set it down again. He walked back to her and put his hands on her arms, a light hold, easy to break. “I love you.”

“I know,” she said. “I love you too.”

He kissed her forehead, then her mouth, and left for his office. She stood at the window and watched his car roll past the hedges. The pump hummed. The sun touched the pool and threw pale ripples over the ceiling. Her phone buzzed with a calendar alert for a delivery. She cleared it and opened her messages. She did not type anything yet. She let the quiet sit for a minute and felt how different it was. It was not a silent box she had to live in anymore. It was air she could breathe.

She shut the slider and locked it. She checked the stack of mail, sorted bills from flyers, and tossed the junk in the bin. The house felt less like a stage and more like a home where real voices could live. That mattered. It would matter tonight too, when pens and paper came out and they tried to put this on the page. They would not get it perfect in one try. They would keep at it. They would write and cross out and write again until the rules matched the truth they were building, and if it took time, then it would take time.


Chapter Four


The doorbell rang while Sadie folded a stack of towels. The house was quiet in a new way she liked. She wiped her hands on her jeans and checked the peephole. Naomi stood on the porch with a cardboard tray of iced coffees and a grin that said she brought news dressed up as a favor. The sun hit the stucco and the yard looked like a postcard that could talk.

“Peace offering,” Naomi said as Sadie opened the door. “And by peace I mean caffeine.”

“I will take both,” Sadie said. “Come in or stay out?”

“Out,” Naomi said. “Porch is better for gossip. Sound carries less. Also I do not want to love your kitchen more than I already do.”

They sat on the steps with their cups sweating in the heat. A gardener’s blower buzzed two doors down. A blue sedan rolled past slow, the driver doing the lazy loop people do when they hope to spot something. Naomi wore a striped dress and slides and had her hair up in a claw clip like she was ready for a sprint.

“You look happy,” Naomi said, eyeing Sadie’s face. “Like someone who slept and also did not.”

“I slept enough,” Sadie said. “You look like you did recon.”

Naomi smiled around her straw. “Group chat started early. Someone heard a pump at dawn and decided it was either a leak or a moral issue.”

“A moral issue,” Sadie said. “About a pump.”

“This street can make any noun into a scandal if you give it five minutes,” Naomi said. “Lorna woke up to her Ring camera and now she is convinced we should send a note about service hours. She sent a blurry still of a guy with a toolbox like she caught a ghost.”

“Kai,” Sadie said before she could stop herself.

“Pool tech,” Naomi said, like she was filing the name. “Young, quiet, cute. I saw him last week on your side yard.”

Sadie took a slow drink. “You keep a dossier now?”

“I keep this neighborhood from eating itself,” Naomi said. “I am on the board because if I was not, Lorna would be queen of fines and we would all be measuring our grass with rulers. I like my grass free range.”

“So this is a warning,” Sadie said. “Or a fishing trip.”

“Both,” Naomi said. “I want you to be ready, and I also want to know if I should bring popcorn to the next board meeting.”

Sadie laughed once, short and real. “You want the tea.”

“I want you not to drown in it,” Naomi said. “Different thing.”

They watched a pair of joggers pass. One of them glanced up, clocked them, and gave a neighbor smile that did not reach his eyes. Naomi waved like she had never been afraid of a porch in her life. She tucked a leg under and leaned closer.

“Lorna thinks she saw a shadow at your fence the other night,” Naomi said. “She thinks it means something ugly. She is pushing for a decency letter nobody needs.”

“Decency,” Sadie said. “My lawn is neat. My dues are paid. My bed is none of their business.”

“Say that slower at the meeting,” Naomi said. “And skip the bed line. We do not give them free headlines.”

Sadie looked at her cup and then out at the pool beyond the gate. “Do you care what I do?”

“I care if you are safe,” Naomi said. “I care if it hits the street in a way that hurts you for sport. I also care about good stories. I am a complex woman.”

“What do you need from me?” Sadie asked.

“Three things,” Naomi said, holding up fingers. “Keep service visits inside posted hours when you can, or park out of direct sight. Mind the blinds if you are making art with an audience. And if anyone sticks a camera where it does not belong, tell me first. I will handle the board before they handle you.”

Sadie sipped and let the rules sit. “And in return you get to know my business?”

“In return I get to stand next to you without guessing what I am defending,” Naomi said. “Also I get to tease you about the pool tech without being rude.”

Sadie raised a brow. “Tease then.”

“He has very good forearms,” Naomi said. “That is not a sin but it should come with a warning label.”

Sadie felt heat move up her neck and did not duck it. “Noted.”

Naomi turned her head, studying Sadie’s mouth like she could read the night there. “You look alive. Take that as a compliment. Most of the women here look like perfect cakes that no one ever cuts.”

“Maybe we should cut the cakes,” Sadie said.

“At least take a fork to the icing,” Naomi said. “Listen, Lorna is already halfway to righteous. You do not owe her anything. Just be smart. This street has more eyes than a peacock.”

“I am done living like a display,” Sadie said. “If anyone asks, I will tell them my house is not on the agenda.”

Naomi tapped her straw against her cup. “You do that in a board voice, you win. You need me in the room when it happens. I will shut it down.”

“Why?” Sadie asked. “Why help me?”

“Because I like you,” Naomi said. “Because I hate bullies. Because if they come for you, they come for the rest of us next. Also because your taste in dresses improves my view.”

“Honest,” Sadie said.

“Always,” Naomi said. “Come over for ten minutes. I have a list of which doorbells have cameras and which windows face which yards. If you are going to dance, at least know where the spotlights are.”

They crossed the hedges to Naomi’s side gate and slipped into a yard that smelled like basil and lemon. Naomi’s kitchen was bright and smaller than Sadie’s, with a neat cork board covered in takeout menus, sitter numbers, and a calendar with HOA meetings circled in green. A loaf of banana bread sat warm on the counter. A cat lifted its head from a chair and decided they were not important.

Naomi pulled out a legal pad and a pen. “Okay. Eyes on the street. Lorna at number nine has cameras front and back. She says they are for packages. She uses them for sport. Trevor across from you has motion lights that go nuts at raccoons. Mrs. Lang two doors down will call the city if a trash bin is crooked. Keep cars off the street at weird hours and you buy yourself quiet.”

“Noted,” Sadie said. “You run this like a city desk.”

“Somebody has to,” Naomi said. “Now tell me what you want so I know what kind of storm I am expecting.”

“I want to live in my skin without asking permission,” Sadie said. “I want my marriage to be honest. I want to choose how I am looked at.”

Naomi nodded like the answer pleased her. “Then we make that possible. I cannot make people less nosy. I can make them bored. Bored neighbors stop digging.”

“How do I make them bored?” Sadie asked.

“Predictable on the outside, wild on the inside,” Naomi said. “Smile at the dog walkers. Bring cookies to the block party. Keep the lawn tidy. When someone tries to peek, give them nothing to talk about. After a month, they will find a new shiny outrage.”

Sadie smiled. “You are very good at this.”

“I am very tired,” Naomi said, laughing. “I am also petty in a holy way. If Lorna sends a decency letter, I will bring a stack of actual bylaws and a highlighter and make her read them out loud.”

Sadie touched the edge of the legal pad. “I will not apologize for myself.”

“Do not,” Naomi said. “Just do not hand them a poster. And if anyone gets cute with a phone, tell me before Shaun stomps in there and makes it worse. I like him, but he has chairman energy. That works for donors, not for gossips.”

“He is learning,” Sadie said. “So am I.”

Naomi’s eyes softened. “You okay?”

“I am better than okay,” Sadie said. “I am a little scared. I am also not quiet.”

“Good,” Naomi said. “I like you loud. Loud women live longer.”

They finished their coffee and split the banana bread without plates. Naomi packed a few slices for Sadie in a paper towel with no fuss. She walked her to the side gate and checked the street with a quick look that said she had done this before. The cat watched them go like it might file a report.

“Text me if anything flares,” Naomi said. “And if you host a party, invite me so I can run interference while acting like I am judging the playlist.”

“You are invited,” Sadie said. “And thank you.”

“Do not make me regret it,” Naomi said with a grin. “Go be normal in public so you can be anything you want in private.”

Sadie stepped back into her own yard and felt the difference in the air. It was not guilt. It was a map. She walked to the slider and paused to look at the pool. The surface was flat and bright. The pump hummed like a heart you could trust. She closed the door and set the banana bread on the counter and checked the blinds out of habit. She was not going to live scared of a porch camera. She was going to choose when and how she was seen, and if the street wanted a show, they were going to be bored by the time the lights came up.


Chapter Five


Music sat low in the private club, a slow thrum under the clink of ice. The bar smelled like citrus peel and clean glass. Sadie found a corner stool where the lights hit soft and the bottles glowed like a row of little suns. Her phone showed a text from Shaun that said he would be in the upstairs boardroom for an hour. She slid it face down and looked up when the bartender walked over.

“You look like trouble I would thank later,” he said, smiling with his eyes first.

“Pour me something I will not regret,” she said. “Short and cold.”

“Easy,” he said. “I am Owen.”

“Sadie,” she said. “I am waiting on my husband. He is in a meeting.”

“Then I will be polite and fast,” Owen said. “House rules for the married.”

He shook a drink with quick wrists and slid her a coupe that tasted like lemon and a good secret. He leaned on the back bar and watched her taste it. He was lean and strong, neck tense when he smiled, forearms cut in a way that came from work and not a mirror. His hair was a little too long. His mouth looked like it stayed in trouble.

“That one is on me,” he said.

“I will tip heavy,” she said. “Do not get fired on my account.”

“I do not get fired,” he said. “I get invited to the good gossip.”

She took another sip. “You like gossip.”

“Only the kind I can be part of,” he said. “I saw you here last month. Fundraiser night. Red dress. You looked like the only person who was awake in a room full of sleepwalkers.”

She laughed, low. “I was wishing the roof would open.”

“Want me to open a door instead,” he said, voice easy, “or am I reading you wrong?”

She held his eyes. “If I say stop, we stop. If I say more, you listen. No rough stuff. No marks. Condoms, always.”

“Clear as glass,” he said, softer now. “You tell me where and how.”

“The back hall,” she said. “The one by the office door with the ice machine. Two minutes to check for anyone coming through, then five for us.”

He lifted a brow, pleased and a little shocked. “Five seems generous.”

“I am efficient,” she said, and she left her drink half full.

They moved without a show. Owen slid a barback into his place for a few minutes. Sadie took the long way around the lounge, head high, dress smooth. The service hall was dim, lit by a buzzing strip light, and smelled like limes and bleach. An ice machine chunked in the corner. She checked both ends, listened for steps, and then looked at him.

“Last check,” he said. “You sure?”

“Yes,” she said. “Kiss me.”

He kissed her like he had been thinking about it all month. His mouth was hungry and warm, hands careful at first and then firmer when she pulled him closer. She tugged his shirt free and slid her palms up his stomach. He shivered and laughed into her mouth like he could not help it. She pressed him to the wall and let the kiss run hot.

He reached for her dress and waited. She nodded. He eased the hem up, fingers brushing her thighs, slow enough that she could stop him if she wanted to. She did not. He groaned when his hand found her wet and ready. She held his wrist and guided his pace. She did not need him to guess. She needed him to do what she asked.

“Can you taste me,” she said, breath quick. “Fast and soft.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Tell me when to stop.”

He crouched and set his mouth to her. No games, no tricks, just a steady tongue and the right pressure, the kind that builds without burning out. She closed her eyes for a second and let her head fall back against the wall. He hummed when she rolled her hips, and the sound climbed through her. She kept one hand in his hair, gentle, and used the other to keep her dress out of the way. The ice machine dropped a sheet with a crack, and she bit a smile.

“Condom,” she said, voice shaking now. “I want you inside me.”

He stood and fished a foil from his pocket like he had hoped for this and did not believe it. He opened it, rolled it down, and looked to her again for the next move. She turned and set her palms on the wall, feet planted, hips back just enough. He lined himself up and pressed in slow, giving her time to take him. She exhaled all at once when the stretch settled into a full, sweet ache. He held still and let her push back until he was deep.

“Good,” she said. “Now move.”

He pulled and pushed in a tight rhythm that matched the lift of her breath. His hands fit her hips like he had been made for that grip. The condom slid smooth and safe. He kept his body close to mute the sound. She said short words to steer him. Right there. Slower. Harder. Yes. He listened and adjusted until she made a sound that turned his knees weak.

He bent and kissed her shoulder. “Tell me when you are close.”

“Almost,” she said. “Do not change a thing.”

He held the rhythm like a promise. She reached down and touched herself, small circles tight and fast. Heat stacked clean and high. She opened her eyes and looked at the dull shine of the exit bar and saw her own face in it, flushed and open. Shaun’s name rose to her mouth and she let it come. She whispered it once, then again, and felt the wrong and the right hit at the same time.

Her climax snapped through her sharp and bright. She caught the sound in her throat and shook with it, not polite, not hidden. He swore soft and held her while she rode it down. She squeezed around him, slow on purpose, and he broke with a rough breath, body pressed to her so hard she could feel his heart banging. He held still for a second, head against her back, then kissed the base of her neck like a thank you.

They stayed put, breathing. He slid out and pinched the base of the condom so it did not slip, then tied it and tucked it in a napkin from his pocket. She pulled her dress down and smoothed the fabric. He fixed his shirt and ran a hand through his hair. They looked at each other and both laughed under their breath, not from nerves, but because it felt wildly simple.

“You okay,” he said.

“I am good,” she said. “You?”

“I am going to think about this next time I cut limes,” he said. “That might be a problem.”

“Then work fast,” she said, and she took a folded bill from her clutch. “For the drink and the mess.”

“You do not have to,” he said, but he took it.

“I want to,” she said. “And Owen.”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you,” she said.

“Thank you back,” he said. “Text me a fake name if you ever want a quiet corner again.”

She fixed her lipstick in the black screen of her phone and wiped a smudge from his jaw with her thumb. She checked both ends of the hall. A server cart rattled far away. No one was coming. She slipped out first and took the curve past the lounge like she had only been in the restroom. Owen rolled his shoulders and walked back behind the bar, face calm, mouth ruined in a way only she would see.

Her phone buzzed. Shaun said, Running late, be up in ten. She put the phone away and finished her drink in two easy swallows. She breathed in and felt the rush settle into a steady hum under her skin. She stood, lifted her chin, and went to meet her husband.


Chapter Six


The elevator ride felt longer than it was. Sadie watched floors blink by in a tidy gold line. Shaun stood beside her with his jacket over his arm and the kind of quiet that made other people fill it. She did not fill it. She could still taste lemon on her tongue and the metal of a hallway she planned to name out loud.

In the car, city lights slid across the windshield. Shaun drove with both hands on the wheel like he was trying not to grip. Traffic opened. He glanced over once and then back to the road. She could feel him working through three different speeches and hating all of them. She waited because she had decided to bring the truth home and say it in their bed.

They walked through the front door and set keys in the bowl. The house smelled like soap and pool water and a little like her perfume. Shaun took off his shoes and looked at her like he wanted a fight and a hug at the same time. She opened her clutch, pulled out a hair tie, and lifted her hair off her neck.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

He nodded and did not pretend he did not know. “Okay.”

“I saw someone at the club,” she said. “Owen. The bartender.”

He closed his eyes for a second like a wave hit him. He opened them. “Did you do anything?”

“Yes,” she said. “I had sex with him. In the back hallway. It was fast. It was safe. I did not hide it from you now.”

He lifted a hand to the back of his neck and pressed. “While I was upstairs.”

“Yes,” she said. “While you were upstairs.”

He put his jacket on a chair and did not care that it wrinkled. “It hurts. I still want you. Both are true.”

“I know,” she said. “Both are true for me too. I want this and I want us.”

He walked to the kitchen and back like he needed a lap to hold the words down. He stopped a few feet away and looked at her face the way he had looked through the window, as if distance could not hide anything anymore. His voice was low and level.

“Tell me why,” he said.

“Because I wanted to feel alive in public,” she said. “Because I wanted to see if the world ends when I choose myself. Because I wanted to taste something I picked and bring it back to you.”

He breathed in and out like he was lifting weight. “Did you think of me?”

“I whispered your name when I came,” she said. “I did not plan to. It happened.”

He swallowed that and stood very still. “I do not know who that makes me.”

“It makes you my husband,” she said. “The one I come home to. The one who gets the first and the last.”

He nodded and sat on the edge of the bed. He stared at his hands like they were new. “I want to be enough.”

“You are my home,” she said. “I do not want a jail. I want a door I choose every time.”

He looked up. “Then tell me how to stand next to this without thinking I am losing you.”

“We put rules in place,” she said. “Clean and short. No ownership. No punishment. No games I did not ask for.”

“Condoms, always,” he said. “No exceptions.”

“Yes,” she said. “Always.”

“You tell me before if you can,” he said. “If not, you tell me the same day. I need to know. I need not to meet the truth by accident.”

“I can do that,” she said. “And you get a choice. If I plan something, you get to decide if you want to watch, join, or not be there at all. There is no test in that. It is a choice.”

He let a long breath go. “I can live with choice. I cannot live with guessing.”

“We will write it down,” she said. “Three rules to start. Condoms. Notice. Your choice to watch or not. We can add more later if we need them.”

He watched her as if those words were a bridge and he could feel it hold under his feet. “Tell me the thing you are afraid to say,” he said.

“I am going to see him again,” she said. “Kai. And maybe others. Not to replace. To learn myself. To bring it back to us.”

He nodded once and it looked like it cost him something and gave him something too. “Then tell me what I get. I need to hear it from you.”

“You get me,” she said, simple and sure. “You get my body and my love and my words. You get to ask for what you need and I will listen the way I ask others to listen. You get the first and the last.”

He stood and came to her like he had just made up his mind to move. He reached for her face and stopped an inch away. She took his wrist and pulled his hand to her cheek.

“Can I touch you?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Touch me like I am here.”

He kissed her. It was slow at first, then heavy when she pushed closer. There was no show. No rush. Just heat rising in a line they both could follow. He tasted like the drink he had refused and the quiet worry he had carried since the cabana. She broke the kiss and set her forehead to his.

“I need you gentle,” she said. “Not fragile. Just you. No steering.”

He nodded and lifted the hem of her dress. She stepped out of it and stood in her bra and simple underwear. He looked with hunger and care in the same breath. He undressed without a speech. He took a condom from the drawer and set it on the nightstand like a promise he planned to keep. He came back to her and let his hands map her hips and belly like he was learning a place with his eyes open.

They lay back with the lamp on low. He kissed her neck and shoulder and the soft inside of her arm. She spread her hand across his chest and felt how fast he was breathing. He moved lower and kissed the curve of her breast over the edge of the lace. She made a sound that told him he was on the right road. He pulled the cup down and took her into his mouth, slow and deep. She arched and held him there for a beat. He looked up to check that she was alright. She nodded and stroked his hair.

“Come up here,” she said. “I want your mouth on mine.”

He did. She rolled the condom on him herself, careful and slow, then guided him inside her with a sigh that took the last of the distance away. He went still to let her body take him. She shifted her hips until the angle was right, then drew her heels in and met his rhythm. They did not talk much. When they did, it was small words that made sense. Right there. Good. Yes.

He kept his eyes on her face. He let her see the hit of jealousy when it flashed. He let her see the heat that came with it. He did not hide his need. He did not try to outdo anyone. He just loved her like today counted. She cupped his jaw and held him close.

“Do you want me?” he asked, raw and young in a way that broke her a little.

“I want you,” she said. “More when you tell the truth.”

He pressed deeper and felt her clench around him. She reached down to touch herself, tight and steady, and he moved with her hand like he had learned from watching more than from guessing. The climax came soft and strong, like a rope pulled smooth. She let it take her without holding back. He kept moving through it and then lost himself in a small, hard surge that left him shaking. He held himself up so he did not crush her. She pulled him down anyway so she could feel his weight.

They lay in the warm. The lamp buzzed once and settled. He traced her collarbone with one finger. She breathed and let the hum of the pump fill the room from outside like a second heartbeat they both could hear.

“You are not going to punish me,” she said. It was not a question.

“No,” he said. “I am going to ask for what I need. I need you to come back to me after. I need to know when you go. I need the right to say I cannot watch that night and still be enough.”

“You have that,” she said. “Write it down.”

He reached toward the nightstand and took the pen from the little dish. He found the notepad they kept for shopping lists and wrote simple lines in his careful block letters.

Condoms always.

Notice before when possible.

Tell same day if unplanned.

My choice to watch, join, or step away.

We talk after. No punishment. No lies.

He tore the sheet free and set it by the lamp. He looked at her and waited.

“That is a good start,” she said. “We can add as we learn.”

He nodded. “I feel stupid for wanting to know every detail.”

“You are not stupid,” she said. “You are trying to make this real. Details help.”

He swallowed. “Tell me one thing about tonight that you liked. Then I will ask no more.”

She thought for a beat and kept her eyes on his. “The risk,” she said. “The quick quiet of it. And the way I said your name without planning it.”

He blinked and held her hand tighter. “Thank you for not lying.”

“I am done lying,” she said. “I am done being quiet to make us look good.”

He rolled to his back and dragged in a breath like the room had fresh air again. “Tomorrow we will be normal. Coffee. Work. Maybe a delivery.”

“Normal is different now,” she said. “That is not a bad thing.”

He turned his head and kissed her knuckles. “I want to see him sometime. Kai. Not to test you. To see what you want when I am close enough to choose my seat.”

“You can,” she said. “Not this week. Soon.”

He smiled without much light and then with it. “I can wait.”

They turned the lamp off and let the dark fill. He pulled her to his chest and did not fall asleep fast. She listened to his breath even out, then slide back to wake, then even out again. Her body was tired in the clean way that feels earned. Her mind was clear enough to hold both the heat and the cost. She liked the weight of his arm. She liked the rules in black ink. She liked the idea that being honest could be a kind of home.

Outside, the pool light put a soft bar of white on the ceiling. Inside, their rules sat on the nightstand, a small square of paper that might change their life if they let it. She closed her eyes and let the day end without a speech. She had said what she needed. He had too. That would have to be enough for the first night they told the same truth.


Chapter Seven


The studio smelled like charcoal and old paper. Long tables faced a low platform with a stool and a canvas drop cloth. Sadie signed in at the front and took a spot near the middle where she could see without feeling watched. The clock said six, and the room filled with the soft scrape of chairs and the snap of drawing boards. Micah rolled a cart of newsprint down the aisle and set a stack by her elbow.

“First time here?” he asked.

“First time in a long time,” she said. “I used to draw when I was younger.”

“You still do,” he said, not smiling, just sure. “Hands remember things the mouth forgets.”

He tapped the timer and the model stepped up. The model was a woman in a loose robe, late twenties, hair up, calm in her skin. She dropped the robe to a swimsuit and held a simple stand with a hand on her hip. Micah called for one-minute poses and the room woke up. Sadie let the charcoal move fast, not worrying if a line was exact. Her hand kept finding the throat and the curve of the hip. She pressed harder there without thinking.

“Good weight,” Micah said at her shoulder. “You see structure. What is the story?”

“I do not know yet,” she said. “I keep drawing the same parts.”

“Then your hand already knows,” he said. “Let it talk first.”

They moved to five-minute poses. The model sat and turned her face toward the window. Light fell across her chest and made a soft edge that Sadie wanted to hold. She changed sticks and tried to catch it with a smudge. The page turned into a map of quick choices. Her mouth pressed flat when she missed a line, then eased when a curve landed right where she put it.

Break came and the model put the robe on again. People chatted about paper and brands. Micah poured water into little paper cups and handed them around. He stood beside Sadie’s table and glanced at her pages without comment for a while. He did not crowd her. He only looked like a person who had time to see.

“You are not shy,” he said. “You are careful. That is different.”

“I am working on the part where I stop being careful,” she said.

He tilted his head. “In your drawing or your life.”

“Both,” she said.

He nodded as if he had heard that before but still liked it. “What do you want to see when you look at a body. Not what you think you should see. What you want.”

She took a breath and found the words. “I want to be seen while I am taken. I want my voice to matter while it happens. I want to be the one who says how the light hits and where the hands go.”

Micah did not flinch. He folded his arms and kept his voice even. “Then write the pose you want. We can find a way to live it safely.”

“How,” she said.

“I have a private studio on campus I can book after hours,” he said. “Sometimes the model cancels. Sometimes I have working sessions for people who want a space to explore. We keep it clean and clear. Everyone is an adult. We put consent in writing. No one touches without permission. If there is sex, it happens because you asked for it and because you, your partner, and the other party all agreed in clear words before we start. No one performs for me. I am there as a witness and a painter if invited. If you want your husband in the room, he sits in a chair and chooses how close he wants to be.”

Sadie held his eyes. “You have done this before.”

“I have hosted sessions for couples who want to be seen without being put on display,” he said. “Sometimes it stays a drawing session. Sometimes it becomes more. Safety first, always. The room belongs to the person whose story we are making. It would be yours.”

“And the model,” she said. “Who would that be.”

“I can ask a few people I trust who understand the rules,” he said. “If you prefer someone you already know, that can work too, but the rules do not change.”

She thought of Kai’s hands and the way he listened. Then she thought of a space where she could point and say the word now and have it mean what she wanted it to mean. “I want to plan one,” she said. “I want to write it out and then do it.”

“Good,” he said. “Write the beats. Where you stand. What you wear. What words open the scene and what words stop it. Every yes is spoken. Every no is honored. We will meet for fifteen minutes before to say it all out loud.”

The break ended and the model returned to the stand. Ten-minute pose now, back arched, arms lifted, the shape clean and hard to miss. Sadie drew the long line of the spine and thought about a chair in the corner and Shaun’s hands on his knees while he watched her take what she wanted. Her chest felt tight in a way that was not fear. It was the feeling of a door opening and a foot stepping through.

Class wrapped at eight. People clapped for the model and rolled their papers and talked about parking. Micah wiped his hands and gave her a slip with a date and a time block and the studio number. His voice stayed steady. He did not try to make it special. He treated it like any other session, which made it easier to want.

“Text me your outline when you have it,” he said. “I will confirm a model who meets your needs. If you want your husband to sit in, I will add a chair and leave the door unlocked until you are ready.”

“I will tell him tonight,” she said. “Thank you for the room.”

“Rooms are easy,” he said. “Honesty is the hard part. You already started that.”

She packed her pencils and newsprint and walked out into the evening. The air was warm from the day. The parking lot lights buzzed like they always did. She sat in the car with her keys in her lap and stared at the little slip with the time and the studio. She opened her messages and typed.

Would you sit in the room if I asked you to. There would be another man. It would be safe. I would be the one who chooses what happens. I want you there.

Shaun wrote back fast, like he had been waiting for a chance to say yes to something. I will sit where you need me. I want to be there. Tell me when. I want to meet the painter first.

She closed her eyes and let that land. She typed Micah’s name and the time and pressed send. She added the building and the floor. She put the little slip in her bag and started the car. The drive home felt short. The rules sat easy in her head. The truth sat easy in her chest. She unlocked the door and stepped into her own house with the sense that tomorrow had a shape she could draw before she lived it.


Chapter Eight


Micah’s studio sat on the second floor, down a short hall that smelled like clay and pine cleaner. Inside, tall windows wore blackout curtains that could move by hand. A padded bench stood near a low platform, and a single straight chair waited in the corner with a small table beside it. A paint-stained sheet hung from a peg. The room felt simple and private, like it knew how to hold a secret without making a show of it.

Micah checked the dimmer and set the light low and warm. He spoke in a steady voice that did not ask for attention, it kept it. “Green for go, red for stop. Use your words. If any of you say stop, the scene ends. No questions. No shame. Everyone clear?”

“Clear,” Sadie said.

“Clear,” Shaun said, and he looked at the chair, then at her.

“Clear,” said the model, a man Micah introduced as Rey Alvarez, thirty, life model and dancer, steady eyes, easy smile. He wore soft track pants and a loose tee, hair cropped close. He stood with his hands open so the room could see he had nothing to hide.

Micah set a clipboard on the side table. “You signed, we reviewed limits. No rough play. No pain. Condom use required. Sadie leads. If she wants a pause, you pause. If she wants more, you ask before you give it. Shaun, you choose your seat and your distance. You can sit out, join, or leave. You are not trapped here.”

Shaun looked at the chair again and then at his wife. “Where do you want me?”

She breathed in and let it out slow. “In that chair. Close enough to hear me. Hands on your knees unless I ask.”

He nodded and took the chair. He set his palms flat. He looked like a man who had trained for boardrooms and now had to learn a different job. He met Sadie’s eyes and held them. “I am here.”

Sadie turned to Rey. “Stand by the bench. Shirt off.”

Rey pulled the tee over his head and folded it on the platform. He was wired with dancer muscle, not big, but sure. His ribs showed when he breathed. He waited without fidgeting.

“You good?” Micah asked, looking at Sadie, not checking on anyone else first.

“I am,” she said. “I want slow. I want my words to matter. I want to be seen.”

Micah nodded and moved back behind an easel. He did not pick up a brush. He just watched like a witness. “Begin when you are ready.”

Sadie walked to Rey and reached for his wrist. She placed his hand on her hip. “Here.” She took his other hand and set it just under her breast. “Here. Do not squeeze. Hold.”

“Yes,” Rey said.

She lifted her blouse over her head and folded it on the bench. Her bra went next. She stood in a simple skirt and nothing else. She turned so Shaun could see her face, not her back. She stepped between Rey’s feet. “Kiss me. Not hard.”

Rey leaned in and kissed her soft. He tasted like water and wintergreen. He did not push for more. He waited for her to open. She did, little by little, until the kiss went warm and full. She broke it and touched his mouth with two fingers.

“Good,” she said. “Hands lower. Slow.”

He slid his hands down her back and settled them on her hips again. She lifted her skirt and put his palm at the top of her thigh. She looked to the chair and found Shaun’s eyes waiting. “I want you to see me.”

“I am seeing you,” he said, quiet but sure.

Sadie turned Rey by the waist and guided him to sit on the bench. She stepped between his knees and pulled her skirt up around her hips. She pushed her underwear down and kicked them away. She took his hand and brought his fingers to her, wet already, and pressed his knuckles so he could feel what she wanted.

“Do you want my mouth first,” Rey asked, voice steady.

“Later,” she said. “Condom.”

He reached for his track pants and pulled a foil from the pocket. He opened it clean. She took it from him and rolled it down his cock slow, careful, the latex snug at the base. She stroked him once over it and watched his breath hitch. She moved to straddle him and paused.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Tell me what to do.”

She sank down on him slow, an inch at a time, letting her body take him. The stretch burned and then turned sweet. She breathed through it. She set both hands on his shoulders and let her weight settle until he was inside her deep. She closed her eyes for a second and then opened them to the man in the chair. “Do not look away.”

Shaun did not. He sat with his hands where she had asked, knuckles white, chest tight. He held her gaze and let his face show what he felt, not proud, not a mask, just there.

Sadie began to move, slow and deliberate, lifting and lowering, finding the angle that sent heat in a clean line. Rey kept his hands at her hips, not leading, just holding her steady when she wanted to drop harder. She told him what to do in small words. “Stay there. Deeper. Slower. Yes.” He listened and matched her. He did not try to take over. He let her set the pace.

“Your mouth,” she said, tilting his head. “My breast.”

He took her nipple into his mouth and sucked gentle. She hissed and then moaned. She put her palm on the back of his head and held him there while she rode, rhythm tight and measured. The bench creaked once and settled. She looked at Shaun again and found him watching her like prayer without the church.

Micah asked from the side, soft. “You okay?”

“Good,” she said. “More.”

Rey slid a hand up her back and held between her shoulders while he sucked. She rolled her hips slow and tight and felt the pressure climb. She took her hand off his head and reached down between them, fingers slick, circles tight and fast. Rey’s cock moved inside her with heat and drag through the condom, every stroke pushing her higher in clean clicks.

“Say my name,” Shaun said, low, like it cost him but gave him something too.

She held his eyes. “Shaun.”

He breathed out hard and sat deeper in the chair, but he did not look away. His throat worked. He did not move his hands from his knees. He stayed like he promised and let the scene live without trying to steer it.

Sadie changed her angle and the pressure landed right where she needed it. She felt the wave stack. She pressed down and circled tight and fast. The room went narrow to her body and the chair. Her mouth opened and sound came out that she did not try to hide. She said Shaun’s name again, louder, and the climax snapped through her sharp and full. She shook and held Rey’s shoulders and rode it until it let her breathe.

Rey groaned and held still so the condom did not slip. He clenched his jaw and waited like a gentleman while she finished. She laughed once in an exhale and kissed his mouth soft. “Now.”

He held her hips and thrust up into her with the same pace she had set. Not harder, just right. She rocked with him, warm and open, her body still sparking. He shivered with the need to ask if it was okay to finish and she gave him the nod before he spoke. He closed his eyes and let it take him, a low sound in his throat, cock kicking inside the latex. He held her and then eased her down when he was done.

They stayed joined for a few breaths and then parted with care. Rey slid the condom off and tied it, dropped it into the lined bin by the easel. He wiped with a towel and handed another to her. She cleaned up without a fuss. Her hands shook once, then stilled. Micah took the paint-stained sheet and stepped forward.

“For you,” he said.

She took it and wrapped it around her shoulders. It smelled like linseed and chalk. She turned and walked to Shaun. He stood without being told and put his hands to her face, thumbs on her cheeks. He looked wrecked and tender at once.

“I am here,” he said.

“I know,” she said. “Thank you.”

He kissed her once, clean, nothing greedy. He did not press his body to hers. He made room for her to sit if she wanted. She did. She sat on his lap with the sheet around her and rested her head on his shoulder. He let out a breath like something had finally set down.

Micah spoke from the edge, still steady. “You did well. Do you want five minutes alone before we debrief?”

“Yes,” Shaun said.

“Five,” Micah said, and he faded to the hall, leaving the door not quite closed.

Rey pulled his shirt on and stood with his hands loose at his sides. “You okay?” he asked Sadie.

“I am good,” she said. “Thank you for listening.”

“Thank you for telling me what you wanted,” he said. “That made it easy.”

He gave her a small nod, gave Shaun the same, respectful and simple, and moved to the far corner to clean his hands again. He kept his head down and his presence small, professional to the end.

Sadie breathed in and out against Shaun’s neck. The sheet scratched her skin in a way that felt right. He stroked her hair back and found her eyes.

“What did you see?” she asked.

“You,” he said. “Not a show. You.”

She smiled a little, tired and warm. “Do you still want me?”

“Yes,” he said. “More when you look at me like that.”

Her eyes shone in the low light. She kissed him again, then stood and slid her blouse back on under the sheet. The room was still and sure. The rules had held. The heat had, too. She looked at the bench and then at the chair and felt a clean line from one to the other that had not been there before.

Micah stepped back in with a notebook he had not written in. “Ready to close?” he asked.

“Ready,” Sadie said.

“Any harm?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “Good nerves only.”

“Any needs?” Micah asked.

“Water,” Shaun said, and Micah handed him a bottle without a speech.

“Next steps,” Micah said. “You can book again. You can leave it here. You can ask for a different light, a different pace, a different partner. Your call.”

“Thank you,” Sadie said. “For the room.”

“Rooms are easy,” Micah said. “Honesty is work. Keep doing that.”

They gathered their things. Rey waved once from the sink and left by the back door. Micah turned the dimmer down and opened one curtain an inch to let the night in. Sadie folded the paint-stained sheet and set it back on the peg. Shaun took her hand.

“Home?” he said.

“Home,” she said.

They walked out with the quiet that follows a storm that did not break the roof. The hall smelled like clay again. The stairwell was cool. The door to the street opened like any other door, and yet the air felt different on her skin. They crossed to the car and did not rush. In the seat, Shaun reached across and rested his hand on her knee. She covered it and held.

They drove without much talk. They did not need to fill it. The night had weight and a clean edge. At a red light, she looked over and saw his jaw loose for the first time all day. He turned his palm up and she pressed her fingers into it. The light went green. The road opened. The rules had not cracked. The love had not shrunk. The heat had found a place to live without burning down the house.


Chapter Nine


Steam rose from the takeout boxes and fogged the glass tabletop. Sadie sat cross-legged in sweatpants with her hair up, chopsticks clicking as she hunted for a pepper shrimp. Shaun had a notepad and a pen beside his plate like the rules might run if he did not pin them down. The house felt soft and used, the way a place feels when people have told the truth in it. They ate until the first edge of hunger was gone and the quiet landed clean.

“I keep replaying the studio,” he said. “It should make me sick. It did not. It hurt. It also did something else that felt good.”

“Compersion,” she said. “It is a word people use for that.”

“I thought it was fake,” he said. “Tonight it was not.”

“I liked that you stayed,” she said. “I liked that you asked me to say your name and then let me lead.”

“I was afraid I would ruin it,” he said. “I did not. That counts.”

She reached for the pen and the notepad and set them in front of him. “We have rules. We can make them better.”

He nodded and read what he had written last time. “Condoms always. Notice before when possible. Tell same day if unplanned. My choice to watch, join, or step away. We talk after. No punishment. No lies.”

“I want both kinds of nights,” she said. “Watched nights and secret nights. I will tell you the same day if it was not planned, but I need room to choose surprise sometimes.”

“Then we put a window on it,” he said. “Same day means before midnight. If you are away, you call. If you cannot call, you text the truth. No story, just the facts.”

“Good,” she said. “And no repeats without a talk first, except Kai.”

He looked at her, surprised at how fast the name came. “Except Kai.”

“He is a soft spot,” she said. “I do not want to give him up yet.”

“I can live with that,” he said after a beat. “Add it.”

She wrote in clear print and slid the pad back to him. He read the new lines twice and then a third time, like he was testing each word with his teeth. He put the pen down and rubbed his jaw.

“One more for me,” he said. “No sleepovers unless we plan it days in advance. And if you need a morning after to yourself, say it out loud so I do not guess.”

“Yes,” she said. “No sleepovers unless planned. If I need space the next day, I say it.”

He added those and underlined the last one. He looked lighter. He looked a little wrecked. He looked real. She leaned back in her chair and watched him breathe.

“My phone is going to buzz,” she said. “I can feel it.”

Right then it did, a soft trill beside the soy sauce. Kai: Tuesday route shifted. I can swing by tomorrow night if the timer is still weird.

Shaun caught the name on the screen. He swallowed once and then lifted his eyes. “Invite him. Tomorrow night. Eight. I want to stand closer this time.”

Sadie felt heat go through her, clean and simple. “You sure.”

“I am sure,” he said. “This is me choosing my seat.”

She typed fast. Tomorrow at eight. I want the cleaner run and the timer checked. And I want you. He replied with a thumbs up and a little water drop that made her laugh into her hand. Shaun heard the laugh and smiled like it cut a knot inside him.

“I need notice before the hallway kind of thing,” he said. “Bar, hotel, whatever. If you cannot warn me, I need the truth right after, not a week later.”

“You will get the truth,” she said. “No lies and no delays. It keeps the house clean.”

“And I need this,” he said, tapping the paper, “to mean we forgive small mistakes as long as the next move is honest. If you miss a text by an hour, I do not punish you. If I panic and say something dumb, you do not use it to shut me up later.”

“Grace,” she said. “We can write that without making it fuzzy.”

He wrote Grace for errors, repair with words and touch. He put the pen down and pushed the pad to the middle of the table like a plate to share. She read the page again and felt the shape of their life settle into place a little more.

“Thank you,” she said. “For not trying to win.”

“I am trying to stay,” he said. “Winning is not the same thing.”

They cleared the cartons and tucked leftovers in the fridge. He rinsed the plates and she wiped the table. The work was small and felt like a promise. They washed their hands and stood in the kitchen light with the paper between them.

“What do you want from tomorrow?” he asked.

“Slow,” she said. “Words. Your eyes. The hose afterward because it makes me laugh.”

“I can do that,” he said. “I may touch you. I may step back. I will not make a show out of either one.”

“Good,” she said. “Ask Kai to bring extra filters. It gives us cover.”

He laughed and shook his head. “You are savage.”

“I am practical,” she said. “And a little savage.”

They turned off lights and walked the house. The slider lock clicked. The pool light sent white bars across the ceiling. He set the notepad on the counter and put a magnet on it like it might blow away. She stood beside him and read the lines one more time.

“Say them,” he said. “Out loud.”

“Condoms always,” she said. “Notice before when possible. Same day truth if unplanned, before midnight. Your choice to watch, join, or step away. No repeats without a talk, except Kai. No sleepovers unless planned. If I need space, I say it. We talk after. No punishment. No lies. Grace for errors. Repair with words and touch.”

He looked satisfied and a little raw. “Tomorrow at eight.”

“Tomorrow at eight,” she said.

They went upstairs with the easy silence of people who had finished important work. In bed, they lay back to back for a minute, then rolled toward each other at the same time and laughed. She put her hand on his chest and felt his heart settle. He kissed her forehead and did not try to start anything they could not finish. They closed their eyes with the rules between them, not like a wall but like a map, and the hum of the pump made the house sound steady again in a way that had nothing to do with pretending.


Chapter Ten


Night warmed the patio stones and turned the pool lights into a soft blue glow. The hedges held the yard like a quiet wall. A box of new filters sat by the gate as cover. The cabana smelled like sunscreen and clean towels. Sadie tied her hair up and checked the chaise to make sure the cushion would not slide.

Kai came through the side gate at two minutes to eight, toolbox in hand, shirt clean, eyes bright. He nodded to Shaun first like a man who knew the house had rules. Shaun nodded back and kept his voice even. “Thanks for coming.”

“Timer, filter, anything else you want me to check,” Kai said.

Sadie stepped closer and set the tone. “Yes to the timer. Yes to the filter. And yes to me.” She looked at both men so there was no guesswork. “Condom on. Slow first. If I say stop, we stop. Shaun is in the room. He can touch me if I say yes. He does not direct you.”

“Clear,” Kai said.

“Clear,” Shaun said, steady.

They walked to the chaise by the pool where the light painted the water in strips. Crickets sang past the hedge. The pump hummed like a low drum. Sadie sat on the edge and slipped off her sandals. She stood and stepped close to Kai, fingers at his waistband, eyes on his.

“You good?” he asked.

“I am good,” she said. “Kiss me.”

He kissed her slow, not shy, careful with his hands while he learned her mood. She opened to him and tugged his shirt up. He pulled it off and tossed it on the chair. She trailed her fingers down his chest and felt his breath break.

Shaun stood near the end of the chaise with his hands at his sides. He watched them without hiding that he watched. Sadie turned her head a little so he could see her face and not just the shape of her body. “Come closer. I want your eyes on me.”

“I am here,” he said, moving two steps in. “I am not going anywhere.”

She unzipped her dress and let it fall. The night air kissed her skin, cool where the water light touched, warm where Kai’s hands warmed it. She took a condom from the little basket by the cabana door. She tore the foil and rolled it down on him with a slow twist of her wrist that made his knees soften.

“Tell me the pace,” Kai said, voice rough in the best way.

“Slow first,” she said. “I want to feel it.”

She straddled him on the chaise, one knee on each side of his hips, feet planted for balance. The cushion dipped under their weight. He held her waist and did not pull. She set him at her entrance and sank down inch by inch, breathing through the stretch until the ache turned sweet and full. She leaned into him when she took all of him, both hands on his shoulders.

Shaun’s breath caught and then steadied. He reached out a hand, paused, and asked, “Can I touch you?”

“Yes,” she said, eyes on his. “Here.”

She guided his palm to her shoulder. His hand was warm and careful, no push in it, only care. She began to ride, slow and sure, lifting and lowering her hips in a rhythm that found a groove fast. The water light slid over her skin. The sound of the pool mixed with the soft slap of their bodies and the edge of her voice when she let it out.

Kai held steady under her, eyes on her face, listening for each cue. “Right there?” he asked.

“Right there,” she said. “Do not change it.”

Shaun looked wrecked and proud. He kept his hand where she had put it. “You are beautiful,” he said. “Look at me.”

She did. She rode Kai and watched her husband like she was showing him a secret she trusted him to keep. She spoke in small words that shaped the pace. “Deeper. Slower. Yes. Do not rush.”

Kai slid one hand up her back and cupped between her shoulder blades. He took her nipple in his mouth when she pressed him closer. He sucked gentle, then let his tongue circle, then sucked again when she said yes. She rolled her hips and felt heat climb clean and quick. She reached down and touched herself, tight circles that matched her rhythm. The chaise creaked once and settled.

“Talk to me,” Shaun said, low.

“I feel him, thick and hot,” she said, voice shaking. “I feel you here with me. I want both.”

“I am with you,” he said. “I love you.”

She changed her angle by an inch and the pressure landed. Her mouth fell open and closed. She breathed, then pushed, then breathed again. She kept her hand moving and kept her eyes on Shaun. The build was clean and simple and hard to fight. She let it come. She gave a small cry that went sharp and honest. She grabbed Shaun’s wrist and pulled him in by the hand on her shoulder.

“Kiss me,” she said.

He leaned in and kissed her as she finished, her body clenching around Kai, heat sparking in waves that made her shake. She moaned into Shaun’s mouth and rode the edge out until her breath dropped. Kai held still while she took it, condom steady, hands steady, eyes blown wide like he was the one being taught.

She rested her forehead to Shaun’s for a second and smiled in a way that made his knees look weak. She turned back to Kai and kissed him deep, simple thanks with teeth in it. “Now,” she said, breath back but still rough. “Give me more.”

He held her hips and drove up into her with the same pace she had set. Not harder, just right. She rocked with him, warm and open, the aftershocks turning into new sparks. Shaun stayed close, hand still at her shoulder, eyes full. Kai swore under his breath, quiet and honest. “You feel so good,” he said. “Tell me if you need me to stop.”

“Do not stop,” she said. “Finish with me on you.”

He groaned and chased the edge, jaw tight, breath clipped. She tightened around him on purpose, slow and firm. That broke him. He shuddered and pressed deep, head tipped back, a rough sound low in his throat as he came into the condom. He held her and breathed until he could move without shaking.

They stilled. Water lapped the tile. The pump hummed. Night held its breath like it was listening in. She slid off him slow and sat back on his thighs, one palm flat on his chest to keep him with her. He slipped the condom off with care, tied it, and set it in the small lidded bin by the chaise. He wiped with a towel and handed one to her. Their hands shook once, then steadied.

“You okay?” Shaun asked.

“I am good,” she said, smiling at both of them. “You?”

“Good,” Shaun said, and it sounded like a hard thing he was proud to say.

“Good,” Kai said, still catching air. “Thank you for trusting me.”

Sadie stood, legs a little loose, and reached for the hose. “Cleanup.”

She turned the sprayer to a soft fan and held it over her skin. The water came cool and clean. She hissed and laughed at the same time. Kai stood and lifted his hands in mock surrender while she rinsed his chest and stomach. He laughed too, head back. Shaun stepped in and took the hose when she handed it to him.

“My turn,” she said, turning slow so he could wet her shoulders and back. He did, careful and playful, lifting drops to her neck with his fingers, not teasing, just close. She tilted her face up and closed her eyes. The water beaded and ran. The night felt like theirs.

They dried off with cabana towels. Kai pulled his shirt on and checked the timer box for a minute so the neighbor story would hold. He scribbled on a service slip with a hand that did not shake anymore. “New filter in. Timer reset. Same schedule.”

“Thank you,” Shaun said. “Drive safe.”

Kai nodded, looked to Sadie once more like he wanted to say something and found he did not need to, then clicked the gate and slipped into the dark. The latch dropped with a neat little sound. The yard went quiet except for water and crickets.

Sadie pulled her dress on and did not rush with the zipper. Shaun came behind and zipped it for her, slow. He kissed the back of her neck, soft. She leaned into him and let her head rest for a second on his shoulder.

“How are you?” he asked.

“Alive,” she said. “Hungry in a good way. Happy.”

“Me too,” he said. “A little sore in the heart. Also proud.”

She smiled and turned to face him. “Thank you for staying. Thank you for touching me when I asked.”

“Thank you for asking,” he said. “Do you want bed or couch or nothing.”

“Bed later,” she said. “Now I want to sit here and let the blue light touch my legs.”

They sat at the edge of the pool with their feet in the water. The chill bit and then eased. He leaned on his hands and watched the lines of light move over her calves. She watched the ripples and felt the inside of her body settle. They did not talk for a while. They did not need to fill the night. When they got up, they took the towels to the washer and set the service slip by the sink like any other house chore.

Inside, the house felt soft and honest. The rules had held in the air where they counted. The love had not shrunk from sharing space with heat. She turned off the lamp and went upstairs with him, not to chase more, but to sleep with a clean pulse and the sense that tomorrow could be simple. The pool light threw pale bars across the ceiling as they climbed. The hum of the pump steadied the hall. They left the slider locked and the hose coiled. The night did not ask for more, and neither did they.


Chapter Eleven


The community room smelled like dry coffee and lemon cleaner. Folding chairs made neat rows facing a long table with name tents and a plastic pitcher of water. A whiteboard listed Agenda in marker that had faded to gray. Naomi sat in the center seat with a fat binder and a highlighter. Lorna Hicks stood near the urn in a crisp blouse, clutching a printed photo like it was evidence from a trial.

Sadie took a chair in the second row. She wore jeans and a linen shirt and no apology. A few neighbors looked at her, then away in the polite way people look when they want a story and do not want to be caught wanting it. Shaun had offered to come. She told him no. This part was hers.

Naomi tapped the gavel hard enough to make the mic pop. “Call to order. We have landscaping, pool key cards, and the block party budget. New business at the end if time allows.” She looked at Lorna without looking at her. “Let us keep it short and inside the bylaws.”

Landscaping took five minutes. Pool keys took three. The budget turned into a short tug over the price of a bounce house. Then Lorna lifted her hand with the stiff elbow of a person used to getting the floor.

“New business,” Lorna said. “We have a decency issue. Service workers in backyards at dawn. People moving behind fences after dark. I have a still from a Ring camera that suggests inappropriate behavior. We have standards.”

A rustle went through the room. Naomi did not look away from her binder. “This is not on the posted agenda. Also, decency is not a bylaw. If you mean noise, that is Section 5.2. If you mean contractor hours, that is 6.1. If you mean morality, it is not our job.”

Lorna held up the paper. The picture was a blurry band of blue and two shapes near a fence line. “We are a family community. Children live here.”

Sadie stood before Naomi had to. “My dues are paid. My lawn is neat. My private life is not on the agenda.” Her voice was calm. It did not shake. “If there is a noise form filed about my address, I will address it. If there is a contractor outside posted hours, I will address it. My bedroom and my patio are not under this board.”

A man in the back coughed and hid a smile in his hand. Marla, the secretary, looked at the whiteboard like it might save her. Naomi flipped her binder to a tab marked Rules and slid a sheet free.

“Section 6.1 says service hours are seven to seven,” Naomi said. “If anyone has a complaint about work before seven, you file the standard form. The board does not investigate blurry photos. We do not police shadow shapes. We do not legislate what consenting adults do on their own property if it does not violate noise, safety, or architectural rules.”

Lorna flushed. “You are saying we should let anything happen.”

“I am saying if it is not in the bylaws, it is not in the meeting,” Naomi said. “We are not the taste police.”

A hand went up in the second row. Gus Tran, treasurer, tapped his pen. “I move that we table anything labeled ‘decency’ and direct any neighbor who has a concrete concern to the proper form. No fishing expeditions.”

“I second,” Marla said, grateful.

“All in favor,” Naomi said.

Hands went up across the row, fast from some, slow from others who wanted the performance of thinking. “Motion carries. Lorna, if you have a noise form, submit it. Otherwise, we are done with this item.”

Lorna tried for one more pass. “We have children.”

“So do I,” Naomi said, eyes flat. “And they hear more at the public pool than they ever will from a quiet backyard. If your Ring picks up someone else’s yard, point it at your own porch. We are adjourned unless anyone has actual HOA business.”

Chairs scraped. People stood. The low buzz of talk filled the room. Some faces were tight. Some were amused. A few came up to ask Naomi about mulching schedules like nothing had happened. Lorna shot Sadie a look that mixed warning and frustration, then gathered her purse with quick hands and stalked out.

Naomi waited until the stragglers thinned. She slid the binder shut and came to Sadie with a look that was half friend, half field captain. “You did fine.”

“I said what I planned,” Sadie said. “My hands did not shake.”

“They can shake later,” Naomi said. “Two notes. Keep service calls inside posted hours when you can, and keep the blinds honest. You do not owe them shame, but you also do not need to donate them a show.”

“I know,” Sadie said. “Thank you for the shield.”

“I did not shield you,” Naomi said. “I read the rules. The rules shielded you. Also, I like winning.”

Gus stopped on his way out. “If anyone gives you grief, send them to forms. I do not audit rumors.” He nodded once, neutral on purpose, and left.

Sadie exhaled and felt something unclench that had been waiting since the group chat started. She gathered her bag and followed Naomi to the door. The hall was dim and cool after the stale room. They stepped out into a pink-tinged evening that smelled like cut grass.

“Block party is next month,” Naomi said. “Smile at the grill, bring a bowl of something, and be boring in public. Bored neighbors move on.”

“I can do boring for an hour,” Sadie said. “Then I go home and live my life.”

“Exactly,” Naomi said. “Text me if Lorna gets cute with her camera.”

They walked to their cars. Across the lot, two people leaned together and whispered with the posture of people who wanted to be seen whispering. Sadie unlocked her door and looked back at the community room. The window showed folding chairs and a whiteboard and a job done. The board could not tell her who to be. The street would still watch for a while, because that is what streets do when they are hungry and bored. She could live with that. She had allies, rules, and a house that belonged to her again, and that felt like enough for one clean night.


Chapter Twelve


Weeknight quiet wrapped the hotel hallway like a soft coat. The carpet muted Sadie’s steps and the ice machine hummed somewhere far away. She unlocked the room and set her purse on the dresser. The city buzzed low outside the window, a steady glow that felt like permission. When she texted the room number, her hands did not shake.

Owen knocked once and stepped in with a half smile and two sodas from the lobby cooler. “I have all night unless you tell me I do not.”

“You have me for as long as I say,” she said. “Condom on. I say when we change. No rough stuff.”

“Clear,” he said, softer now. “Tell me where you want me.”

They sat on the bed and shared fries from room service, laughing when the salt burned their lips. She told him what she liked in plain words and he listened like it mattered. When she pulled him close, he kissed her slow, not a performance, just heat and care. Clothes came off in small moves that made space for yes and time to breathe.

He went to the bathroom and came back with a wrapped condom in one hand and a towel in the other. She took the foil from him, looked him in the eyes, and nodded. They slid under the lamp light and let the sheets warm under them. She guided the pace, steady at first, then deeper when her breath evened out. He checked on her with short questions and she answered without flinching. They did not rush. They paused for water and a joke about the hotel art. They learned enough of each other’s rhythm to let the quiet carry them forward.

She turned him to the mirror for a while and watched her own face soften when she felt good. He stayed close and warm and careful. When she needed a break, they ate more fries and sat with bare feet pressed together at the end of the bed. The second time was slower, more sure, less nerves and more trust. He followed her words and let the night be simple on purpose. When it ended, it felt like they had used every minute well without squeezing it too hard.

She showered and wrote a fog heart on the mirror with the back of her knuckle. Owen rinsed his hair and sang one bar of an old song under his breath. They dressed in the easy way of people who had nothing to hide from themselves. He kissed her cheek at the door and waited for her call, not a promise, just a clean goodbye. She locked the room and sat on the bed with the lamp still on.

Her phone lit her hands. Shaun answered on the first ring. “Home,” he said, voice low. “I am listening.”

“I planned it and kept it safe,” she said. “Condoms, water breaks, no games. I chose the pace. I chose the finish. I felt brave and not cold.”

“Tell me what you wanted most,” he said.

“I wanted to choose and not flinch,” she said. “I did both. I watched myself in the mirror for a minute and did not look away.”

He breathed out like that helped him too. “Are you okay.”

“I am good,” she said. “I want to come home and sleep in our bed.”

“Come home,” he said. “I will leave the lamp on.”

She checked the room one last time and slipped the key in the envelope. The elevator was empty, the lobby soft with music, the doorman kind in a way that felt like quiet respect. She drove with the window cracked and the radio low. When she walked in the front door, the house smelled like laundry and clean skin. Shaun was on the couch with a blanket and the notepad still on the table. He stood and opened his arms. She went into them and let the night settle. They did not need to explain the rules again. They had kept them. They had kept each other.

They sat and talked in low voices until their words ran out. He kissed her forehead and did not push for more. She rested her cheek on his chest and felt his heart find a slower beat. When they went upstairs, they moved like people who had done hard work and wanted sleep. The lamp clicked off. The pool pump hummed outside. She dreamed of a mirror that did not judge and a door that opened when she asked, and when she woke in the dark she felt his hand in hers and knew she had brought it all back like she promised.


Chapter Thirteen


By sunset the yard looked alive. Lanterns made soft bowls of light over the grass. A rented speaker sent out a steady beat that asked for talk but not shouting. The buffet table ran from a platter of cold fried chicken to Naomi’s seven-layer dip with a sharpie note that said “no mystery nuts.” Kids chased bubbles near the side gate. The pool lights painted the water a soft blue, like a promise that this night could stay calm.

Sadie moved through it with a simple plate and the kind of smile people returned without thinking. She touched shoulders, said hello, and kept count of the small things that made a party feel safe. Napkins here. Trash bags tied there. Her body felt awake in a way that was not loud. It was the quiet hum of a motor that had been tuned.

“Peace offering,” Naomi said, sliding in with a tray and a grin. “Veggie skewers. And I brought a shield.”

Sadie laughed. “You always bring a shield.”

“I hang it next to my good spatula,” Naomi said. She nodded toward the street. “Lorna did two drive-bys already. I saw the brake lights from my window. She is hoping for a scandal she can print on church paper.”

“Put your shield by the hedges,” Sadie said. “If there is trouble, it will start there.”

Naomi posted herself at the edge of a group and began a loud talk about extension cords and fire codes. She did it with a bright tone that forced anyone nosy to smile and nod. Across the yard, Kai worked the drink tub in a plain tee. He cracked sodas for the teens and twisted beer caps for the dads and never looked bored. He stacked the metal caps in a neat little pile like he was counting something no one else knew.

Micah stood near the jasmine hedge with a plate he was not eating. He had the quiet presence of a person who watched for the moment when someone needed company. He saw Sadie and did not move right away. He waited until she looked like she had room for him. Owen showed up in a black button-down, fresh off his shift, and handed Sadie a sleeve of limes like a joke offering.

“I brought currency,” he said. “It spends at every bar.”

“It buys you a plate,” she said. “You can cut them here if you feel useless.”

“I never feel useless holding a knife,” he said, and he winked, then lowered his eyes like he knew the line walked a little hot in a backyard.

Shaun stood by the grill with Gus, talking about the block party budget in a way that made Gus’ shoulders drop. He wore a simple polo and the expression of a man who had decided this was his home and not a stage. When he saw Sadie, his mouth softened. He lifted his water and gave a small nod that said I see you and I am okay.

Music shifted down to an old R&B track. Sadie eased the fader herself to keep the volume on the warm side. A small boy spilled ice near the tub and Kai crouched with a towel, moving fast so no one slipped. Naomi intercepted Lorna with a question about bylaws that had no answer by a buffet table. Micah drifted closer at last.

“You hosting or floating?” he asked.

“Both,” Sadie said. “Hosting for the nosy. Floating for me.”

“You look steady,” he said.

“I am,” she said. “It helps that I wrote rules in black ink.”

“I like black ink,” he said. “You want a walk where it is cooler.”

She glanced at Shaun. He watched the grill like it mattered, then lifted his eyes. He gave a small nod like a door opening. Sadie followed Micah onto the hedge path where the light thinned and the jasmine grew thick. The speaker fell away to a pulse at the edge of the air. Crickets tried to out-sing it and failed, which was fine.

They walked slow. Micah did not crowd. He held his plate in one hand and a folded napkin in the other like it was the only thing he could think to hold. He cleared his throat once.

“Say stop and I stop,” he said. “I want to kiss your neck. Only that.”

Sadie’s breath left and came back easy. “Do it.”

He stepped close and set his mouth where her jaw met her ear. He kissed slow, not a show, not a push. His lips warmed her skin in little presses that made the rest of the yard go soft. His hand hovered near her hip and did nothing else until she touched his wrist and set it there. He stayed at her neck and let the scent of jasmine do half the work for him. She let her head tip and closed her eyes for a beat. He did not take it farther. The kiss stayed a kiss.

Footsteps scuffed on stone. Shaun stood at the mouth of the path. The light from the pool back-painted him. His face was honest. It held a pinch and a calm at the same time. Micah lifted his head right away and stepped back without being told.

“Tell me to stop and I stop,” he said.

Sadie pressed two fingers to Micah’s chest. “Stop.” She turned to Shaun. “We are not lighting a match tonight.”

Shaun’s jaw worked and then let go. “I am okay,” he said. “I needed air.”

“I know,” she said. “Thank you for taking air.”

He nodded and moved aside. He did not stalk. He did not act like he had been wronged in public. He gave the path back to the party like he was handing a microphone to a friend. Sadie slipped her hand down Micah’s sleeve and led him toward the open area where people stood with plates and cups and had normal talk about mulch and movies. Micah gave a small “thank you” that held no push and went to refill water without making a scene.

Naomi slid in at Sadie’s side with the timing of someone who had played this game before. She handed Sadie a napkin and a look that said everything. “The hedge is closed for repairs,” Naomi said, bright enough for anyone nearby to hear and not think about.

“Boring in public,” Sadie said. “That is the theme.”

“It has a nice ring,” Naomi said. “You are doing great.”

Lorna made another loop with a smile that had teeth. Naomi blocked the view with her own shoulder and launched a cheerful story about power strips. Owen carved limes with the calm of a man who had learned speed by necessity and not for show. He watched Sadie only when he thought no one could see, and when he caught Shaun’s eye by accident, he lifted two fingers in a quiet hello and looked down.

“Everybody good?” Kai asked, setting a pitcher of water on the table. “Do I need to move the tub to the shade?”

“You are perfect,” Sadie said. “Thank you.”

He gave her a quick look that said present but off-duty. He shifted the tub himself and made it look like nothing. Two teens clapped for no reason. The faculty from Micah’s art class drifted toward the grill. Marla from the HOA pointed at the dessert table like it was the real problem in life and laughed for the first time all year.

“Dance with me,” Shaun said, appearing at Sadie’s side with two waters.

“Here,” she said. “In full view.”

“Right here,” he said.

They swayed next to the buffet like people who had decided to be plain on purpose. His left hand held hers. His right hand set on her hip, light and sure, not steering, just there. He looked at her mouth and then her eyes. He did not ask a big question. He did not make a speech. He let the small act say the thing.

“I saw you,” he said, soft. “Under the hedge.”

“I saw you,” she said. “At the mouth of the path.”

“I did not want to be the guy who makes a scene at his own party,” he said.

“You were not,” she said. “You were the guy who takes air.”

“I needed you to see me walk away,” he said.

“I saw you,” she said. “I want you. I also wanted to feel a mouth on my neck. Both are true.”

He nodded and then nodded again like it needed saying twice. “Give me a rule for the hedge.”

“Kissing only,” she said. “If it goes past that, we leave.”

“Deal,” he said.

They danced to a song that was not really for dancing. It was for standing close and letting your heart beat slow. Naomi raised her water from across the yard like a toast to two people doing something hard and doing it well. Gus wandered past and said the bounce house could come down ten percent in cost if they skipped the dinosaur skin. Marla said the cupcake baker owed her a favor after that time with the raffle and would deliver for free. The world became small and normal, which was the only magic they needed.

The night softened. The sky went from pale to dark. Lanterns brightened as the sun let go. The kids got tired and fussy and went home with their parents before the crying could start. Owen finished his shift as lime cutter and slipped away with a nod for Shaun and a longer look for Sadie that held no promise, just a shared memory of a hallway. Micah stacked plates and took out trash bags without drama. Kai wiped the edge of the tub and told a teen to stop catapulting ice with the scoop. He did it with a smile that made the teen listen.

Sadie walked the fence line once more to read the night. Lorna stood at the curb with a friend and whispered with posture. Naomi turned and gave them a wave like a coach with a winning team and no time for hecklers. The friend made a face like a child caught stealing candy and drove away. Lorna lingered, then left. The gate latch clicked. The air seemed to admit it would not be getting a show.

“Speech,” Naomi said to Sadie as she passed with a stack of cups. “Two lines. Go.”

“Thank you for coming,” Sadie said, standing on the first step near the patio. Her voice carried without strain. “Please take leftovers. If anyone needs a cooler, I have three. If anyone wants to help me stack folding chairs, I love you forever.”

People laughed. People clapped. People made stacks because it felt good to move and not be told what to think. The DJ wrapped the cord. The speaker went silent. The kids left chalk drawings on the concrete that would wash away in the morning and that was fine.

Naomi hugged Sadie like a teammate after the buzzer. “You won two games at once,” she whispered. “The party and the hedge.”

“I had help,” Sadie said. “You were holding the shield.”

“Always,” Naomi said. “Text me if Lorna tries a Part Two.”

“I will,” Sadie said. “Thank you.”

They cleaned the last plates and slid bags to the side of the house. Kai loaded the tub in the shed for morning. Micah carried the extra chairs into the garage and leaned them where Shaun pointed. Owen sent a goodnight text with one lime emoji and a thumbs up that made Sadie smile. The last car reversed out of the driveway. The porch light clicked off. The night took a deep breath.

Inside, the house had the good mess of a party that went right. Empty cups near the sink. A smudge of dip on the counter that would wipe clean with hot water. A lost blue flip-flop waiting on a chair. Sadie leaned her hip into the kitchen island and watched Shaun rinse tongs. He set them to dry and turned to her with that new, simple face he wore at the end of good work.

“That went almost too far,” he said.

“It did,” she said. “Thank you for not letting it go past.”

“I wanted to pull you through the hedge and say mine,” he said. “I did not. I am proud of that.”

“I am proud of you,” she said. “Kissing only. If it goes past, we leave. That is a real rule.”

“It is written,” he said, tapping his temple, then the notepad on the counter.

“Do you want bed,” she asked. “Or couch. Or nothing.”

“Bed,” he said. “But slow.”

“Slow is all I have,” she said.

They turned off lights and went upstairs with the soft, heavy bodies of people who had carried a night without breaking it. She brushed her teeth and he put the notepad back on the nightstand where he could see it in the morning. They lay on the bed not to chase the high, but to rest beside it. He stretched out and patted his chest. She set her head there and listened to the steady drum under his skin. He ran his hand over her hair, not to pet, but to connect.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know,” she said. “I love you too.”

They did not need to make a show of it. They did not need to draw the blinds tighter than they were. The rules were landing. The house was honest. The street could watch and get bored. Inside, they could breathe. The pool pump hummed out back and the blue light threw thin bars on the ceiling. Sleep came easy, not because nothing had happened, but because something had, and it had not broken them.


Chapter Fourteen


The house went quiet after the last bag of trash hit the side yard. The dishwasher clicked on and hummed. Sadie set the folded tablecloths on a chair and rubbed her neck where Micah’s mouth had been. Shaun wiped the counter with short, neat strokes like he was trying to scrub a thought that would not move. They stood a few feet apart and let the silence show how full the night was.

“I wanted to pull you through the hedge,” he said. “I wanted to say mine and end it.”

“I know,” she said. “I still wanted his mouth on my neck.” She kept her eyes on his. “Both are true.”

He breathed out hard. “It scared me how much I wanted to claim you.”

“It scared me how easy it was to tip,” she said. “I knew better. I pushed the edge.”

He set the towel down and leaned on the island. “Give me a rule I can guard.”

“Kissing only in public,” she said. “If it slips past that, we leave. No talk. No vote. We go.”

He nodded, slow and careful. “I can guard that. If I say I need air, you let me take it. You do not chase me into a fight.”

“I will let you walk,” she said. “I will not make a scene.”

They went upstairs with that in their mouths like a pill you take with water. In the bedroom, Sadie pulled the pins from her hair and set them in a dish. Shaun sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his hands. He looked like a man who had come back from something and did not know how to come closer yet.

“Say the ugly parts,” she said. “We can take it.”

He looked up. “I worry I am just an audience. I worry the next time I am not invited in.”

She stepped closer and touched his jaw. “I worry you only want to watch. I worry you do not want to touch me anymore.” She kept her hand there. “We say the fear. Then we pick each other again.”

He closed his eyes and let the touch be what it was. “I want to touch you. I just did not want to grab. I did not want to be that man.”

“You were not,” she said. “You were my husband at our own party.”

He stood and held her shoulders, light and steady. “Can we come back to the bed and make it simple.”

“Yes,” she said. “Simple and slow.”

They undressed like people who had all night. He did not rush his belt. She did not hurry the zipper. They folded their clothes on the chair so the room stayed calm. He opened the drawer and took a condom and set it where they could both see it.

“Do you want this,” he asked. “I want it, but I want to hear it from you.”

“I want it,” she said. “Condom on.”

He rolled it on with careful hands. He kissed her, soft at first, then deeper when she leaned closer. They lay back and found a slow rhythm without tricks. She showed him with her hands where to move. He asked if it felt good. She said when to change and when to hold. Their words were small and kind and true.

“Stay right there,” she said. “That angle.”

“Right here,” he said. “Tell me when you need more.”

She touched herself with two fingers and let his pace carry her. He watched her face and did not look away when the heat rose. He kissed her cheek and then her mouth. He did not speed up to chase anything. He let the moment do its work. She breathed through it and let the quiet pull her into a soft finish that felt like rest as much as pleasure. He stayed with her and then closed his eyes and came in a tight, quiet rush, chest pressed to hers, breath loud in the small room.

They lay under the sheet and watched the ceiling take the thin bars of pool light. He traced her collarbone with one finger. She drew a circle on his chest with her thumb. No one tried to turn the talk into a speech.

“I needed you to see me walk away,” he said.

“I saw you,” she said. “It mattered.” She waited a beat. “Kissing only in public. If it slips past that, we leave.”

“I will hold that line,” he said. “I will not hold you by the throat for it. I will just say it and we go.”

She smiled at the ceiling. “Good.”

He rolled to face her. “One more thing. I want one night that is ours on purpose. Not a reaction. Not a fix. A night we plan for us.”

“Yes,” she said. “Pick the scene.”

“The gala next week,” he said. “You in a red dress. All the threads in one room. You thank the men who saw you. You choose me. We leave before the stories start and take a room to ourselves. No one else. Just us.”

Her throat tightened in a good way. “I like that plan.”

“We make it the center,” he said. “No tests. No tricks. We walk in with a rule in our pocket and walk out with the same rule still ours.”

She slid closer and tucked herself under his arm. “We keep choosing us.”

“We keep choosing us,” he said.

They reached for the notepad and wrote two lines, neat and short. Kissing only in public; if it slips, we leave. One deliberate night that is ours alone. He set the paper by the lamp and turned the light low. They did not need more words. The room felt steady again. The house did too. They closed their eyes and let sleep come without trying to earn it, bodies warm and close, rules simple and real, and a plan on the page that would carry them to the next door they were going to open together.


Chapter Fifteen


The hotel ballroom held a warm gold glow that made the glassware blink. Sadie stepped out of the elevator in a red dress that fit like she had been poured into it. The neckline was clean and sure. Her hair was up, her mouth a soft red that matched the fabric. Shaun adjusted his cuff and looked at her like the room had gone quiet.

“You look at me and I forget the room,” he said.

“Remember me,” she said, smiling. “The room can wait.”

They checked coats and walked in together. The auction tables lined one wall with silent bids in neat pens. A trio played a slow swing that let people talk without shouting. Donors hugged one another and did the handshake that meant money would move later. Naomi waved from a table and pointed at the place cards she had helped shuffle to keep enemies apart.

Owen was behind the bar in a crisp white shirt and a thin black tie. He moved fast and smiled slower. He saw Sadie and tilted his head once in greeting, not a show, just a hello. Kai stood near the lobby doors in a valet jacket that did not look like him until he smiled. Micah had a canvas on an easel by the far wall, a wash of light and bodies that looked like motion caught on purpose. He wore a dark shirt with paint that had learned to stay near his cuffs.

“Do your round,” Shaun said. “We are not hiding. We are choosing.”

“Stay with me,” she said.

“Always,” he said, and he set a hand at her back like a partner, not a handler.

They started at the bar. Owen slid two waters forward and kept his voice low. “Behave.”

“Always,” Sadie said, amused. “Thank you for seeing me.”

“You looked happy last time,” Owen said. “You look chosen now.”

“I am,” she said. She rose on her toes and kissed his cheek, quick and warm. “Be safe.”

“You too,” he said, and he set a lime wedge on the rim of her water like a private joke.

They crossed to the entrance where Kai checked claim tickets and pointed guests toward the second lot. He stood straighter when he saw them and dropped his eyes out of respect. Sadie took his hand in both of hers for one second.

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said.

“Be safe,” he said, a small smile cracking the uniform. He nodded to Shaun, honest and simple. “Sir.”

“Good to see you,” Shaun said, easy. “Enjoy the slow hours while they last.”

They moved on, the red of her dress pulling friendly glances and small envy that meant nothing. Micah’s canvas held a long curve of a shoulder and a hand that suggested more without pointing. He watched the room the way he watched a live model. Sadie stepped into his space and lowered her voice.

“Thank you for the room,” she said. “And for rules that did not break.”

“You did the work,” he said. “I witnessed it.”

She kissed his cheek, soft and neat. “That is all I wanted tonight.”

“And what do you want next,” he asked.

“Nothing here,” she said. She turned to Shaun and took his hand. “I want him.”

Micah’s smile reached his eyes. “Then go before the speeches trap you.”

They made it to Naomi’s table before the emcee tapped the mic. Naomi took one look at Sadie’s face and grinned like a good coach. “You two look like a plan.”

“We are a plan,” Sadie said.

“Then skip the dry chicken,” Naomi said. “There is a quiet lounge on the mezzanine with a sofa that does not squeak.”

“We were just leaving,” Shaun said.

They climbed the side stairs that smelled like polish and old carpet. The mezzanine was half lit, quiet, and trimmed with framed photos of donors from years before. A door marked Private Lounge stood open an inch. Inside, the room was small and warm, with a velvet couch, a low table, and a lamp that threw a soft circle. Sadie closed the door until it latched. The noise sank into a low hum behind the wall.

“Condom on,” she said, voice low. “I want slow. I choose where and how.”

“Yes,” he said. “My hands where you put them.”

She walked to him and kissed him in a way that said the last hour had been a runway and this was the landing. His mouth met hers with relief and heat. He touched her waist and waited for her to tell him where else to go. She took his hand and set it on her back where the zipper started. He lowered it an inch, then another, and the dress eased. She slipped it down and stepped out of it with care, folding it over the sofa arm so the fabric would not snag.

“You are my home,” she said. “Condom on.”

He nodded and set the small square on the table like a promise. He kissed her shoulder and her throat. He unclasped her bra and let it drop. He looked at her with a hunger he did not hide. She took his hand and pressed it to her breast and kept his eyes on hers. He touched her like he was learning her again with pride instead of doubt.

She reached for his belt and worked the buckle slow. She slid his pants down and tugged his briefs low. He was hard and ready and trying to breathe like a calm man. She stroked him once and watched his focus wobble. He laughed under his breath and steadied. He tore the foil and rolled the condom on with steady hands. She watched and nodded.

“Sit,” she said, pulling him to the couch. “I want to ride you. I want to see your face.”

He sat and opened his knees and set his hands on his thighs. She climbed into his lap and took a breath to calm the rush. She guided him to her with one hand and sank down slow. The stretch bit and then sweetened. She exhaled and pressed her forehead to his for a second. He stayed still until her body settled around him.

“You good,” he asked.

“I am good,” she said. “Move when I move.”

She rolled her hips and lifted and dropped in an even rhythm. His hands came to her waist when she set them there. He did not push. He held her steady and matched her pace. She talked to him in small words that shaped the scene. “Right there. Slow. Hold. Good.”

He kissed her mouth and then her jaw. He looked at her while she moved and let his face show the hit of pride and ache and raw love. She reached between them and touched herself, tight circles that kept time with her hips. She felt the heat stack in a clean climb. She could hear the muffled swing of the trio below as if it were playing just for them.

“Tell me what you want most,” he said, voice rough.

“I want to finish on you and then leave with you,” she said. “I want to walk past every man who ever wanted me and be yours.”

“I am yours,” he said, plain as a fact. “Take it.”

She changed her angle an inch and the pressure landed on the place that made light bloom behind her eyes. She held his gaze and let the wave build. When it broke, she gasped and clutched his shoulders and rode it down slow, body clenching around him in tight pulses that made him swear. He held on and breathed through the shake in his thighs. He looked like he might lose control, but he waited because she had not asked for speed.

“Now,” she said, voice low and sure.

He pulled her tight and thrust up in small, deep strokes that chased his edge. He watched her lips and her eyes and her hand between them, and the sight tipped him. He came hard inside the condom, breath loud, mouth open, hands shaking on her waist. He held her like a man who knew what he was holding. He pressed his face to her neck and let the rush empty out.

They stayed together and caught air. She rested her cheek on his hair and stroked the back of his neck. He softened inside her and did not pull away fast. When she shifted, he eased out and palmed the base of the condom so it stayed neat. He tied it and dropped it in the small trash under the bar. He wiped his hands and grabbed a clean napkin and handed one to her. They moved with that easy care that had become part of how they did this.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did. She cupped his face and kissed him slow and soft. The room blurred, then settled. She pulled her dress up and stepped into it. He helped with the zipper, careful and slow, and kissed the back of her neck when it closed. She fixed her hair and slipped her feet back into her heels. He tucked in and straightened his tie with hands that still trembled a little.

“What do you see,” she asked.

“You,” he said. “You chose me and I felt it.”

“Good,” she said. “I wanted the room to know who I am without a speech.”

“They will know,” he said. “You walk different after telling the truth.”

They cracked the door and listened. The band below had switched to a waltz. Someone laughed near the stairs. They walked out together and paused at the rail to look down at the ballroom. The lights were still warm. The faces were the same. Nothing had exploded. Everything had changed.

On the way out, they stopped at the bar to leave a thank you for Owen with the manager. They paused at the entrance to hand Kai their ticket and collect the claim tag. Kai met Sadie’s eyes and smiled like a friend. Micah stood by his canvas with a donor who seemed ready to write a check. He lifted his chin once in a small salute.

In the car, they let the quiet be thick and good. She slid her hand to his thigh and rested it there. He drove with a small smile like the road belonged to them. At a red light, she turned her palm up and he threaded his fingers through hers.

“Say it again,” he said.

“You are my home,” she said. “Condom on was my rule. Choosing you was mine too.”

He kissed her knuckles and looked at the light. It went green. They rolled forward in a way that felt like leaving a stage and slipping into real air. The night pressed around the car as if it wanted to listen. They did not feed it. They put windows down an inch and let the city pass.

At home, the porch light blinked on and off like a wink. They slipped inside and kicked off shoes. She set the clutch on the counter and leaned her hips there, still warm from the lounge. He stepped between her knees and rested his forehead on hers.

“We did that right,” he said.

“We did,” she said. “We will do it again.”

They laughed for no reason except that their bodies were loose and their plan had held. They climbed the stairs with slow feet. The pool light sent bars across the ceiling like always. The rules sat on the counter like a map that still worked. They did not need more tonight. They needed a bed, the sound of the pump, and the easy proof that choosing each other in public and in private was not a promise they had to strain to keep.


Chapter Sixteen


Morning put a soft square of light on the kitchen floor. Pancake batter sat in a glass bowl, spoon standing like a flag. Sadie moved barefoot, hair down, a T-shirt tied at the waist. Shaun warmed the skillet and dropped butter that hissed and went clear. The house smelled like coffee and sweet batter and a little like last night.

“Hungry?” he asked.

“Starved,” she said. “For food and for a day that is simple.”

“We can do simple,” he said. “We wrote the map.”

They ate at the island with plates warm in their hands. She cut the pancakes into neat bites and dabbed each with syrup. He added blueberries like he was fixing a chart. They did not rush. When the plates were half empty, he slid the notepad over and set a marker on top.

“New page,” he said. “Short and clean.”

“Consent, care, clarity,” she said. “Home first.”

He wrote in strong block letters. She read each line as it landed. Condoms always. Notice before when possible; same-day truth if unplanned, before midnight. Shaun’s choice to watch, join, or step away. No repeats without a talk, except Kai. No sleepovers unless planned. Kissing only in public; if it slips, we leave. Talk after. No punishment. No lies. Grace for errors; repair with words and touch. Health tests every three months. Two outside nights a month maximum, skip a month if either asks.

“Add frequency,” she said. “I want room for breath.”

He added it and underlined once. “Kai stays in our orbit,” he said. “Owen rarely.”

“Art with Micah stays art unless both of us ask,” she said. “No surprises there.”

“Agreed,” he said.

Her phone buzzed. Naomi: last night was a clinic, proud of you, bring foil to the block party meeting. Then a red heart and a martini. Sadie grinned and sent back a thumbs up, a shield emoji, and a slice of cake. Another buzz followed. Kai: Tuesday route as usual; all good on the timer. She typed, Good, thank you. Next week we can switch to Thursday if you need it. He sent a short, Sure thing, smile face, water drop.

“Naomi approves,” Sadie said.

“Of course she does,” Shaun said. “She loves a rule that holds.”

They took the notepad to the fridge and copied the final lines onto a small card. He grabbed a magnet and pinned it there like a recipe you always want in reach. She leaned her head on his shoulder and breathed, easy and deep, like the air had changed inside the house.

“Shower?” he asked. “Water hot. No rush.”

“Yes,” she said. “I want to rinse last night off and keep it at the same time.”

They undressed in the bathroom with the window cracked. The mirror ran with steam. He tested the water and waved her in first. She stood under the spray and tilted her face up. He stepped in behind her with a condom in his palm, held like a question, not a demand.

“Do you want me?” he asked.

“I want you,” she said. “Condom on.”

He rolled it on and kissed her slow. The shower wrapped them in a small world that was all soap and heat and breath. He lifted her hair and washed her neck. She soaped his back and laughed when the suds slid down his arm like sleeves. They made love without hurry, simple and close, mouths finding easy places, hands steady and kind. It felt like a warm answer instead of a test.

After, he peeled the condom and tied it, then rinsed the bottle of shampoo like it mattered to do something neat. She traced a smiley face on the fogged glass and wiped it away with the side of her hand. They stepped out and toweled off, bumping hips in the small space, still smiling.

Back in the kitchen, they stacked plates and put batter away. The card on the fridge looked small, but it held a lot of peace. Shaun tapped it with a knuckle.

“Give me the first and the last,” he said. “I am fine with the middle.”

“You have the first and the last,” she said. “Kai stays. The rest we take slow.”

He checked his watch and did not groan about a calendar. She checked her messages and did not hide the screen. They packed up the extra pancakes for later and slid the pan into the sink to soak. He grabbed two mugs and she topped them off.

“What do you want to do with the day,” he asked.

“Groceries,” she said. “A nap. A walk at dusk. Real life.”

“Real life,” he said. “Sounds perfect.”

They clinked mugs because it felt right to mark it. He kissed her once, a small, sure press. She smiled into it and held his shirt with two fingers. The pump hummed outside, steady as always. The blue bar of pool light slid across the ceiling and then moved on. They stood there a few seconds more, then started the little work of the day, each step light because the rules were short, the love was loud enough, and the house was finally theirs.


Epilogue


The block party planning meeting took twenty minutes longer than it needed to, which meant it was a win. Naomi ran the room with a bright voice and a binder that scared people into nodding. Lorna sat two chairs back, bored enough to scroll her phone and pretend it was a clipboard. Sadie raised her hand once to offer foil and a folding table, then fell quiet and let the group argue about balloons. Shaun squeezed her knee under the table like a small joke that only they shared.

Tuesday brought sun on blue water and the soft whir of the cleaner. Kai let himself in with the side gate and a wave toward the kitchen glass. He swapped the filter and checked the timer, steady and simple. Naomi’s cat perched on the fence like a judge and decided to nap. A neighbor walked past with a stroller, saw nothing but a man at work, and kept moving. Sadie stepped out with two waters, passed one to Kai, and thanked him for being part of their quiet routine.

Micah texted a photo of a charcoal study from the show he had curated. The lines were soft and strong at once. He wrote, “The series is about consent you can see,” and asked if she wanted her first name on the wall as a note of thanks. She said no to the name and yes to a lunch during the week, art only, and a look at the catalog. He replied with a smile and a time and did not push for more.

Owen sent a new drink recipe with a picture of lime peels twisted like ribbon. “This one tastes like a better decision,” he wrote. Shaun laughed and asked if it needed more bitters. Sadie saved the recipe to her notes and told him the garnish looked cocky. Owen tapped back a single wink and a “be good,” which was their joke now and did not need heat to land.

They kept the rule card on the fridge where the grocery list lived. It read like a recipe you could make without checking, but they checked anyway. Condoms always. Notice before when possible. Same day truth if unplanned. Kissing only in public. The rest of the lines held steady, and when they needed a tweak, they made it in plain words and went on with their day. A calendar reminder pinged for health tests in six weeks. Shaun added a second one with a note that said pancakes after.

On a small Friday, they took a booth at a diner with good pie and a waitress who knew their coffee order. Sadie slipped the rule card into her purse like a silly totem and then forgot it was there, which was the point. They talked about a new show at the museum and who would handle the block party ice run. They decided on one outside night next month and left the other open. The choice felt light, not a dare, which told them the map was still good.

Later, on the couch, they watched a movie and did not finish it. They argued about whether the lead was supposed to be redeemed or just better dressed. She fell asleep with her toes under his thigh. He muted the credits and sat with her hand in his, the house breathing with them. When the pool pump kicked on, the sound made them smile.

Sunday morning smelled like coffee and clean shirts from the dryer. They read messages, answered none that did not need an answer, and split a pancake without fighting over the crisp edge. Naomi texted a heart and a martini and asked who was bringing foil. Kai’s route pinged as Tuesday on the shared calendar. The cat on the fence did another shift and decided to approve. The day looked simple. The rules were short. They were still choosing each other in small ways that made the big ones easy.

They walked out to the patio without checking the yard line for eyes. The water threw pale bars of light on the ceiling. He set a hand on her back in a way that meant partner, not handler. She leaned into it, as easy as taking a breath. The street would keep watching sometimes, because that is how streets are. The house would keep humming, because that is how homes work when the people inside tell the truth. They picked up the grocery list and a set of keys, and stepped into the day they had made.


His Fantasy, Her Power


Chapter One


Amber reached for her wine, swirling the last bit lazily in the glass before finishing it in a single gulp. Her tank top clung to her skin in the late-summer heat, nipples visible in the soft yellow glow of the bedside lamp. Cole sat beside her, one leg bouncing, hand rubbing the back of his neck. Neither of them spoke for a moment after the TV went black.

She turned to him, catching the corner of his mouth twitch. He was working something up. She knew that look.

“What?” she asked, smirking.

Cole hesitated, his eyes not quite meeting hers. “You ever… think about being with someone else?”

Amber blinked, taken off guard. “Where the hell did that come from?”

“I mean,” he rushed, “not like cheating. Like… together. Us. Watching. I don’t know.”

Her brow arched. “Are you saying you want to swing? Invite another couple over or something?”

He shook his head, eyes finally locking with hers. His voice dropped low. “No. I want to see you. With another man.”

Amber laughed, a short, incredulous sound. “You want me to fuck someone else? And you’d just… sit there and watch?”

He nodded slowly.

The room felt warmer. Her heartbeat kicked a little faster, though she wasn’t sure why.

“You’re serious?” she asked.

Cole leaned back against the headboard, looking up at the ceiling like it might offer a way out if this went badly. “It’s just something I’ve thought about. A lot. I don’t know why it turns me on so much, but it does.”

Amber stared at him. “You want to watch another man fuck your wife.”

“Yes.”

She let out a long breath, trying to process. “Okay, let’s pretend I’m not totally weirded out right now. Why would that turn you on? You want to feel like a loser or something?”

“It’s not about that,” he said too quickly. “I mean… maybe part of it is. I think it’s about you, really. Seeing you taken. Seeing you enjoy something I can’t give you.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Can’t give me?”

“I don’t mean emotionally. I mean… physically. Someone bigger. Someone rougher. I want to see you go wild.”

There it was. The fantasy, raw and laid bare.

She leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “So you’d just sit there, what? Jack off in the corner while I got railed?”

His cheeks flushed. “I mean… yeah. Probably.”

Amber tilted her head. “Jesus, Cole.”

“I know,” he muttered. “It sounds insane.”

“No,” she said, still staring. “It sounds dangerous. For you.”

He blinked. “Why?”

“Because once you see it, you can’t unsee it. You really think watching me get dicked down by some random guy won’t mess with your head?”

“I’ve thought about that,” he admitted. “But I want it anyway.”

She paused, studying him. Her mouth opened, then closed again. Finally, she said, “So what, I just find a guy on Tinder, bring him home, and you sit there like a perv while he fucks me?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You want me to get stretched out by someone else. Made to moan like I haven’t with you.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“And you think you’ll be okay with that?”

“I don’t just think. I need it.”

Amber sat back, letting that settle between them. She didn’t speak for a while. Neither did he. The hum of the air conditioning filled the silence.

Finally, she spoke, voice low. “You want him to be bigger than you?”

His face tightened. “Yes.”

“Stronger?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck me harder than you do?”

He hesitated. “Yeah.”

Her lips curled, almost wicked. “You want him to own me.”

He nodded slowly.

She laughed, shaking her head. “Goddamn, Cole.”

He reached for her hand. “I trust you. That’s why this turns me on. I know you’d never leave me.”

Amber let him hold her fingers, but she didn’t squeeze back.

“Say I go through with it,” she said, staring at the wall. “What happens if I like it too much?”

Cole’s stomach turned. “I mean… you won’t, right?”

“But what if I do?”

He forced a smile. “We’re solid. It’s just sex.”

Amber pulled her hand back. “Cole, don’t bullshit yourself. If I let some guy bend me over and make me scream… you’re not walking away from that unchanged.”

“I want to be changed.”

“Why?” she snapped. “Why do you want to be less in this relationship?”

His voice trembled. “I don’t. I want to see you powerful. I want you to take what you want. I want to give you that.”

Amber stared at him, lips slightly parted. Something had shifted behind her eyes. Not softness. Not love.

Curiosity. Hunger.

She stood up slowly, crossing the room to the dresser. She bent over slightly, pretending to look for something in the drawer. Her ass curved in the thin cotton. She wasn’t wearing panties.

“You’d let him fuck me right here,” she said, not looking back. “Right where you sleep.”

“Yes.”

“You’d watch him slide that big cock into me, stretch me out, make me cry out.”

“Yes.”

She straightened and turned, eyes locked on him.

“What if he makes me cum harder than you ever have?”

Cole's voice cracked. “Then I’d be happy for you.”

Amber smiled now, slow and deliberate. “You’d watch me suck his dick. Let him cum on my face.”

“Yes.”

“Fuck my pussy raw and sloppy, till I’m leaking him all over your bed.”

“Yes.”

She stepped closer. “And when he’s done using me, what would you do?”

“I’d clean you up,” he whispered.

Her smile vanished. “Say it louder.”

He swallowed. “I’d clean you up.”

Amber stared at him for a long moment. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch. He was hard.

“Jesus Christ,” she muttered.

Cole looked down, ashamed and aroused.

Amber sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from him now. She spoke without turning.

“You really think you can handle this?”

“Yes.”

“No jealousy?”

“No.”

“No regret?”

“No.”

She turned her head just slightly, just enough for him to see the side of her face.

“Be careful what you wish for, Cole.”


Chapter Two


“Iswear to God, Amber, your husband’s a fucking freak,” Trina said, slapping her wine glass down on the bar top with a sharp clink. “He asked for this?”

Amber laughed, trying to sound casual, but her stomach was tight with nerves. Or excitement. Maybe both.

“He didn’t just ask,” she said, swirling her straw through the watered-down remains of her vodka soda. “He begged. Practically on his knees.”

Trina’s brows shot up. “Get the fuck outta here.”

“I’m serious. He said he wants to watch. Said it would turn him on.”

Trina leaned in across the small high-top table, her nails drumming on the side of her glass. Her voice dropped into a conspiratorial whisper. “So let me get this straight. This man, who gets all weird when the waitress flirts too much, wants to watch you get railed by some other dude? Like… full-on, no-rules porn star shit?”

Amber nodded slowly, lips curling. “That’s exactly what he said. And not just any guy—he wants it to be someone bigger. Someone who’ll fuck me harder than he ever has.”

Trina sat back, shaking her head. “Girl. That’s not a kink, that’s a cry for help.”

Amber laughed, but her thighs clenched under the table.

“Didn’t know your boy was sitting on a submissive streak like that,” Trina added. “Kinda hot. Kinda sad. But mostly hot.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “He thinks it’s about trust. About giving me the ultimate freedom or some shit.”

“Bullshit,” Trina said flatly. “He wants to feel humiliated. He wants you to make him small.”

The words hit harder than Amber expected. She stirred her drink slower this time. “He said he just wants to see me really let go. Like… see me lose control with someone who could take me there.”

Trina leaned back, staring at her with narrowed eyes. “And you want that?”

Amber hesitated.

That was the real question, wasn’t it?

Did she?

The image had burned itself into her brain—being bent over the bed, a stranger’s hands gripping her hips, someone else’s cock driving into her while Cole watched from the corner, unable to look away. At first, the idea had made her laugh. Then it made her wet.

“I’m thinking about it,” she said.

Trina snorted. “Thinking about it? Come on, Amber. You’ve been dry-spelling for months. You told me three weeks ago he hadn’t made you cum in what, forty-seven days?”

“Fifty-two,” Amber said, deadpan.

“Exactly. Your pussy’s been in time-out. This is your get-out-of-jail-free card. Don’t waste it.”

Amber laughed, covering her mouth with her hand. “Jesus.”

“I’m serious,” Trina said. “He gave you the green light. You think most wives get that? Do something with it before he changes his mind.”

She chewed her straw a second, then leaned forward with a grin. “Let’s make you a profile.”

Amber blinked. “A what now?”

Trina was already digging in her purse for her phone. “Profile. For whatever hotwife app or swinger site or whatever nasty little den of sin this city has to offer. You’re not gonna meet Mister Wreck-It Ralph at the grocery store.”

Amber laughed again, but her nerves twisted harder now. “I don’t know…”

Trina looked up. “Amber.”

“What?”

“You walked in here glowing. Don’t try to fake it. You like this.”

Amber didn’t respond right away. She stared into her glass.

“Fine,” she muttered. “Just… don’t make it too slutty.”

Trina grinned. “Too late.”

Back at home, Amber sat alone on the couch, phone in hand. The apartment was quiet, save for the dull hum of Cole’s keyboard clicking in his office. He was still working. Or pretending to.

She’d kept her dress on—short black number with a plunging neckline and thin straps she usually wore when she wanted free drinks and attention. Her bra was long gone. Her heels were still on.

Her thumb hovered over the new app Trina had made her download. The logo looked sleek. Discreet. Still, her heart pounded when she tapped it open.

Create a Profile.

She swallowed hard and started typing.

Name: Amber (Not My Real Name)

Age: 34

Status: Married

Looking For: Someone confident. No drama. No strings.

Kinks: Watching. Being watched. Teasing. Stretching limits.

She paused at the bio section. For a while, she just stared at the blank field.

Then she typed:

“Just curious. Married, but open-minded. No pressure.”

Backspaced the whole thing.

Tried again.

“Not sure what I’m looking for. Just seeing what’s out there.”

Still sounded like she was lying.

Her fingers moved faster now, instinct taking over:

“Let’s see if you can fuck me better than my husband.”

Her breath caught.

She hit save.

Cole looked up when she walked into the bedroom.

He was in sweatpants, laptop open on his thighs. But he wasn’t typing. Just staring at the screen. Porn? Work? She didn’t ask.

She stepped out of her heels with deliberate slowness, watching him out of the corner of her eye. The way his eyes dragged over her body. She didn’t say a word.

The straps of her dress slipped down her shoulders. She let the fabric slide to the floor. No bra. No panties. Her skin still warm from the wine. The buzz still alive in her chest.

He was hard. She could see it tenting his pants.

“Did you have fun with Trina?” he asked.

Amber pulled the covers back, climbed into bed, and turned off the light.

“Mm-hmm.”

Cole hesitated. “Did you… think about it?”

She smirked in the dark. “Good night, Cole.”

He said nothing.

The next morning, her phone buzzed nonstop.

Seven messages. Four likes. One match.

She opened the app, her stomach flipping.

Javon.

Age: 29

Height: 6’3

Body Type: Athletic

Ethnicity: Black

Bio: I don’t take turns. I take control.

Her eyes flicked to the message icon.

She tapped it.

You sure your man can handle watching me break you in?

Amber sat there in bed, legs tangled in the sheets, phone glowing in her hand. Her nipples tightened under the tank top she’d slept in. She swallowed, but her mouth was dry.

She didn’t reply.

Not yet.

She just stared at the message, reading it over and over, thighs pressed tight, her heart pounding in her ears.


Chapter Three


Amber sat at the kitchen table in an oversized t-shirt, one bare leg tucked under her, a glass of white wine sweating next to her phone. The screen glowed, lighting up her face, though she wasn’t smiling.

She was reading the message again.

You sure your man can handle watching me break you in?

Something about the wording made her thighs press tighter. It wasn’t just sexual. It was challenging. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t ask what she liked. He told her what he was going to do.

That confidence… that was new.

And Cole had asked for this.

She tapped out a reply.

You talk a lot of game for someone who hasn’t even seen me naked yet.

She hesitated. Backspaced it.

Typed again:

That’s a big promise for a stranger.

Sent.

She took a sip of her wine, the chilled liquid burning a little on the way down. Her skin was warm. No bra. Her nipples had been hard since she got out of the shower.

Javon’s reply came within seconds.

Baby, I don’t need to see you naked to know I’ll have you screaming my name.

Amber exhaled sharply through her nose. Her hand went instinctively between her thighs, adjusting her shirt. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath it. Her skin was flushed, and she hadn’t even realized it until now.

A second message appeared.

But I’ll play fair.

A photo bubble slid into the chat.

Her pulse jumped.

Amber glanced toward the hallway. The living room lights were still on. She could hear the faint rumble of Cole flipping through TV channels, that restless, bored movement he did when his brain wouldn’t quiet down.

She turned the brightness on her screen down and tapped the image.

Shirtless. Full-body. Bedroom mirror. His frame filled the frame—tall, broad shoulders, defined chest and arms, thick-cut abs, veins popping from his forearms. The shorts were slung low, barely hanging to his hips, the clear imprint of his cock visible even soft. Heavy. Big. Really big.

But it wasn’t just the size. It was the way he looked into the mirror—dead-on. That half-smirk like he knew exactly what she was doing with the picture.

He wasn’t trying to impress her.

He was claiming her.

Amber stared, her stomach tightening. She didn’t realize she’d licked her lips until her tongue touched dry skin.

Twenty minutes later, she wandered into the living room with her phone still in hand. She tried to act casual. Loose. Like she wasn’t already buzzing.

Cole looked up from the couch, eyes flicking to her shirt—long enough to cover her ass, just barely. Then to her legs. Then the phone.

“You still texting him?” he asked, his voice steady, though his fingers gripped the remote a little too tight.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she walked over, stood in front of him, and held the phone out.

“He sent a picture.”

Cole took the phone with both hands, like he was handling something fragile.

Amber watched his eyes closely as he looked at the screen.

He froze.

His face stayed still, too still. A practiced kind of stillness. His eyes locked on the image a second too long before he blinked, passed it back to her, and leaned away like it burned his skin.

“Damn,” he said, voice strained. “Confident, huh?”

Amber tilted her head. “You okay?”

He nodded too quickly.

“You still want me to go through with it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “Of course.”

She stepped closer. “Even if he looks like that?”

“I mean… yeah.”

She smiled, something sharp behind it. “You sure?”

Cole cleared his throat and looked down at his lap. “I want you to do what you want.”

Amber took the phone back and looked at the photo again, just to twist the knife. “Good. Because I think I want this.”

They didn’t talk much for the rest of the night. Cole stayed on the couch, half-watching a show he wasn’t absorbing, while Amber sat on the other end, texting silently.

Javon’s messages had changed tone—still cocky, but slower, more controlled. Calculated.

When do I get to see what I’m working with?

Don’t tell me you’re shy now, baby.

Let me see how that married pussy’s packaged.

Amber stared at the words for a while, chewing her thumbnail.

Her body was already betraying her. She was wet. Achey. Her thighs were sticking together, her nipples brushing the inside of her shirt each time she moved.

She got up without a word and disappeared into the bathroom.

The bathroom light was dimmed, just the warm glow of the vanity above the mirror. Amber stood barefoot on the cold tile, phone in one hand, the other adjusting her tits in the mirror.

She was still wearing the same long t-shirt, but now she peeled it off, slow, revealing herself in soft lace panties and nothing else.

She posed. Turned to the side. Arched her back just slightly.

Snap.

She stared at the photo. Bra and panties. No face. Good lighting. Her curves looked right. Her skin looked flushed.

She almost didn’t send it.

Then she did.

A few seconds passed. Then:

Yeah… he’s fucked.

The words hit her clit like a pulse. She reached between her legs without thinking. Just pressed her palm against the damp lace. A sigh escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Then another message.

You ever been fucked till your legs shake, Amber?

I’ll bend you over that pretty little bed and make him watch you cum on my cock.

Then I’ll make you do it again.

She locked the door, set the phone down on the counter, and pressed her hand flat to the mirror to steady herself.

Her fingers slid under the lace.

Her cunt was drenched.

She came back to bed twenty minutes later. Cole was under the covers, half-asleep but still awake enough to roll over and mumble, “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said.

“You were gone a while.”

“I was just texting.”

He reached for her under the covers, hand brushing her thigh. “You’re warm.”

“Mmm.”

“You wet?”

Amber paused. Then nodded. “A little.”

His hand drifted between her legs. He found the wetness and made a soft sound. A mix of surprise and curiosity.

“You thinking about him?”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

Cole kissed her shoulder, then her neck, then pressed his hard-on against her hip. She stayed still.

“You wanna…?” he asked, hopeful.

“I’m tired.”

He pulled back. “Okay.”

She rolled to her side and reached for her phone.

Javon had sent one more thing.

A voice note.

She hesitated… then tapped play.

“You let me in that bedroom, Amber…”

“I’ll ruin you for him.”

His voice was low. Calm. Like a promise. Like he already knew she’d say yes.

Amber lay there in the dark, Cole breathing soft and shallow beside her.

She listened again.

Then again.

Then again.

Her hand slid slowly down her stomach.

She didn’t even realize she was touching herself until her middle finger pressed between her folds, soaked and aching.

She never stopped staring at the screen.


Chapter Four


Amber had changed her outfit four times before she finally said fuck it.

Black bra—lace, sheer, the one that barely held anything in. Matching thong. A short red skirt that hugged her ass and made her hips pop. Loose white top, slightly see-through when the light hit it. Lipstick two shades darker than she usually wore. Her nipples were already visible before she even walked out of the bedroom.

Cole was pacing.

He stopped in the hallway when he saw her. Just stared. Like something had shifted. Like he realized this wasn’t just some playful game anymore.

“You okay?” she asked, adjusting her top like she didn’t already know the answer.

He nodded, but his voice cracked. “You look… incredible.”

She gave him a quick smile and stepped past him. “Good.”

The clock ticked past nine.

He was late.

Cole sat on the edge of the couch, elbows on his knees, hands clenched tight. He hadn’t spoken in ten minutes. Amber stood by the window, checking her phone every few seconds. The silence was thick.

Then—DING DONG.

She turned her head slowly.

Cole froze.

The room suddenly felt too hot.

Amber walked to the door without looking at her husband. She smoothed her skirt once, then pulled it open.

Javon filled the doorway.

Taller than Cole. Broader. He wore dark jeans and a tight black t-shirt that stretched across his chest and arms. His smile was calm. Like he owned the night already.

“You must be Amber,” he said, voice deep, eyes dropping to her legs and rising slowly.

She smiled. “You made it.”

He stepped inside without hesitation, towering over her. Cole stood as they entered the living room, wiping his palms on his jeans like a nervous host.

Javon looked at him, then offered a hand. “Cole, right?”

Cole nodded, shaking it.

Javon squeezed—firm, dominant, just long enough to make it clear.

Amber closed the door behind them and walked past the two men. She bent slightly to grab the wine she’d set out earlier, and Javon’s eyes dropped to her ass. He didn’t hide it.

“You want a drink?” she asked him.

“Sure,” he said, sitting on the couch like he lived there.

He spread his legs wide. Let his thighs dominate the space. His cock bulged in his jeans—noticeable. Heavy.

Amber handed him the glass, and when she leaned in, he let his palm slide over the curve of her ass. Full contact. No apology.

Cole saw it. His jaw clenched.

Javon smirked.

“Damn,” he said, sipping the wine. “You look better in person.”

Amber smiled. “You too.”

“Come sit.”

He patted his lap like he’d done it a hundred times.

Cole stiffened. His mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Amber hesitated.

Then moved.

She climbed onto Javon’s lap, her skirt riding up as she settled. Her arms slid around his neck. Her eyes glanced at Cole once—just a flicker—before Javon pulled her in and kissed her.

No buildup. No hesitation.

His lips crushed hers, open-mouthed, tongue deep, hands gripping her hips. The wine glass clinked against the coffee table as he set it down without breaking the kiss.

Cole watched.

Amber’s body was already melting into him, her breath hitching. Javon’s hand slid under her shirt. Her bra was useless—her tit popped free almost immediately. He groaned when he squeezed it.

“You really let him watch?” Javon muttered between kisses.

Amber nodded. “He wanted this.”

“He’s gonna regret it.”

Javon slid his hand down her thigh, under her skirt, between her legs.

She gasped.

Cole stood frozen, heart pounding in his chest, his cock already hard against his jeans.

Javon looked straight at him. “Sit. Stay quiet. You don’t talk. You don’t move.”

Cole nodded, mouth dry.

Amber didn’t even look at him. Her eyes were closed now, lips parted, body shifting on Javon’s lap as his fingers slid her thong aside and pressed into her soaked pussy.

“Fuck, baby,” he growled. “You’re already dripping.”

She moaned.

Javon stood, lifting her with him effortlessly. Her legs wrapped around his waist. He carried her to the couch, spun her around, and bent her over the armrest like she weighed nothing.

Cole stepped forward.

Javon raised a hand without turning. “Back off.”

Amber looked over her shoulder. “Stay where you are, baby.”

Then she turned back around and reached under herself, pulling her thong down and tossing it to the floor.

Javon unzipped.

His cock flopped out—thick, veiny, long.

Amber gasped when she saw it.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered.

“You ready?” he asked, already lining up behind her.

She nodded, both hands gripping the armrest.

“Fuck me.”

He didn’t waste a second.

The first thrust drove deep—hard and fast, no slow entry.

Amber cried out, head snapping back. “Ohhh—fuck⁠—”

Cole flinched.

He could see everything. The way Javon’s cock disappeared inside her. The way her ass bounced with each brutal stroke. The slap of skin on skin. Wet. Loud. Real.

Amber was already moaning like she hadn’t moaned in years.

“Fucking tight,” Javon growled. “You sure you’ve been getting dicked?”

She tried to answer, but all that came out was a sound—high-pitched, needy.

Cole sat down slowly, like his legs couldn’t hold him anymore. His dick throbbed, but his chest felt hollow.

Javon pulled her hair, arching her back more, driving in deeper. The couch shook. Her tits bounced. The sound of her moans filled the room.

Then Cole noticed⁠—

No condom.

His eyes widened.

Amber was getting fucked raw.

And she wasn’t stopping it.

He opened his mouth to speak.

Amber beat him to it.

“Don’t,” she gasped, looking at him with her mascara smudging. “Just watch.”

Javon’s pace quickened.

Amber’s body tensed. Her moans grew sharper, more desperate.

“Fuck—fuck—oh my *God—*yes—*yes—*keep going—harder!”

She was cumming.

Hard.

Her whole body trembled, legs shaking, hands clawing the cushions.

Javon held her in place, cock buried deep, letting her ride the orgasm out with deep, slow thrusts.

Then his voice changed.

“Where do you want it?” he growled.

Amber didn’t even hesitate. “Inside.”

Cole’s stomach dropped.

Javon grunted, hips jerking forward one last time, then again, then again⁠—

He came.

Inside her.

His eyes closed, mouth open, hands gripping her hips tight as his cock pumped her full.

Amber gasped again, her body still twitching.

Cole couldn’t move.

Amber looked back at him while Javon was still inside her.

“You okay, baby?” she asked, smiling softly. “You’re awfully quiet.”

He couldn’t speak.

She slowly eased off Javon’s cock, his cum already starting to leak from her, glistening down the inside of her thigh.

She didn’t clean up.

She didn’t apologize.

She sat on the couch next to Javon, both of them breathing hard.

Javon leaned back, one arm resting over the cushion, chest glistening with sweat.

“Damn,” he said, eyes still on Amber’s body. “That was just round one.”


Chapter Five


The sound of the front door closing might as well have been a gunshot.

Javon was gone.

Cole sat alone on the couch, shoulders hunched forward, eyes locked on the dark, wet patch on the cushion. He hadn't moved since the man who fucked his wife walked out like he'd just finished a casual workout. There was cum on the seat. Amber’s makeup was smudged into the armrest. The entire living room reeked of sex—raw, sweaty, dominating sex—and not the kind he'd ever had with Amber.

He had thought he would feel something. Relief. A thrill. Maybe jealousy, sure—but also pride. Like he'd gifted her something sacred.

But all he felt was small.

Like the room had grown three sizes and he’d shrunk into a corner of it.

From the kitchen, he could hear the sound of water filling a glass. Cabinets opening, then closing. Amber was humming softly. The same low, breathy melody she used to sing when she cooked breakfast on Sundays.

She walked into the living room barefoot, legs still bare, her red skirt clinging to her ass. She hadn’t even wiped herself off yet. Trails of cum still glistened down the insides of her thighs. She didn't hide it. She didn’t even seem to notice it.

Cole looked up at her as she passed. She caught his stare and raised an eyebrow, sipping her water.

“What?” she said.

He blinked. “Nothing.”

Amber tilted her head. “You good?”

Cole tried to nod, but it came out shaky. “Yeah. I think so.”

“You think so?” She smirked, brushing past him again. “You said you wanted this.”

“I did,” he said quickly. Too quickly.

Amber didn’t say anything. She padded back into the bedroom without another glance, her hips swaying lightly, her thighs shining under the overhead light.

He sat there for another five minutes, breathing shallow, cock still half-hard, feeling like a ghost in his own home.

The bedroom lights were dimmed when he walked in. Amber was on the bed, one leg bent, head propped up on her hand, scrolling her phone.

Still naked.

The same sheets they'd fucked on for years—now stained with another man’s cum.

He stood in the doorway like a stranger.

“You coming to bed?” she asked, not looking up.

“Yeah.”

She didn’t say anything else.

He changed in silence, folding his clothes and setting them neatly on the dresser like routine would give him some control. Then he climbed under the covers. Her back was to him.

He watched her screen glow against her skin.

“Texting him?” he asked.

“Mmhm.”

He swallowed. “What’d you say?”

Amber gave a tiny shrug. “I said ‘round two?’”

Cole flinched, almost imperceptibly.

“Already?”

She turned slightly, locking eyes with him.

“Did you hear me tonight?”

He had. Every moan. Every slap of skin. Every breathless “yes” that she’d never given him with that kind of intensity.

He nodded.

Amber returned to her screen.

A soft ping.

Cole tensed.

She smiled. Pressed play.

A video.

He leaned closer, but she angled it away. He still heard it.

Javon’s voice.

“I miss that pussy already, Amber.”

The sound of him stroking his cock filled the room. Wet. Slow. Confident.

Cole couldn’t help it—his dick twitched again.

Amber didn’t look at him.

She hit replay.

Again.

Then again.

It was a long time before either of them spoke.

Cole reached over eventually, his hand grazing her hip.

She didn’t pull away.

He pressed a kiss to her bare shoulder. Her skin was still warm, still carrying the faintest scent of Javon’s cologne and sweat. He inhaled anyway.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered.

She turned her head slightly, eyes unreadable.

“Thanks.”

His fingers traced her side, hesitant. Like he was touching something delicate. Foreign.

“Can I…?”

He didn’t finish the question.

Amber didn’t answer with words. She rolled to her back.

Cole climbed over her gently, sliding between her legs.

He pushed inside slowly. No resistance. She was still soaked. His cock felt small inside her—too careful. Too familiar.

She didn’t make a sound.

He kissed her collarbone. Her cheek. Her lips. Tried to pour emotion into every movement, but all he could feel was emptiness.

Her eyes were open the whole time.

He moved slower. Then faster. Tried to find rhythm. Connection.

Nothing.

He came too soon.

It snuck up on him—one thrust too deep, her soft breath against his neck, and his body betrayed him.

He gasped, shuddered, released inside her, barely holding back a groan of frustration.

Amber didn’t flinch.

When he was done, she didn’t speak.

He pulled out, already soft, his heart thudding in his chest. His hands trembled.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered.

“It’s fine.”

She rolled to her side, grabbed a tissue from the nightstand, and wiped herself clean with one hand while still holding her phone in the other.

Cole watched her back, the curve of her waist, the slow movement of her fingers across the screen.

He reached out, touched her hip again. She didn’t respond.

“Did you…” He swallowed. “Did you like it?”

Amber paused.

The question hung in the air, raw and stupid.

She turned her head, not all the way, just enough to glance at him over her shoulder.

“He made me cum so hard my vision blurred.”

The words hit him like a punch.

She didn’t say them cruelly. Just… truthfully. Plain. Honest.

And somehow that made it worse.

She turned back around, still scrolling.

Cole lay on his back, staring at the ceiling. The fan spun slowly overhead. His own cum cooling on his skin. His wife lying beside him, sticky with another man’s load, smiling quietly to herself.

His chest hurt.

His cock was hard again.

And he hated himself for it.


Chapter Six


Amber waited until Cole left for work before texting Javon.

She stood barefoot in the kitchen, still wearing his cum from the night before. Her thong was damp. She hadn’t showered. Just threw on a loose sweatshirt and poured herself a cup of coffee.

Her phone buzzed with work emails she ignored.

Then she typed:

You free tonight?

Javon replied less than a minute later.

Always. My place this time. No audience.

Amber smiled, biting her lower lip.

Pick me up at 9.

At 8:41 PM, she stood in front of the mirror, smoothing her dress down her thighs. Black, tight, short enough to ride up when she moved. No bra. No panties. Perfume behind her ears, wrists, thighs.

Cole sat on the couch behind her, watching some old Netflix comedy he wasn’t really paying attention to.

“You look hot,” he said.

Amber smiled at her reflection. “Thanks.”

“Where you headed again?”

“Trina’s place. Girls’ night.”

He nodded. Didn’t question it. Just gave her that soft, tired smile.

“Okay. Have fun.”

She leaned over, kissed the top of his head.

“I will.”

Javon didn’t say a word when she got in the car.

He just looked her over once—eyes dragging slowly from her heels to her face—and smirked.

When she stepped through the front door of his apartment, he pulled her in by the hips and kissed her like he owned her mouth. No hello. No small talk.

Just hands. Heat. Cock already hard against her stomach.

The door barely clicked shut before he spun her around and pushed her face-first into the kitchen counter. Her cheek hit the granite. Her breath hitched.

“You missed this dick, huh?”

She moaned. “Yes.”

Javon pushed her dress up over her hips. No panties. His fingers slid between her legs—wet already. He chuckled.

“Fucking knew it.”

He unzipped and let his cock fall against her ass. She felt the weight of it—thick, warm, already leaking.

“You’re not gonna be able to sit tomorrow.”

“Good.”

He didn’t bother teasing.

Just grabbed her hair with one hand, guided his cock with the other, and shoved into her in one thick, punishing thrust.

Amber screamed.

The sound echoed in the apartment, raw and helpless.

He started fucking her hard—no rhythm, no warm-up—just full, brutal strokes that rocked her into the edge of the counter. The slap of skin-on-skin was thunderous. Her moans turned to gasps, then to little broken cries.

“Fucking slut,” he growled, spanking her ass so hard her skin lit up red. “You’re dripping all over my floor.”

She couldn’t even speak.

Just nodded, eyes rolled back, mouth open.

He pulled out and spun her around.

“Get on your knees.”

She dropped without hesitation.

Javon gripped her head and fed her his cock, not gently—thrusting into her throat, using her mouth like a hole. She gagged. Slobbered. Mascara running.

He pulled out with a wet pop.

“Get on the bed. Now.”

She stripped fully this time. No camera set up. Not yet. She wanted the real thing first.

Javon bent her over again. Fucked her harder. Deeper. He spit in her ass and pressed a finger inside while pounding her cunt from behind.

Amber was screaming.

She didn’t care.

The neighbors could listen.

She came once. Then again. Her thighs shook. Her stomach tensed. She was soaked—his cock was slick with it, her moans constant, broken, real.

When he finally pulled out, he grabbed her chin.

“Camera’s rolling next time,” he said.

Amber smiled.

“Then turn it on.”

The phone was propped on the dresser. Simple. Shaky. But clear.

Javon stood behind her, one hand in her hair, the other gripping her hip. His cock was already inside her again.

“Say his name,” he grunted.

Amber looked into the camera.

“Hey baby,” she moaned, panting, sweat dripping off her chin. “I know you said you wanted to watch, but…”

Javon slammed into her. She gasped, her mouth falling open.

“I didn’t feel like asking this time.”

Her body bounced on his cock.

He reached around and grabbed her tits, squeezing, twisting.

She screamed.

“God, he’s so deep—fuck⁠—”

The bed shook. The headboard slammed.

She turned her head again, locking eyes with the lens.

“I think this is my favorite part.”

Ten minutes later, they were both panting. Amber lay back, legs spread, tits slick with sweat and spit. Javon stood above her, jerking his cock, watching her breathe.

He groaned, then came all over her chest. Thick. Hot. Heavy.

She moaned softly, rubbing it in with her fingertips.

The video caught all of it.

She reached over, stopped recording.

Then grinned.

Cole got the message at 10:43 PM.

No text.

No emoji.

Just a video.

He was in a meeting at work, sitting at a conference table. The room was quiet. His phone buzzed once in his pocket.

He pulled it out, saw Amber’s name, and tapped it open instinctively.

Then the video began to play.

The moan hit him first. Loud. Familiar. But not for him.

Then her voice.

“Hey baby…”

He almost dropped the phone.

Amber. Naked. Bent over. Getting pounded.

He scrambled, shoved the phone back into his pocket, muttered something about needing to step out.

He locked himself in a bathroom stall.

His heart was racing. His face flushed red. His cock throbbed painfully in his slacks.

He pulled out his phone again.

Hit play.

She was smiling.

Happy.

Javon was using her.

Fucking her like Cole never could.

His hand was around his dick before he even realized it. Stroking hard. Fast.

By the time the video ended, he was cumming into a wad of toilet paper, shaking, knees weak.

His hands were trembling.

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

He’d never felt more alone.

And more addicted.


Chapter Seven


Cole didn’t say anything the morning after the video.

Not when he woke up. Not when she kissed him goodbye. Not when she walked out of the apartment still wearing a fading bruise on her collarbone.

He waited until the following evening. Until the ache in his chest got too heavy. Until the tension in his stomach outpaced his shame. Until her indifference felt like a wall too thick to climb over.

They sat on the couch—him stiff, her casual, scrolling through her phone like she wasn’t the starring actress in the dirtiest, most humiliating porn clip he’d ever jerked off to.

“You fucked him behind my back,” Cole said quietly.

Amber didn’t look up.

“I did.”

“You didn’t tell me.”

“I didn’t think I had to.”

He stared at her. “You always said this was ours.”

“It was,” she replied, still tapping the screen. “You wanted it. You opened the door. You begged.”

“I wanted to watch. I didn’t want to be cut out.”

Amber finally looked up, eyes sharp but not angry. “Do you want control, Cole? Or do you want to be cucked? Because you don’t get both.”

He looked down. “I want to be there.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“I need to be,” he added.

Amber set the phone aside. Crossed one leg over the other. “You really think you’re ready for that?”

Cole nodded. “Yes.”

She tilted her head. “Fine. But you’re not in the room. You’re not a part of it. You’re witnessing. That’s it.”

He swallowed. “Okay.”

“No talking. No touching. You sit still. You do nothing unless I tell you to.”

“Yes.”

Amber stood, stretching her arms above her head, her tank top riding up just enough to tease him with a flash of bare skin. She walked past him, trailing her fingers along the back of the couch as she left the room.

“Then watch.”

Two nights later, the door clicked open at 9:02 PM.

Cole sat in the corner of the bedroom, heart pounding in his throat. The chair felt like a stage. He wore jeans again. No underwear. His cock was already hard.

The bedroom was dim, lit by two soft bedside lamps. The bed was made, sheets crisp, comforter folded back like they were expecting company. Because they were.

Amber walked in first, her red lingerie clinging to every curve. Her skin glowed. Her lips were dark, her eyes smokey. She looked like she’d just stepped out of a fantasy—and not his.

Javon followed.

He was shirtless, sweatpants hanging low, cock visibly swinging beneath the fabric. He didn’t look at Cole. Didn’t acknowledge him. Just smiled at Amber and said, “You ready to get ruined again?”

She giggled, wrapping her arms around his neck, standing on tiptoe to kiss him.

He pulled her into it—deep, open-mouthed, tongue heavy, hands already moving down her back to grip her ass. Her moan vibrated into his mouth.

Cole didn’t breathe.

Javon slid his hands under her thighs, lifted her up, and carried her like she weighed nothing. Amber clung to him, nuzzling his neck, laughing softly.

They didn’t ask permission.

Cole stood reflexively as they passed.

Amber’s eyes flicked to him.

“Sit.”

That was all she said.

He obeyed.

Javon dropped her onto the bed like a ragdoll, pulling his pants down as he stepped out of them. His cock sprang free—longer than Cole’s forearm, thick at the base, pulsing.

Amber was already crawling backward across the bed, eyes locked on it, lips parted.

“Let me taste it first,” she said.

She got on her knees and wrapped her lips around him, both hands stroking the base. Her tongue swirled. Her spit dripped. She choked without flinching. Her mascara ran almost instantly.

Cole shifted in his seat, legs tight, cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

Javon grunted. “Goddamn, baby. You missed this throat.”

Amber moaned around him in response.

Then Javon pulled her up by the hair, bent her over the bed, and shoved her face into the sheets.

“You ready to get broken again?” he growled.

Amber arched her back, ass high, pussy already glistening.

“Please.”

He didn’t go slow.

His cock plunged into her in one rough, unforgiving thrust. Amber screamed into the pillow.

Cole gasped.

Javon started fucking her like a machine—hard, fast, relentless. The bed frame rattled. Her ass clapped against his thighs with every thrust. Wet, obscene, rhythmic.

Her moans were manic.

“*Fuck—fuck—oh my God—yes—yes—don’t stop—*oh FUCK—*harder—*fuck me harder—*use me—yes!”

She sounded gone.

Javon reached around and grabbed her throat, pulling her back onto his cock even deeper.

“You feel that?” he said. “That stretch? That fullness? Your man can’t give you that.”

Amber moaned something unintelligible—half sob, half orgasm.

Cole sat trembling, watching his wife fall apart on another man’s cock.

She came once. Then again.

Her body convulsed. She scratched the sheets. She screamed.

“Don’t stop—don’t fucking stop—fill me—please—oh fuck please⁠—”

Javon flipped her over. Her face was red. Her makeup smeared. Her eyes glazed.

He climbed between her legs and pushed back in, slower now, but deeper. Harder.

Amber wrapped her legs around him and pulled him in.

“You fucking own me,” she whispered in his ear. “You fucking own me.”

Cole felt a tear run down his cheek.

He didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

His cock throbbed painfully against the zipper of his jeans, precum soaking the fabric.

Then it happened.

Mid-thrust. Deep in the rhythm. Amber threw her head back and laughed—loud, beautiful, messy.

And then she said it.

“God… I don’t think I even need you anymore.”

Not to Javon.

To Cole.

She wasn’t looking at him when she said it.

But she meant it.

Cole stopped breathing.

Javon groaned loud. His hips slammed harder. Then a final thrust—and he came, deep inside her, his cock jerking as he emptied into her raw.

Amber moaned through it.

Body twitching.

Eyes shut tight.

Still smiling.

She didn’t speak to Cole as Javon pulled out and walked into the bathroom.

Cum dripped out of her. Onto the sheets. Onto the floor.

She lay there, chest rising and falling, eyes closed, basking in it.

Cole sat in the corner, silent, a wet patch growing in his jeans.

He’d cum.

Hands untouched.

Heart shattered.

He didn’t know what was worse—his humiliation… or how much he fucking loved it.


Chapter Eight


Trina had known something was different the moment Amber walked into the bar.

She didn’t have to say a word.

Not a "hey bitch," not a "what's up," not a rundown of the workweek or a complaint about traffic. Amber didn’t wear the same tired guilt she used to carry around like a purse. She wasn’t apologizing for her cleavage, or for drinking a second cocktail, or for turning heads when she walked in.

Amber sat down like the room already belonged to her.

And Trina wasn’t letting that shit slide.

“Okay,” she said, pointing a long nail across the table, “You’re glowing like you got fucked through the floorboards, and you’re not allowed to keep that to yourself.”

Amber smirked behind her straw, taking a slow pull from her mojito. “Maybe I did.”

“Maybe?” Trina leaned forward. “No. No. You’re gonna start from the beginning. Positions, moans, fluids, everything.”

Amber rolled her eyes, but the smile stuck to her lips like gloss. “You’re nasty.”

“I’m your best friend.”

“Same thing.”

They both laughed, clinked glasses, and let the moment stretch. Amber glanced around. The bar was packed, as usual—crowd of half-drunk mid-thirties pretending they were still in their twenties. The air smelled like lime, tequila, and desperation.

And yet, all Amber could think about was last night. The weight of him. The sound of her own voice echoing in the room. The way Cole didn’t speak for hours after she got home.

“You really want to hear it all?” she asked finally.

Trina gave her a look. “Bitch, I will cancel my date if you leave out one detail.”

Amber leaned in. “I fucked him again.”

Trina’s eyes lit up. “Javon?”

“Mmhmm.”

“Tell me you made him record it.”

Amber nodded. “Propped my phone on the dresser.”

“Tell me you sent it to Cole.”

Amber’s smile turned feral. “At work. Middle of a meeting.”

Trina slapped the table so hard the waitress flinched. “I fucking knew it.”

“He opened it in the middle of a boardroom. Had to excuse himself. Jerks off in the bathroom like a fucking perv. Said nothing about it afterward.”

“Silent shame nut. Classic cuck move.”

Amber laughed, almost choking on her drink.

Trina leaned in, eyes wild. “Okay, how was it?”

Amber paused. Took a breath. Then:

“Raw. Filthy. Fast. He bent me over the counter before I even said hello. Didn’t ask. Just yanked my dress up, pulled my hair, and shoved inside me like he owned it.”

Trina’s mouth fell open.

“Choked me. Spit in my mouth. I came on his cock without him even touching my clit.”

“God damn,” Trina hissed.

“Then he flipped me over, pinned my wrists, and fucked me until I screamed. Came in me. Twice.”

Trina looked like she might cry. “You are thriving.”

Amber’s voice dropped to a whisper. “And then I let Cole watch the next night.”

Trina blinked. “What?”

“Sat him in a chair. Told him to shut up. Told him not to move.”

Trina was vibrating. “Did he?”

“Didn’t say a word.”

“Oh my God.”

Amber kept going. “I was riding Javon reverse. Cole could see everything. My ass bouncing, my thighs clapping. I looked back over my shoulder, laughed mid-thrust and said⁠—”

She paused.

Trina leaned in.

Amber’s smile was razor-sharp.

“God, I don’t think I even need you anymore.”

Trina screamed.

Like, actual scream. Heads turned. Glasses shook.

Amber covered her face, laughing.

“You monster!” Trina shouted. “You broke that man!”

“I didn’t mean to say it.”

“Oh, yes you fucking did. That came from your soul.”

Amber shook her head. “He hasn’t spoken since. Just… stares.”

Trina stirred her drink like she was concocting a potion. “And how do you feel?”

Amber looked at her. “Alive.”

That word dropped like thunder between them.

“I didn’t realize how bored I was,” she continued. “How… small I let myself be. I used to feel sexy with Cole. But now? With Javon? It’s like I’m discovering parts of myself I didn’t know were locked.”

Trina nodded slowly. “That’s not just sex, babe. That’s a resurrection.”

“I feel powerful,” Amber said, sipping again. “Like I could do anything. Take anything.”

“And you should,” Trina said, pointing her straw. “This isn’t about him anymore. Cole gave you the key. He asked for it. Now you’ve become it.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Become what?”

“The woman he fantasized about. But real. The version he can’t survive watching.”

Amber looked down at her drink.

Trina leaned in again. “You’re not the wife anymore, Amber. You’re the storm. And if he drowns in it? That’s on him.”

Amber sat in silence for a long moment. Then she looked up, eyes glowing.

“I want more.”

Trina grinned. “Then take it.”

“No asking?”

“Fuck no. You’re not taking requests. You’re making playlists.”

Amber laughed. “You always know what to say.”

“I’m your best friend,” Trina said again. “It’s my job to remind you who the fuck you are.”

Later, in the Uber, Amber’s legs were spread.

Leather seat. Bare thighs. No panties.

The driver said nothing.

She was silent, but her fingers were busy—pressing into the soaked heat between her legs, slowly, deliberately, like she was teasing herself for the camera again.

The streetlights blurred past the tinted windows.

She pulled up Javon’s thread.

Typed:

You up?

The typing bubbles appeared immediately.

Always.

Another message:

My throat misses you.

This time, the reply came with a picture. Javon’s cock, thick and hard, resting on his stomach.

Door’s unlocked.

Amber moaned softly.

Her fingers dipped deeper.

By the time the car stopped, her hand was dripping.

She didn’t clean it.

She just stepped out, smiled at the driver, and walked up the steps like she already knew whose cum she’d be swallowing by midnight.


Chapter Nine


Cole stared at himself in the bathroom mirror.

The lines around his eyes looked deeper. His face, thinner. There was a permanent tightness in his chest he couldn’t breathe around anymore.

He hadn’t slept properly in days.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw her—the way she arched her back for Javon, the way she screamed, the way she looked past him like he wasn’t even real. And then those words, still echoing, haunting:

“God… I don’t think I even need you anymore.”

He’d replayed it in his head a hundred times. Sometimes he imagined she didn’t mean it. Other times… he jerked off to it. Hating himself.

He wiped his hands on the towel and forced himself to say it out loud.

“She’s still my wife.”

The mirror didn’t care.

They barely spoke now. Amber moved through the apartment like a tenant, not a partner. Her phone always in hand. Her body always freshly showered, freshly oiled, freshly satisfied.

He’d become background noise. The couch guy. The one who took out the trash and paid the rent while she got filled and fucked like a dream.

Tonight, he decided to try.

To take something back.

“Hey,” he said over dinner—leftover Thai she’d barely touched.

She looked up, distant.

“I was thinking…” He forced a casual tone. “Maybe we could mix things up.”

Amber blinked. “Meaning?”

“I mean, we’ve done your thing. A lot. And I’ve watched, like you wanted.” He chuckled awkwardly. “Maybe it’s time we tried… my thing.”

Amber raised an eyebrow.

He cleared his throat.

“A threesome. With another girl.”

A long pause.

Amber stared at him like he was asking to borrow money. Then she laughed.

Not a cruel laugh.

Just… amused.

Like he was cute.

“You think this is about you now?”

Cole felt something twist in his gut. “I’m just saying—this started as a shared fantasy, right? Balance?”

Amber leaned back in her chair, cocking her head. “Balance? What exactly are we balancing?”

He said nothing.

She kept going. “You wanted to feel small. Powerless. You begged for this. And now that it’s real… you want to pull it back?”

He swallowed. “I just thought⁠—”

“You thought wrong.”

Amber stood and left the room. The conversation was over.

Two hours later, she was on her phone.

Cole watched from the couch as her fingers danced across the screen, thumb tapping faster than usual. Her expression was calm. Focused.

He didn’t dare ask who.

She didn’t offer it.

Twenty minutes later, she got up and disappeared into the bedroom. He heard the closet open. Hangers shift. The faint spray of perfume.

She came back out in a short silk robe and heels.

Black lace peeked out from underneath.

“Where are you going?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

She didn’t look at him. Just grabbed her clutch.

“You can stay if you want.”

“Who is it?”

Amber stopped at the door.

“Not Javon.”

The words hit him like a slap.

She opened the door.

The man who stepped in was taller. Broader. Clean-cut. Dressed like a professional—button-down shirt, no tie, confidence that filled the room.

Cole’s stomach dropped.

“Amber?” he said quietly.

She looked at him, eyes hard. “You wanted to watch. So watch.”

This time, she didn’t ease into it.

No teasing. No foreplay. No warm-up for Cole’s sake.

She straddled the man on the bed, pulling her robe off in one smooth motion, baring her breasts, her hips, the sheer thong that disappeared between her thighs.

The man kissed her neck as she ground against him. His hands roamed freely—this wasn’t new to him. He wasn’t nervous. He didn’t ask questions.

He was here for her.

Cole sat in the same chair in the corner. He couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

She turned and caught his eyes for the first time.

“You still think you’re owed something?” she asked, almost sweetly.

Cole blinked.

Then the man pulled her thong aside and slid inside her.

Amber’s breath caught.

Her eyes closed.

And she never looked at Cole again.

She rode him slowly at first, one hand on his chest, her body rolling like it was built for it. Every thrust was met with a soft gasp, a deeper moan.

Then it changed.

He flipped her. Pinned her. Fucked her with a rhythm that shook the bed.

Amber’s voice filled the room.

Moaning. Pleading. Screaming.

She came once. Then again. Then again.

The sheets twisted under her. The headboard slammed. Her nails dragged lines down his back.

The man growled against her neck as he thrust harder, faster, deeper.

Amber arched beneath him, body trembling, her cries high and desperate.

She was alive.

Electric.

Unapologetic.

Cole sat still.

Hands in his lap.

Jeans tight around his hips.

He wanted to look away.

He couldn’t.

The man came inside her with a deep, guttural groan, burying himself to the hilt as Amber cried out one final time and collapsed beneath him.

They stayed like that—intertwined, slick with sweat and cum.

Amber barely moved.

Eventually, she looked up.

Eyes locking with Cole’s.

And she whispered:

“This is what I needed.

You just gave me permission.”

Then she turned her face into the pillow.

And Cole knew, without a doubt⁠—

he’d never get her back.


Chapter Ten


The silence came in waves.

It wasn’t complete. There were sounds—keys dropped on the counter, the rush of water through the shower pipes, the occasional scrape of a chair. But none of it meant anything. There were no questions. No laughter. No small, passing touches. The air inside the apartment felt like it hadn’t been stirred in days.

Cole had started hearing his own thoughts louder than ever before.

He woke up in the middle of the night sometimes, alone in bed, the covers beside him still cold. He didn’t ask where she was. He knew. She didn’t lie about it anymore.

And maybe that’s what made it worse.

He tried to do normal things.

On Monday, he made her coffee.

She walked into the kitchen still towel-drying her hair. Her robe was loose, skin still pink from the shower. Cole handed her the mug with a smile.

“I made it the way you like.”

Amber looked down, took it from him. “Thanks,” she said.

That was it.

She sipped it once, then walked over to the window and pulled out her phone. Not even a glance back.

Cole stood there holding his own mug, wondering if he should say something else. Something funny. Something to make her smile. Something to make her remember that he used to matter.

He didn’t.

He just stood there, listening to the faint sound of her nails tapping her screen.

That night, he tried again.

She was standing at the kitchen counter, chopping vegetables. Her tank top hung loose. No bra. Her hair was up in a messy bun, neck bare.

Cole walked up behind her, slowly. Carefully.

He reached out and placed a hand on her waist. Just a gentle touch.

Amber paused for half a second.

Then she shifted her weight forward and took a small step away—barely enough to register as a rejection.

But it was.

He dropped his hand.

“I thought maybe… we could go out this weekend?” he said.

Amber didn’t turn around. “I’ll be busy.”

“With work?”

She didn’t answer right away. “Not exactly.”

He didn’t ask for clarification. He already knew. There was no “work” that kept her out until 1:00 AM wearing lipstick and a scent he didn’t recognize.

Wednesday, he came home early.

Amber wasn’t expecting him. Her heels were kicked off at the door, her purse slouched on the dining chair. A half-empty glass of wine sat on the end table next to the couch, and music played softly from the speaker in the corner—slow, rhythmic, something with bass.

He followed the sound of running water.

The bathroom door was cracked open, steam curling into the hall.

Inside, she was showering—hair slicked back, her body a silhouette behind the frosted glass.

He didn’t walk in.

He just stood in the hall, staring.

She used to invite him in. Used to call his name when she wanted his hands. Used to lean against the doorframe in a towel and say “join me.”

Now she didn’t even close the door.

And somehow, that felt worse than if she had.

He jerked off that night in the dark.

Not to porn. Not even to memories.

To the absence.

To the thought of her being somewhere else. With someone else. Hands on her hips. His wife, bent over a hotel bed, biting the pillow so she wouldn’t scream loud enough for security to knock.

He hated it.

He needed it.

Afterward, he sat on the edge of the bed, underwear around his thighs, staring at the floor like something was broken in him and he didn’t know where the pieces were.

She came home late again Friday.

He was on the couch. Lights off. Pretending to be asleep.

Amber walked past him with soft footsteps, heels in hand. She still smelled like sweat and perfume, but not the kind she wore for work. Her hair was mussed. Her makeup barely intact.

She didn’t say anything.

Just walked straight into the bedroom and shut the door.

He heard the shower start. The water run.

Cole sat in the dark and felt something inside him go still.

Saturday morning, he found a pair of her panties on the floor beside the laundry basket.

He wasn’t even looking for them.

He was putting away towels when his eye caught the thin band of black lace half-tucked under her jeans. They weren’t just worn. They were wrecked. The crotch stretched and damp. A faint, unfamiliar cologne still clinging to them.

He picked them up. Slowly.

He didn’t mean to press them to his face.

But he did.

The scent hit him instantly—raw, dizzying. Amber. And someone else.

His knees went weak.

His jeans grew tight.

He sat down on the bed without meaning to, still holding the fabric like it was evidence in a case he’d already lost.

And then… he cried.

Not loud. Not messy. Just silent tears while his body betrayed him, pleasure and grief knotted together until he didn’t know which was which anymore.

That evening, he tried one last time.

They were on the couch, a movie playing they weren’t watching.

Cole turned toward her.

“I miss us,” he said quietly.

Amber didn’t look away from the screen.

“I know.”

He waited. Hoped.

She said nothing else.

After a moment, he nodded and stood up. Walked to the bedroom. Closed the door behind him.

And for the first time since all this began, Cole realized something that hit harder than any of the sex tapes, the moans, the messages:

She wasn’t trying to hurt him.

She just didn’t need him anymore.


Chapter Eleven


The hallway mirror had always been narrow—one of those cheap things you grab from a big box store and hang without much thought. But tonight, it felt smaller. Like it was closing in around the man who stood in front of it.

Cole stared at his reflection.

He looked… tired. Not just physically, though the dark shadows under his eyes were proof enough of that. He looked emotionally… drained. As if the color had been pulled out of him in layers—one stolen moment at a time. Like watching himself fade frame by frame in an old film reel.

His face was thinner. He hadn’t shaved in a few days. His clothes didn’t hang right anymore—looser in the shoulders, tighter in the gut. His shoulders hunched slightly without him noticing.

The mirror didn’t lie.

But it didn’t comfort either.

It simply reflected what was left.

Amber was in the bedroom.

She had music playing, something soft with a slow beat and no lyrics. Cole stood just outside the door, leaning quietly against the wall, listening to the low shuffle of her movements: drawers opening, hangers scraping, perfume bottles clinking lightly on the vanity.

She didn’t close the door.

She hadn’t in weeks.

He told himself it was an invitation, some thread of intimacy that hadn’t been fully cut. But deep down, he knew better.

It wasn’t an invitation.

It was indifference.

Amber didn’t care who saw her anymore. Least of all him.

She stepped out of the closet in a black dress that left almost nothing to the imagination—tight, sleeveless, open at the back. Cole’s breath caught in his throat when she turned to face the mirror. Her hair was swept up, exposing the line of her neck. Her earrings glinted softly under the lamp light.

She leaned in close, applying her lipstick carefully, with the kind of precision that didn’t need to impress anyone—because she already knew the effect she had.

Cole watched her in the mirror.

And for a moment, something primitive clawed up his chest. Not lust. Not jealousy.

Hunger.

For her attention.

For the version of her that used to smile just for him.

“You look…” he started, clearing his throat, “incredible.”

Amber’s eyes flicked to him in the mirror.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t say thank you. She just looked at him for a moment—like she’d forgotten he was even home—and turned back to her makeup.

He wanted to say more.

He wanted to tell her she used to wear that dress for him.

But instead, he just stepped back into the hallway and let the moment die.

She left the house thirty minutes later.

No mention of where she was going.

No lie to soften the silence.

Just the click of her heels on hardwood, the jingle of keys, and the door closing behind her.

Cole sat on the edge of the couch in the dark, staring at the TV screen. He hadn’t turned it on. He just needed something to look at.

After fifteen minutes, he opened Instagram.

She’d posted a picture.

Her hand on a wine glass, wrist resting against a white tablecloth. Red nails, gold bracelet. The caption read:

Spoiled tonight [image: kiss mark]

The post had already gotten over fifty likes.

The comments came in waves.

[image: sparkling heart][image: fire] Queen

“You deserve it.”

“Whoever he is, he’s lucky.”

Cole scrolled through them slowly, over and over, rereading the same five words that made his stomach twist.

“Whoever he is…”

He closed the app. Opened it again two minutes later.

It was like checking a bruise—one you knew would hurt but kept pressing anyway.

He didn’t sleep that night.

Not really.

He lay in bed with the lights off, staring at the ceiling, one arm stretched toward the cold side of the mattress she hadn’t touched in days. He listened for the sound of her coming home. The turn of the lock. The click of her heels on the hallway tile.

It was nearly three in the morning when she walked in.

She didn’t say a word.

He heard her heels drop near the door. Her phone buzzed once. Then twice.

She went straight to the bathroom.

No shower. Just running water. A toilet flush. The soft scrape of her toothbrush against the sink.

Then she walked into the bedroom—still not closing the door—and changed clothes in the dark.

Cole pretended to be asleep.

She pulled on one of his old t-shirts.

Nothing else.

She got into bed without speaking. Rolled away from him.

And just like that, she was gone again.

He dreamt that night.

But not of her.

He dreamt of them. Of the men he hadn’t met. The ones whose voices he only heard in muffled gasps through the walls or saw as shadows on video frames. He saw her in the dream too—smiling, her eyes wild, her body arching in a way it never had for him.

He woke up hard.

Ashamed.

He didn't touch himself. Just lay there, sweat cooling on his skin, hating the fact that his body didn’t understand what his heart couldn’t take.

The next day was Sunday.

Amber was up before him, walking around in nothing but that same oversized shirt, scrolling her phone as she leaned on the kitchen counter. Her hair was loose, still slightly messy from sleep—or whatever else had happened before she came home.

Cole stood in the doorway and watched her for a moment before saying anything.

“Do you want breakfast?”

She didn’t look up. “I’m not hungry.”

He nodded. “Coffee?”

“Already made some,” she said, still staring at her screen.

Her phone buzzed again.

Cole caught a glimpse of the preview on the lock screen as she turned.

“Can’t stop thinking about last night.”

No name.

Just the words.

Amber smiled. Tapped a reply.

Cole took a slow breath.

He reached for her hand. Just a brush of fingers, a soft touch like the hundreds they used to share without thinking.

This time, she didn’t even look at him.

She simply pulled away.

Not harshly. Not cruelly.

Just… unconsciously. Like he wasn’t there.

Later that evening, he found himself in the hallway again.

In front of the mirror.

Staring.

Trying to figure out what she saw when she looked at him.

Trying to remember if she still looked at him at all.

He used to see a partner. A husband. A man with a role to play in her life.

Now?

Now he saw someone who stayed behind.

Who watched the door close and counted the hours until it opened again.

Someone who tried to guess what perfume she was wearing based on the scent she left in the sheets.

Someone who mistook silence for safety.

The mirror didn’t crack.

But Cole felt it.

That tiny shift inside his chest.

The one you feel right before something breaks.


Chapter Twelve


The picture hit harder than it should have.

Cole was standing in the checkout line at the grocery store—oat milk, eggs, coffee filters—and scrolling mindlessly through Instagram, like he did every time he was waiting in line, or alone, or pretending not to fall apart.

Amber’s post was second from the top.

Her face filled the screen, lit by some soft, glowing restaurant light. The kind of expensive glow that made everything around her look richer, deeper, more intentional. Her smile was open, natural. The kind of smile she hadn’t given him in weeks. Maybe longer.

She was leaning in close to someone, just out of frame. But the hand was visible. A man’s hand. Resting on her hip, fingers spread like he’d been there a while. Comfortable. Confident.

The caption:

“Deserved every second.”

The screen went a little blurry.

Cole blinked, heart in his throat. His thumb hovered over the screen, unsure if he should refresh it. Save it. Report it. Send it to himself.

Behind him, someone chuckled.

“Damn. Lucky guy.”

Cole turned, startled.

A guy in a hoodie and backward cap gave him a quick grin, nodding at the phone. “That your girl?”

Cole’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

The guy laughed again and went back to scrolling.

Cole left the cart in the aisle and walked out without paying.

That night was the dinner party.

A birthday gathering for a mutual friend—someone they used to see often. Before all this. Before everything changed.

Amber had picked out her dress earlier in the week. She hadn’t asked Cole’s opinion. She’d simply tried it on in the bedroom mirror, turned once, nodded to herself, and walked out.

It was red. Deep, bold, confident. The neckline plunged dangerously low. The slit up one thigh was high enough that it wasn’t a dress so much as a challenge.

When she stepped out of the car and into the restaurant, heads turned.

Cole followed two steps behind, barely catching up before she was already hugging someone, smiling wide, accepting compliments like they were owed to her.

“You look amazing,” someone said.

Amber laughed. “I know.”

She said it with such ease, such lack of apology, that no one even questioned it.

Cole stood next to her while they greeted old friends, shook hands, sat at a long wooden table near the back.

He hadn’t seen most of these people in months. It felt like walking into a life he barely remembered.

Amber, on the other hand, fit in seamlessly.

Dinner went by in pieces.

Cole barely tasted the food. Amber’s laughter floated over the clink of silverware. She leaned into conversations, told stories, gestured with her glass. At one point, someone toasted her—just her, not him.

“To Amber,” a woman said, raising her glass, “for doing what most of us are too scared to do.”

There were nods. Smiles. One or two slow claps.

Amber just lifted her glass and winked.

Cole didn’t toast.

He sat, silent, unsure if he was supposed to laugh or leave.

He watched as she scrolled her phone under the table, fingers tapping lightly.

She read something and smiled. Bit her lip.

A moment later, she leaned across the table toward him.

“He’s going to pick me up after dessert,” she whispered.

The sentence was quiet. Smooth.

She might’ve been talking about a coat check.

Then she kissed his cheek.

Not affectionately.

Politely.

He stayed through dessert, then left alone.

She didn’t text him when she got home. He didn’t ask.

The next morning, she was in the kitchen already dressed in leggings and a crop top, sipping coffee and humming to herself. The hum had no melody—just a sound of someone content, moving through a space that fit them perfectly.

Cole leaned in the doorway and watched her.

She didn’t look up.

Her phone lit up on the counter. A message preview popped into view before the screen dimmed again:

“Next weekend can’t come soon enough.”

She smiled.

Took a slow sip.

Didn’t hide anything.

They had lunch with her sister that afternoon—something Cole had completely forgotten about.

Amber didn’t remind him. She just handed him a clean shirt and said, “You’re coming, right?” before walking out the door.

At the restaurant, her sister noticed. Noticed the change.

“You’re glowing,” she said with a sly grin. “New skincare?”

Amber laughed. “New everything.”

Her sister turned to Cole and asked, “You okay over there? You’re quiet.”

Amber answered for him. “He’s just getting used to me.”

Cole smiled, awkwardly. “She’s… been busy.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “You could say that.”

No one pressed.

That evening, Cole scrolled through her profile again.

It was subtle. Nothing overt.

But the comments had changed.

More likes from people he didn’t know. Men. Women. Strangers.

One just said:

She’s finally her.

Another:

She’s never looked better.

No one mentioned him. No one even seemed to remember she was married.

Maybe she wasn’t.

Not really.

Not anymore.

Later that week, she came home with a new tattoo.

Just a small one. A symbol. Inked above her hipbone. A location Cole hadn’t seen in weeks.

He caught a glimpse of it when she walked by in her robe, untied, slipping open just enough to show a flash of bare skin.

He opened his mouth.

Closed it again.

She didn’t offer to explain.

She didn’t owe him anything.

That night, she went out again.

This time, she didn’t even dress up. Jeans. A fitted black tee. Hair in a loose braid. No heels.

Before she left, she paused by the door.

“You don’t have to wait up,” she said.

Her voice was kind.

She meant it.

He nodded.

She left.

He sat in the bedroom with the lights off, scrolling old photos on his phone.

Beach trips. Birthdays. Candid shots of her laughing at things he used to say.

They didn’t feel like memories anymore.

They felt like someone else's life.


Chapter Thirteen


Cole didn’t ask.

He could’ve. When Amber walked past him in the hallway that afternoon, pulling her hair into a lazy ponytail, phone in one hand, overnight bag in the other—he could’ve asked.

Is someone coming over?

But he didn’t.

He just moved aside, let her brush past without meeting his eyes, and watched the door close behind her.

It wasn’t locked.

It didn’t have to be anymore.

It started with the shoes.

Black sneakers, near the door. Not his. Too new, too stylish, soles too clean to belong to someone who lived there. They were positioned carefully, toe-to-toe with hers—like they’d done this before.

Cole stood staring at them. Long enough to hear the shower kick on down the hall. Long enough to be sure it wasn’t her voice echoing off the bathroom tile.

The water ran for twenty minutes. Then came silence.

He sat at the kitchen table, unmoving, hands flat on the surface. The ceiling fan hummed above him, slightly off balance. The refrigerator kicked on, loud in the quiet.

Then came footsteps.

The man didn’t emerge at first.

Only Amber did—freshly showered, damp hair combed straight, skin still flushed. She wore a tank top and shorts, no effort in either, the kind of comfortable laziness people reserve for safe spaces. She poured herself a drink, leaned against the fridge, and finally looked at Cole.

“I ordered Thai,” she said casually, like she’d just come back from the store. “Should be here in twenty.”

He nodded once. “He’s staying?”

She sipped. “He’ll be here tonight. Probably tomorrow.”

Cole tried to speak. Failed. Cleared his throat.

“You didn’t… think to mention that?”

Amber’s tone didn’t change. “I didn’t think I needed to.”

They didn’t eat together.

She brought two plates to the living room. Left him nothing. The TV flicked on. The laugh track of a sitcom buzzed through the wall.

Cole stood in the hallway, just out of sight.

He heard their voices—quiet, but not hushed. Not guilty. No whispers. No effort to hide.

He closed his office door and sat at his desk with his back to the room. The sound of his own breathing filled the space. A text lit up his phone. A reminder about a dentist appointment next week.

He stared at it like it was foreign.

Around midnight, he walked to the kitchen and found the leftovers on the counter.

Two plates.

One fork still resting across the rim. A sauce-stained napkin crumpled nearby.

He stood there, just breathing.

Amber’s phone lit up on the counter.

He didn’t touch it. Just read the preview when it buzzed.

“Next time you’re on top the whole time. Deal?”

Cole stared at the words until the screen dimmed.

He put the lid on the food and slid it into the fridge like muscle memory.

Then turned off the light.

He didn’t sleep in the bedroom.

Not because she asked him not to.

Because he didn’t want to know if the bed still felt like home.

The couch was cold. Lumpy. Too short. His legs cramped before dawn.

Around 3 a.m., he heard laughter from down the hall. Not loud, not careless. Just warm. Familiar.

The sound that used to belong to them.

He pressed his palm to his chest. Not to stop anything. Just to feel something.

By the next morning, nothing had changed.

The stranger’s duffel bag sat by the front door like luggage at a hotel.

A toothbrush beside hers in the bathroom.

A jacket draped over the back of the living room chair.

Amber moved around the house in a robe and bare feet. She didn’t explain anything. She poured coffee for two. Brought one mug to the bedroom. Left the other in the kitchen.

Cole sat at the table, hands folded, watching her move like she owned every corner.

He used to move like that. Back when things made sense.

She walked past him and opened the pantry.

“You look tired,” she said, not turning.

“I am.”

Amber glanced over her shoulder. “Maybe try sleeping in a bed.”

He didn’t answer.

She didn’t wait.

The man—he never introduced himself. Didn’t shake hands. Didn’t make conversation.

He just was.

Present. Occupying air. Scent. Weight. Volume.

He showered in the morning and used the towels Cole bought. He ate cereal Cole stocked. He leaned against countertops Cole had wiped clean the night before.

And Cole?

He moved around him.

Quiet. Careful.

Not out of fear. But shame.

That evening, Cole stood outside the apartment for twenty minutes before going in.

The idea of walking through that door—of pretending again—was suddenly too much.

When he finally entered, the lights were dim. Music played in the background. Amber was curled on the couch in leggings and a hoodie, the other man beside her, one arm casually across the back of the cushions.

No one looked up.

Cole hung his jacket and went straight to his room.

He didn’t close the door.

But they didn’t follow.

Later that night, he passed by the bathroom and saw the man’s cologne on the shelf. Next to hers. Not packed away. Not hidden.

Displayed.

Like something that belonged.

Like someone who did.


Chapter Fourteen


Cole noticed first by accident.

He came home early from work—head full of static, eyes dry from staring at a screen too long—and reached for the coat rack to hang his jacket.

It wasn’t there.

The rack. Gone.

In its place was a narrow floating shelf with a row of tiny potted succulents and a brass dish for keys. A small framed print above it read:

Good Energy Only.

He paused, one arm still in his sleeve.

Something inside him shifted.

He walked through the living room like a guest, scanning everything. New throw pillows. One fewer chair. His framed photo of the Oregon coast—taken on their third anniversary—was no longer above the mantle.

In its place, an abstract painting. Swirls of gold and navy. Cold and modern.

He stepped closer, as if he could see behind it. Like the past might still be hiding behind glass.

Amber was in the kitchen unpacking a shipment of tableware. She moved with ease, tossing out bubble wrap, stacking bowls in groups of four. The old dishes—their dishes—sat boxed up near the door, already labeled “donate.”

He hovered by the counter.

“Where’s the coat rack?”

She glanced up briefly. “Didn’t match anymore.”

He looked at the bowls. “The ones we had were fine.”

She gave a tight smile. “They were chipped. And cheap. These are better.”

Cole nodded, pressing his palm against the counter edge. “Anything else I should know about?”

Amber went back to unpacking. “I’m just trying to make the space feel more like me.”

More like her. Not them.

She didn’t say it. But she didn’t need to.

By the end of the week, the apartment felt like a place he hadn’t signed a lease for.

New curtains. Sheers instead of blinds, letting in more light—but less privacy.

The guest room, once their shared storage space, had been emptied and painted a pale green. A new twin bed appeared there one afternoon, made up with navy sheets and a gray blanket. He heard her on the phone later, laughing.

“It’s finally usable. Maybe I’ll keep it open for weekends.”

No one asked who the guest was.

He didn’t ask either.

On Saturday, he walked into the bathroom and didn’t recognize it.

The shower curtain was gone—replaced with a thick white one lined with eucalyptus leaves. Her skincare had taken over the sink. His toothbrush had been moved to a cup in the cabinet. The towel hooks now had labeled tags—hers said “Glow.” His said nothing.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

Didn’t speak.

Just wiped condensation from the glass and stared.

The living room changed next.

The rug vanished.

The old, shaggy one they picked out together in that downtown outlet, arguing over colors for half an hour—it was gone. Rolled up and left near the elevator for building disposal.

In its place was a new one: tightly woven, cream and slate, symmetrical, quiet.

He stood with his shoes still on, uncertain if he was allowed to step on it.

Amber entered with a candle in hand and lit it wordlessly. The scent was clean. Floral. Like a hotel lobby.

She looked at him standing stiffly near the wall.

“You can walk on it,” she said, without sarcasm. “It’s still a floor.”

“Right.”

“But maybe take your shoes off first.”

That night, she lit another candle at dinner.

The plates were porcelain now. The cutlery didn’t match anything he remembered. She poured wine into glasses that caught the light and made everything feel expensive.

He picked at his food in silence.

Amber was texting again. Thumb light on the screen. Smile barely there.

“You okay?” she asked suddenly, eyes flicking up.

He forced a nod. “Just tired.”

Amber tilted her head. “You’ve been saying that a lot lately.”

He didn’t answer.

She didn’t press.

Sunday morning, he woke up and found his dresser drawers half-empty.

He wasn’t sure when it had happened.

His undershirts were missing. A few old t-shirts. His cologne, the one she used to steal from his side of the bathroom, had been moved to the closet shelf beside an unopened box of men’s body wash he didn’t buy.

He touched it gently, like it might disappear if he did.

Amber walked by behind him, heading to the laundry room.

“You can start using the guest room if it’s easier,” she said over her shoulder.

“I’m fine,” he said quickly.

“Just saying. Might be more comfortable.”

He heard the washer click shut.

He never heard it start.

Later that day, she hosted a friend.

Cole wasn’t told.

He stepped into the kitchen, half-dressed, and saw two coffee mugs already out, a third voice laughing in the living room.

It was a man’s voice.

Not the same as before. Not one he recognized.

He froze.

Amber didn’t call out.

Didn’t explain.

He backed into the hallway, retreated into the guest room—his new room, apparently—and closed the door gently, listening to the low murmur of voices on the other side of the wall.

At night, he walked through the space slowly, lights dim, rooms cold with echo.

Everything looked… designed. Curated. As if someone had hired a stager to prepare the apartment for a showing.

The problem was, he wasn’t the buyer.

He was the forgotten tenant still on the lease.

In the early hours of Monday, Cole sat alone on the balcony with a mug of black coffee. The sunrise hadn’t broken yet. The city was still asleep.

From inside, he heard her laughing in her sleep.

Warm. Alive.

Not the kind of laugh that belonged to memories.

The kind that said: she was building something new.

And none of it had his fingerprints on it.


Chapter Fifteen


The first night he slept in the guest room, Cole told himself it was temporary.

Amber had a headache. Or was tired. Or simply needed space.

He grabbed his pillow, closed the door softly behind him, and didn’t ask questions.

The sheets were stiff. The mattress unfamiliar. There was no headboard, no nightstand, no lamp. Just a bed pressed to the wall and a folded blanket at the foot.

He lay on his back for a long time, staring at the ceiling, listening through the walls. A soft rhythm. A muffled voice. Laughter once, sharp and quick.

His own breath was loud by comparison. Shaky in the dark.

The next morning, his toothbrush was on the edge of the sink in the guest bathroom.

Not by mistake.

She’d placed it there. Along with his deodorant, his shaving cream, and a fresh bar of soap that hadn’t been opened.

Amber was in the kitchen pouring coffee. She moved easily, wrapped in a robe, scrolling her phone.

“Guest room alright?” she asked without looking up.

He hesitated. “It’s fine.”

“You snore less in there,” she said, lips curling into something too calm to be called a smile. “Or maybe the walls are just thicker.”

Cole nodded and reached for the second mug.

It wasn’t there.

She’d only poured one.

By midweek, the guest room had acquired a lamp.

He didn’t know who bought it.

It was just there when he got home from work—dimly lit, already plugged in, casting warm amber light across the bed.

He stood in the doorway a long time.

His dress shirts were hanging on the back of the door. His suitcase sat half-unpacked on the floor. The drawer in the nightstand now held his keys, his wallet, a single pen.

None of it had been his decision.

He stopped opening the door to the master bedroom.

Not out of anger.

Just habit.

The bed was always made now. Fresh pillows. Crisp corners. There were new curtains up—white linen—and the faint smell of unfamiliar cologne lingered there sometimes.

Sometimes.

Not always.

But enough.

On Thursday, Amber passed him in the hallway, hair still wet from the shower. She wore leggings and one of his old sweatshirts—one that used to hang in the back of his closet.

It fit her better now.

She paused in the hallway, half-smiling. “You’re taking up less space lately.”

He wasn’t sure if it was a compliment.

“I’m trying not to be in the way.”

Amber’s head tilted slightly. “You’re not in the way.”

She walked into the bedroom and shut the door behind her.

He ate dinner alone. A frozen meal, microwaved in silence.

The new plates were too delicate for that kind of food. He used paper.

The TV stayed off. The apartment was too quiet for noise, somehow. Noise would’ve been dishonest. Noise would’ve filled in the truth.

He sat on the edge of the couch and stared at nothing for a long time.

That night, the bed in the guest room felt warmer.

Not comfortable. Not familiar.

Just used.

Like it accepted him now.

On Friday, Amber brought someone over.

Cole didn’t see his face. Just heard the laugh. The deep, effortless tone of someone confident in a space that wasn’t his—but didn’t feel like it wasn’t.

They were in the kitchen. Then the living room.

At one point, someone opened the fridge.

Cole stayed in the guest room.

The lamp was on.

His phone battery was low.

He stared at the ceiling again, eyes dry, mouth slightly open.

He thought about closing the door.

But he didn’t.

The next morning, his razor was in the guest bathroom permanently.

A clean hand towel folded on the edge of the sink. A note in Amber’s handwriting on the mirror—Buy more body wash.

She didn’t specify who for.

Later that day, he opened the hall closet and saw his boxes stacked neatly beside the vacuum. Labeled in her handwriting.

“Cole – Winter”

“Cole – Photos”

“Cole – Books?”

A question mark.

Like she wasn’t sure if they were even his anymore.

That night, he lay in bed and stared at the shape of his arm in the half-light.

It didn’t look like him.

The room didn’t sound like him.

The silence wasn’t his anymore.

He didn’t know who it belonged to.

But it wasn’t him.


Chapter Sixteen


Cole opened the hallway closet and paused.

A coat he hadn’t worn in years—still zipped up from the last cold night he remembered needing it—was gone.

So was the box of photos from college. The old hiking backpack. His baseball glove, broken in along the edges, tucked into the corner for when he thought he’d teach someone how to throw.

He crouched to check behind the vacuum.

Nothing.

There was nothing left in the closet that bore his name.

In the living room, Amber sat cross-legged on the couch with her laptop open and her hair pulled up in a knot. She was wearing headphones, nodding occasionally, typing steadily. She didn’t look up.

Behind her, the wall once covered in framed photos—beach trips, birthdays, the one from his sister’s wedding—was blank now. Repainted a cool neutral, the nail holes patched and smoothed over.

He hadn’t noticed it happen.

He stood staring at it for a long time, that bare expanse.

It didn’t feel like a wall.

It felt like a verdict.

He spent more time in the guest room.

It didn’t echo when he walked. Not because of furniture—but because it expected nothing. The walls didn’t care who he was. The air didn’t shift when he entered.

Some nights he sat in the chair by the window and scrolled through his phone. Not reading. Not watching. Just… movement. Just something that pretended to mean something.

Amber’s laugh carried down the hallway from time to time. Sometimes it was on the phone. Sometimes it wasn’t.

He stopped checking.

One afternoon, he opened a kitchen drawer to grab scissors and found it full of loose tea sachets, none of which he recognized. His tools were gone. The junk drawer—once filled with receipts, batteries, keys with lost locks—was now perfectly organized. Tea, corkscrew, tasting spoons.

He searched the drawers one by one.

No scissors.

No receipts.

No evidence he’d ever lived there at all.

He passed the bedroom once and saw someone’s shoes on the floor beside the bed.

Not the same pair as before.

Not the same man.

That was the moment something broke—not loudly. Not with violence. Just… absence. Like a sound that used to be there had stopped mid-note.

He didn’t pause.

Didn’t knock.

Just kept walking.

He looked at himself in the mirror that night. Really looked.

The skin under his eyes was dull. His beard uneven. A line at the base of his throat he didn’t recognize. He touched it absently, fingers lingering on the edge of his jaw.

He couldn’t remember the last time Amber had looked at him like he was a person and not a leftover.

He said his name out loud. Once. Quietly.

Just to make sure it still belonged to someone.

The next day, he walked into the living room and saw the couch pushed further back. A new coffee table. Smaller, lighter. The one they chose together was gone.

Amber walked in holding a fabric swatch.

“I’m thinking of changing the chairs too,” she said. “This color’s softer.”

He stared at the patch of pale linen. “How much more is left to change?”

Amber looked at him. Really looked, for the first time in days.

“Almost everything,” she said.

She didn’t say it cruelly.

That’s what made it worse.

That night, he sat in the dark of the guest room and listened to the stillness.

No voices. No TV. No footsteps.

Just the distant sound of traffic and the hum of a refrigerator from a room he no longer opened.

It was the first time the apartment felt full of nothing.

Not absence. Not loss.

Just an echo of a life that had already moved on without him.


Chapter Seventeen


It was raining.

Not hard—just steady. Enough to fill the apartment with the soft, uneven rhythm of droplets on glass. Cole stood by the window in the guest room, one hand against the cold pane, watching the streetlights smear against the wet pavement below.

He hadn’t spoken to Amber in three days.

Not because of anything dramatic. Just routine. She worked. He worked. She came home late. He went to bed early. The kind of silence that didn’t scream anymore. Just… lingered.

The kind that becomes furniture.

Around 9 p.m., he heard her in the kitchen. Opening drawers. Moving things. Running the faucet.

He stepped out of the guest room, barefoot, quiet. Not sneaking—but not interrupting either. She was at the counter, pouring tea, hair pulled back, sleeves rolled to her elbows.

He cleared his throat once. She glanced over.

“Hey,” she said.

He nodded. “Hey.”

She didn’t ask why he was up. Didn’t offer tea.

He walked in slowly, leaned on the far side of the island, palms flat against the wood. The room smelled faintly like citrus cleaner and cinnamon.

“I keep meaning to ask,” she said after a moment. “Did you move the laundry basket from the hall?”

He shook his head. “No. I haven’t touched anything.”

Amber nodded, not pushing it. She took a sip from her mug.

“I like what you’ve done with the place,” he said softly.

She raised an eyebrow.

“I mean it,” he added. “It feels more like you now.”

Amber gave a small smile. “That was the point.”

“I know.”

The silence returned.

But he didn’t walk away.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said after a long pause, “about how long it’s been since we had a conversation that wasn’t about the dishes or groceries.”

Amber leaned back slightly, mug held with both hands. “You want to talk now?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I just—” He exhaled. “I need to say something. And I don’t need a big answer. I just… need to ask.”

Amber nodded once, slowly. “Okay.”

Cole looked down at his hands, then back at her. He spoke carefully. Not shaky. Not rehearsed.

“Do you even see me anymore?”

The question didn’t echo. It didn’t land like a bomb.

It just settled in the space between them.

Amber blinked.

Not in surprise.

But in recognition.

She set the mug down.

“I do,” she said. “But not the same way.”

Cole nodded. That part, he already knew.

She continued. “I see the version of you that’s still here. Still trying. Still hoping maybe I’ll… turn around and pick it all back up.”

He didn’t answer.

She stepped closer, voice quieter. “I see you. But I also see me. And I don’t think we fit in the same frame anymore.”

He let the words sit. Let them breathe.

Then asked, “Why didn’t you say anything sooner?”

“I didn’t know how,” she said simply. “And then it just… became easier not to.”

He looked at her carefully. She wasn’t cruel. She wasn’t guarded. She was just done.

“I feel like a ghost,” he said. “Like I live around things instead of with them. Like I’m careful not to bump into a life that doesn’t need me anymore.”

Amber’s eyes softened. “I’m sorry.”

Cole shook his head. “I’m not asking for an apology. I’m just… asking to be seen. Even if it’s only for a minute. Even if it’s the last one.”

She walked around the counter and stopped a few feet in front of him. Arms crossed, but relaxed. She studied his face the way someone looks at an old photograph—something you remember, but don’t return to.

“I see you, Cole,” she said again.

“And?”

“And I don’t think this version of us survives.”

They stood there for a while.

The tea went cold.

The rain thickened, then faded again.

Cole didn’t ask anything else. There was nothing left to ask.

Only one thing left to do.


Chapter Eighteen


He started packing on a Tuesday.

There was no rush. No deadline. No argument echoing in the background. Just silence, steady and calm, like a quiet nod from the world itself. He stood in the guest room—his room now—zippered duffel bag on the bed, half-folded clothes in a pile beside it.

He paused every so often, not to reminisce, but to wonder how he had fit his entire life into such a small corner.

One drawer.

Half a closet.

The space a visitor would use for a long weekend.

He packed in layers.

Not just clothes—versions of himself.

The hoodie he used to wear when they stayed up late watching movies. The blue oxford she once called his “interview shirt,” though he hadn’t interviewed in years. The t-shirt from their honeymoon, sun-bleached and worn thin.

He hesitated with that one.

Then folded it anyway.

Amber didn’t ask why.

She saw the bag later that evening, sitting by the door, and didn’t comment.

She just walked around it.

That night, they didn’t speak.

She went to bed early.

He stayed out on the balcony, watching the headlights on the street below draw and erase themselves across the wet pavement.

The rain had returned, light but steady.

He let the cool air roll up his sleeves. Let it sink in.

He didn’t feel angry.

Just finished.

In the morning, he made coffee. One cup. No second mug beside it. No shared silence.

Just him.

The apartment was still. Even beautiful.

Everything in place.

Everything designed.

Nothing his.

He walked through the living room slowly, fingertips brushing the back of the new couch. Not to say goodbye. Just to remind himself what it felt like.

Amber appeared in the hallway, tying her robe. She stopped when she saw the bag.

“You leaving today?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She didn’t press.

She didn’t stop him.

Only stepped aside so he could pass.

He stood by the door for a moment, hand on the knob.

“Amber,” he said quietly.

She turned.

“I really did love you.”

She looked at him for a long time.

“I know,” she said.

That was all.

It was enough.

He stepped into the hallway.

The door clicked behind him.

Not loud.

Not final.

Just… closed.
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Foreword


Chapter One
THE GOOD WIFE


Isabella ran the cloth over the pulpit’s edge with slow, methodical strokes. Her hair was pinned back tight, not a strand out of place. Her blouse, buttoned to her throat, clung just slightly at the chest from the heat of the sanctuary. She dabbed at the sweat on her brow with a folded napkin, glancing up at the stained glass window above the choir risers.

"Don't forget the corners, sweet pea," came Dylan’s voice from behind her. He always called her that in public. Sweet pea. Like she was a delicate thing needing his sunlight. His hands rested on her shoulders a moment, just long enough for people to see, before he moved on toward his office.

She finished cleaning the pulpit without a word.

The church had been her second home since she was nineteen. That was when she married him. Pastor Dylan Allen. The youngest preacher in the county. Sharp, clean-cut, adored by every gray-haired widow and tight-laced mother on the prayer board. He gave sermons that made people cry. Baptized kids like he was saving souls one splash at a time. But he never made her come. Not once in thirteen years.

At home, their life was a loop. Wake up. Pray. Eat. Serve. Smile. Sleep. Sex came once or twice a month. Always at night. Always under the covers. Lights off. Dylan would kiss her forehead when he was done, whisper a thank you, and roll over to his side of the bed. She never told him that she was faking it. He never asked.

Wednesday nights were choir practice. That meant dinner was early. Isabella stood at the stove stirring beans while Dylan prayed over the table. The TV played softly in the next room, something about rising gas prices and a car accident on Highway 9. She didn’t listen. Her mind wandered to nothing and everything at once. She couldn’t remember the last time she touched herself. She wasn’t even sure she knew how anymore.

“Food smells good, sweet pea,” Dylan said, pulling out a chair.

“Thank you,” she replied, setting the cornbread down in front of him.

They ate in silence, the only sound the clink of silverware. Afterward, she changed into a soft blue skirt that fell just below her knees and a white blouse with sleeves down to her elbows. No makeup. Just lip balm and a little powder. Modest. Presentable. Pastor’s wife.

The choir room was full by seven. The sopranos were gossiping in one corner, the bass section tuning themselves in coughs and throat-clears. Isabella slipped into her chair near the front row, her folder balanced neatly in her lap.

That’s when she saw him.

Andre Collier.

He was seated at the organ like he owned it. Long fingers resting lightly on the keys. His shirt sleeves were rolled up, showing smooth dark arms. The chain around his neck glinted when he turned his head. She couldn’t tell if it was gold or just brass catching the light. Either way, it shimmered like sin.

He wasn’t looking at the sheet music. He was looking at her.

Isabella felt something flicker in her chest. Not panic. Not fear. Something slower. He didn't smile, but his mouth curved slightly, like he already knew what she tasted like.

She looked away quickly, face flushing. Fumbled with her folder. Started humming the opening pitch under her breath to steady herself.

As the choir director clapped for attention and called them to order, Andre dropped his hands onto the keys with a heavy chord that made everyone jump a little. A few people laughed. Isabella didn’t. Her eyes were locked on the hymnbook, but her mind was in pieces.

He played differently than the last organist. More rhythm. More flair. A little too loud for the choir, but nobody corrected him. He didn’t look at the music even once. Just played like it was coming from somewhere deep inside him, and the organ was lucky to receive it.

When rehearsal ended, she moved quickly, gathering her things. Dylan was waiting outside in the car, probably halfway through a Christian podcast and sipping from his travel mug.

But Andre was standing by the doorway.

“Ma’am,” he said, nodding once.

“Evening,” she replied, tight-lipped. Her voice barely made it out.

He didn’t step aside.

“I ain’t never seen a woman so still while music plays,” he said, low enough only she could hear. “Most people can’t help but sway. You didn’t move at all.”

She clutched her purse tighter.

“I was listening,” she answered.

Andre leaned in, close enough that she could smell the cologne under his sweat. Earthy. Warm. Not expensive, but strong. She didn't back away.

“You weren’t just listening,” he said. “You were imagining something. I saw it in your eyes.”

He stepped back and held the door for her.

Isabella walked out without replying. Her legs felt weak, like her knees had caught fire and forgot how to hold her. She slid into the passenger seat of the car, shutting the door harder than she meant to.

Dylan glanced over. “Everything alright?”

“Fine,” she said quickly, staring out the window.

She didn't speak the whole drive home. Not when he asked about rehearsal. Not when he prayed before bed. Not when he kissed her cheek and turned out the light.

She lay awake for hours.

One hand on her stomach, the other between her thighs, over the cotton of her panties. Her fingers didn’t move. Just rested there. Like she was daring herself.

She fell asleep with her hand still there.


Chapter Two
THE ORGANIST


Isabella sat alone in the kitchen, turning the mug of coffee slowly in her hands. She hadn’t added any cream today. Just sugar. Four spoonfuls. The taste was too sweet, cloying, but she sipped it anyway, eyes fixed on the pale blue trim around the edge of the placemat. It was one of the church’s bridal shower gifts. A whole set from Sister Darlene, who died three years ago and left behind a legacy of pies, crochet doilies, and opinions. That was what women were remembered for in this town. What they baked and how they kept their silence.

Her thumb rubbed the handle of the mug in small, anxious circles.

Dylan was already gone, off to the men’s prayer group at sunrise like he did every Thursday. He left her a note on the table: “Eggs in the pan. Coffee’s ready. God loves you.” There was a little heart drawn at the bottom, the same way he’d done it since they were engaged. She stared at it for a full minute before flipping the note over and pretending she hadn’t.

The house felt too quiet. She turned on the radio just to drown out the silence, but the station played nothing but soft gospel and traffic updates. She tried folding laundry. Tried reading from Proverbs. Even tried organizing the junk drawer by battery size and rubber band count. But nothing settled her.

By ten-thirty she was pacing the living room barefoot, hugging her arms tight across her chest like she was cold, though sweat was collecting at the base of her spine. She hadn’t worn a bra. Just a thin tank under her robe. She hated the way the air clung to her skin.

When she passed the hallway mirror, she froze. Backed up. Looked at herself fully.

Her hair was still pinned up, loose now around the edges. There were faint shadows under her eyes. A spot on her neck looked pink, like she'd scratched it raw in her sleep. She reached out and touched the glass, tracing her reflection’s collarbone.

The sound of the mail slot clattering made her jump.

She turned away from the mirror and walked to the door, shaking her head like she could toss the thoughts out of her skull. Bills. Catalogs. A handwritten envelope with no return address. She opened it, cautious.

Inside was a church program—last Sunday’s. Nothing strange there.

But scrawled across the top, in slanted block letters, were the words:

“You’re not as quiet as you think you are.”

Isabella dropped the envelope and scanned the street. Empty. Just heat and dust and wind.

Her pulse throbbed under her tongue.

She locked the door.

Later, she walked back to the church, clipboard in hand, wearing the excuse of “supply closet inventory.” The building was supposed to be empty between morning and evening Bible study. Most days, it was. But she told herself it was good stewardship to double-check.

The hallways smelled like old hymnals and Pine-Sol. Light filtered through the stained glass, bleeding red and gold across the tile. She made her way toward the choir room, heels clicking softly. She hesitated at the door. It was cracked open.

She heard music.

Not hymns. Not even gospel.

It was jazz. Low. Slow. Smooth in a way that felt physical.

Isabella pushed the door open an inch more. Andre Collier sat at the organ, one foot pressing the pedal in a lazy rhythm, fingers gliding across the keys like the music was dripping from him. The chain around his neck caught the light again. His shirt was open halfway down his chest, skin dark and slick from the heat. A single curl of hair clung to his forehead. He hadn't noticed her. Not yet.

She should have left.

She didn’t.

Instead, she stepped inside and closed the door behind her. Soft click.

Andre’s playing didn’t stop, but his eyes cut toward her. He held her gaze for a beat. Then two. Then a third.

“You come here to pray?” he asked, not missing a note.

“I was checking the air system,” she said, her voice too fast.

“You always lie that quick?”

She crossed her arms. “I’m not lying.”

“You think the Lord don’t know the sound of a lie?” His hands moved with perfect ease, not even glancing at the keys. “Even when it’s dressed up all modest and righteous?”

The words hit her harder than they should’ve. Maybe because he wasn’t yelling. Wasn’t accusing. He was... amused. Like he already knew the answers.

“I’m the pastor’s wife,” she said after a long silence. Her voice came out tight, like she was reminding herself more than informing him.

Andre stopped playing. The room fell into silence so thick it buzzed in her ears.

“And I’m the organist,” he said, rising slowly. “That make us even?”

She didn’t answer. Just stared at the way his shirt clung to his chest, damp from sweat. His forearms flexed as he stepped down from the riser, shoes soft on the old carpet.

“You look like a woman who ain't had a real moment to herself in years.”

“That’s not your place to say,” she snapped, backing up half a step.

Andre tilted his head. “I didn’t say it to take a place. I said it because it's true.”

He walked past her again. Their arms brushed—again—and this time he let it linger just a second longer.

At the door, he paused.

“You got somethin’ in you that wants out,” he said, voice low. “Might be your soul. Might be your pussy.”

Then he left.

Just like that.

Gone.

Isabella stood in the center of the room, trembling. Her palms were damp. Her legs weak. She sat down hard on the bench and stared at the keys. She reached out, touched one, and jerked her hand back like it burned.

Back at home, Dylan was unloading groceries.

“You went to the church again?” he asked, noting the sweat on her forehead.

“Just to check the air unit.”

He smiled. “Sweet pea, that’s Hollis’s job. You don’t need to worry about that.”

She said nothing. Just walked past him and into the bedroom. She stripped off her blouse, tossed it into the hamper. Then her skirt. Then her tank. She stood in her bra and panties, the ceiling fan stirring the hot air around her flushed skin.

She sat at the edge of the bed, legs apart, hands limp in her lap.

Her thighs were wet.

She laid back. One hand slipped under the elastic. Fingers found heat. She gasped.

Not from the touch.

From the image in her mind: Andre, behind her, hands gripping her hips, that chain dragging against her back.

She came fast. Too fast. Clenching a pillow between her teeth to muffle the sound.

Afterward, she lay there in the silence, heart hammering against her ribs, shame curling like smoke in her chest.

She didn’t pray.


Chapter Three
THE KISS


The curtains were drawn. The television stayed off. Even the clock ticking in the kitchen felt too loud. She paced between the kitchen and the bedroom, arms folded tight across her chest, pretending not to be listening for the sound of Dylan’s car pulling out of the driveway. She hadn’t told him she was going back to the church.

She hadn’t told herself either. Not out loud.

She just knew that her body wasn’t going to let her sit still.

She tried to busy her hands. Folded towels. Wiped down countertops that were already clean. Rearranged the prayer cards in her Bible box by theme—healing, forgiveness, grace. She paused over the ones for “temptation” and ran her fingers across the word slowly.

Then she threw them in the bottom drawer and shut it.

At six, Dylan walked in with his usual smile and a handful of new sermon notes.

“Group’s running long tonight,” he said, kissing her cheek. “You coming?”

She hesitated. “Head’s hurting a little. Might stay in tonight.”

He frowned, concerned. “Need me to pray over you?”

“Already did,” she lied. “Twice.”

He nodded, satisfied. “Rest then, sweet pea. I’ll be home after nine.”

She watched him leave through the front window, arms wrapped tight around her torso. Her fingers were digging into her own ribs by the time his taillights vanished.

Upstairs, she stripped. Not slowly. Not seductively. Just peeled away the layers of who she was supposed to be.

White bra. Cotton panties. A church-lady blouse that buttoned all the way up. She dropped them all into the laundry basket like she was done pretending they made her good.

She pulled out a dress she hadn’t worn since her honeymoon. A soft floral thing, pale yellow, no lining. The thin straps clung to her shoulders, barely. The hem swayed mid-thigh when she walked. No bra. No panties. Just bare, warm skin under soft fabric. The kind of dress that made her feel dangerous.

She didn’t take her car.

She walked.

It was still light out, and the heat hung heavy in the air, clinging to her thighs. Cicadas screamed from every tree, and the gravel crunched under her sandals like bones. With each step, her heartbeat climbed.

What am I doing?

She asked herself that over and over.

But her feet didn’t stop.

The church loomed up ahead, its brick sides glowing with the golden haze of sunset. The cross on the steeple looked sharper than usual. Accusing.

She didn’t go through the front.

She entered through the side entrance near the storage rooms, her hand steady on the old metal doorknob. Inside, the church was dim, the overheads off, only the ambient light from stained glass trickling in. Her sandals slipped off at the door. She carried them by the straps, barefoot on the cool tile.

The halls were empty.

But the sound wasn’t.

There was music.

Low, slow, blue. Not gospel. Not hymns.

Something older. Dirtier.

She followed it, heart racing, breath short.

It led her to the side chapel, a space no longer used on Sundays, reserved now for choir warm-ups and prayer groups that rarely filled more than two folding chairs.

Andre was at the piano.

Not the organ. Not the center of the sanctuary. Just the old upright shoved against the back wall, yellow keys and all.

He was shirtless. His jeans hung low, a single silver chain swinging between his collarbones. Sweat clung to his chest, glistening in the soft amber light of a floor lamp someone had left on. A water bottle stood half-drunk on the floor next to him.

He didn’t stop playing when he saw her.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t smile.

He just looked at her, slow and sure, like he’d known she was coming.

Isabella stood in the doorway. Her pulse throbbed in her neck. Her thighs were already warm. Her nipples tight beneath the thin fabric. She felt his gaze like a rope tightening around her.

“You here to check the air again?” he asked, voice smooth as satin.

She shook her head. “No.”

He kept playing, a few more lazy bars, then lifted his hands.

“You got another lie ready,” he said. “Or are we done with that tonight?”

“I’m not lying.”

He stood, slow and deliberate.

“You’re wearing sin on your skin and you expect me to believe you came here by accident?”

She said nothing.

He took a step toward her.

She didn’t move.

“You didn’t wear panties,” he said, voice quiet but heavy. “You knew I’d look. You wanted it.”

Her breath hitched. She looked down, then back up. “I didn’t want to be seen.”

“That’s the first lie,” he said. “Try again.”

Her voice was barely a whisper. “I wanted to feel free.”

Andre stepped right in front of her, just inches away. His chest rose and fell with slow, deliberate breaths.

“You think freedom comes from being good?” he asked. “From folding napkins and memorizing verses?”

Her eyes filled with heat.

“I think it comes from being wanted,” she said, surprising even herself.

He reached out, cupped her face with one hand. His palm was rough. His thumb brushed her lower lip.

“You don’t even know what that feels like yet.”

Then he kissed her.

There was no pause. No gentle lead-up. Just full pressure. Lips against lips. His mouth tasted like sweat and peppermint and lust. His hand slid down to her hip, gripping the soft curve beneath the fabric.

She gasped into his mouth.

He stepped forward, pressing her back against the wall of the chapel, his hand sliding around to grip her ass through the thin dress.

She kissed him back. Hard. Desperate.

Her fingers fumbled up his back, nails dragging. Her hips ground against his, helpless and hungry.

His thigh pressed between hers. She moaned into his mouth.

When he broke the kiss, she almost cried out.

“You wore this for me?” he asked, tugging the edge of her dress upward, just enough to feel her bare skin.

She nodded.

“No bra. No panties.”

“No,” she whispered.

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to feel like a woman again.”

He leaned in, voice a growl. “You wanted to be fucked.”

Her breath caught.

“You wanted to come apart. Loud. Sloppy. Begging.”

She clutched his shoulders. “Yes.”

His fingers slid up her inner thigh. Stopped just shy of the slick heat between her legs. She arched toward him, panting.

Then he pulled away.

Stepped back.

Left her against the wall, panting, wet, legs shaking.

“When I fuck you,” he said, adjusting his jeans, “it won’t be against a wall.”

She blinked, stunned. Hungry.

“It won’t be fast. Or quiet. Or something you can forget the next day.”

He grabbed his shirt from the back of the piano. Slung it over his shoulder.

“And it won’t be something your husband can’t feel every time he looks at you.”

He walked out barefoot, without another word.

Isabella slid down the wall, trembling.

She sat there for five minutes before she could breathe right again.

Then she stood, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, smoothed her dress.

She walked home barefoot in the dark.

When she got home, Dylan was asleep on the couch, Bible open on his chest, mouth slightly open. She kissed his forehead, tucked a blanket over him, and went upstairs.

She fingered herself twice before bed. Her thighs slick, her moans muffled into the mattress.

She whispered Andre’s name into the sheets as she came.


Chapter Four
ON THE ALTAR


Isabella didn’t pretend anymore.

She didn’t lie to herself about what she was doing, or why. This wasn’t about temptation. It wasn’t even about lust. It was hunger—deep, gnawing, painful. She needed to be devoured. Needed someone who didn’t ask permission before taking her, someone who didn’t whisper prayers afterward like fucking her was a sin to repent.

Tonight wasn’t about sin.

It was about surrender.

She walked into the church through the side door, keys in her purse, heart in her throat. Her heels tapped once, twice, then she slipped them off and walked barefoot the rest of the way. Her dress was tight, thin, clinging to her hips and chest like a second skin. Black. A funeral color, if you believed in shame. She wore it like armor.

The sanctuary was lit only by the glow from the tall stained glass windows. The light came in colored patches, bleeding red and gold and blue across the pews. The altar stood at the center, high and silent, the pulpit standing tall above it like judgment.

He was waiting.

Andre stood off to the side near the baptismal font, shirtless again, jeans low on his hips, skin shining with sweat. His chest rose and fell slowly, like he’d just finished a run or a workout—or he was pacing himself for something harder.

She didn’t speak.

Neither did he.

They met in the center aisle, just in front of the first pew. She stopped one step short of touching him.

Andre reached up, tucked a loose strand of her hair behind her ear, his fingers grazing the side of her neck. She shivered. His touch wasn’t tender. It wasn’t soft. It was possessive, claiming her without needing to ask.

“You sure?” he asked, voice low.

She nodded.

He leaned closer. “Say it.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Where?”

She looked up at the altar.

“Right there.”

Andre smiled.

It wasn’t friendly.

It was primal.

“Turn around,” he said.

She did.

He took her hand and led her up the steps, past the pulpit, until they stood at the table used for communion. White linen draped it. A golden plate and cup still sat there from last Sunday. Andre brushed them aside with one arm, letting the tray clatter to the floor.

He lifted her up onto the table, spreading her legs as he stepped between them. Her dress bunched at her waist, her bare pussy already soaked, lips glistening under the low light.

He looked down at her, grinning.

“No panties again.”

“I don’t wear them for you.”

He leaned in and kissed her—not gentle. His mouth claimed hers, tongue sliding in, teeth grazing her lip. She moaned into his kiss, fingers gripping his arms.

Then he dropped to his knees.

His hands pushed her thighs apart and his mouth met her pussy like he was starving. His tongue licked a slow, deliberate circle, tasting her fully. She cried out, one hand flying to the edge of the table to steady herself. The first lick was enough to make her legs shake. The second had her bucking against his face.

“Oh—fuck—Andre⁠—”

“You say my name better than you say Amen,” he growled, voice muffled against her cunt.

He sucked her clit, licked it with flat, wide strokes, then flicked it fast just to watch her squirm. She writhed on the altar, dress pushed up to her waist, moaning loud enough to rattle the hymnals.

“I’m gonna—oh God—I’m gonna⁠—”

She came hard, thighs clamped around his head, pussy grinding against his mouth as she gasped and sobbed. Andre held her there, licking her through the orgasm, slow and teasing.

When she finally let go of his head, he stood and unzipped his jeans. His cock was thick, veined, angry. It slapped against his stomach as he stepped forward.

“Put it in me,” she begged. “Please, please fuck me. I need it.”

He grabbed her hips, dragged her to the edge of the table, and lined himself up.

“You better scream,” he said. “I want God to hear this.”

Then he slammed into her.

Isabella cried out, back arching off the altar. His cock stretched her open, filled her so deep she saw stars. No mercy. No tenderness. Just raw, hard thrusts that shook the table beneath her.

He gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, slamming into her over and over.

“Fucking tight,” he groaned. “This pussy was made for sin.”

Isabella clawed at the linen under her. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples straining against the fabric of her dress.

“Yes—yes—yes—God, yes⁠—”

She wasn’t whispering anymore.

She wasn’t hiding.

The door at the back of the sanctuary creaked open.

Dylan stepped inside.

He froze in the doorway.

His Bible slipped from his hand, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

Isabella saw him.

Locked eyes with him.

And didn’t stop.

She opened her legs wider. Grabbed Andre’s shoulders and pulled him deeper.

Her moan shattered the silence.

Andre looked back, still thrusting. “Well, well. The good preacher.”

Dylan’s mouth hung open. He didn’t move.

“She’s fuckin’ blessed, ain’t she?” Andre said, grinning. “Praise be.”

Isabella didn’t look away from Dylan. Her voice was hoarse, breathless.

“Watch me,” she whispered.

Then louder.

“Watch him fuck your wife.”

Andre drove in deeper, pounding harder. Her moans turned to screams.

“I’m coming—God—I’m—Dylan—I’m coming!”

Her thighs trembled. Her pussy clenched around Andre’s cock, pulsing with orgasm.

He grabbed her hips and fucked her through it, grunting.

“You want me to cum in her, preacher?” Andre taunted. “Or do you want her empty for you?”

Dylan didn’t answer.

He couldn’t.

Isabella reached between her legs, touched her clit, and came again, crying out.

Andre pulled out just before finishing. Stroked himself once, twice, and came all over her stomach and chest. Thick ropes of cum splattered across her trembling body, mixing with sweat and sin and the scent of betrayal.

She lay back, panting on the altar, legs still spread.

Dylan stared, broken.

Andre turned to him.

“She’s yours, right?” he said, zipping up. “Then clean her up.”

He walked down the aisle whistling a hymn, leaving Dylan standing there, shaking, and Isabella smiling through the aftershocks.

She looked at her husband.

And whispered one word:

“Amen.”


Chapter Five
THE SERMON


Sunday mornings were always quiet before the congregation arrived.

The parking lot baked under the early sun, empty but for a few scattered birds pecking through loose gravel. Inside the church, the air conditioning had already started its slow crawl through the vents, humming like a restless spirit. Everything smelled like lemon oil, wood polish, and God.

Dylan sat alone in his office, Bible open but untouched in front of him.

He had not slept.

He had not spoken since last night.

Not to Isabella.

Not to God.

He had stood in the doorway of his own church and watched another man drive his wife’s body into the altar until her voice cracked and her thighs trembled. He had seen her come with another man inside her, her eyes locked on his the entire time. And she hadn’t looked away. Not once. Not even when she cried out Andre’s name.

Dylan had gone home in silence.

She didn’t follow.

She came home hours later. Her hair was mussed. Her dress hung off one shoulder like it had been yanked down and never fixed. She went upstairs, took a shower, and left the bathroom door open the entire time. He heard her humming.

The same hymn he used to play for her on their first Sunday as husband and wife.

Now, in the office, Dylan sat with the same passage open in front of him that he’d planned for all week.

Matthew, chapter five.

He stared at it.

He couldn't read a single word.

At 9:54, the first cars began pulling in.

By 10:02, the sanctuary was full.

By 10:06, Dylan stood behind the curtain, staring at the pulpit, hands shaking at his sides.

He stepped forward.

The congregation quieted.

He saw her immediately.

Isabella.

Front pew. Center.

She never sat there.

Not since the first year of their marriage, when she used to beam at him while he preached. She’d slowly shifted to the third row, then fifth. But today—front. She sat with her legs crossed and back straight, like a queen.

She was glowing.

Wearing a soft cream dress. Not inappropriate. Not vulgar. But sheer. The kind of fabric that clung when you sweat and shifted when you moved. Her hair was down. Her lips painted red. He hadn’t seen her wear lipstick like that in years.

And her smile⁠—

It wasn’t kind.

It wasn’t warm.

It was hungry.

Dylan’s throat closed. He grabbed the pulpit like it was a lifeline.

“Good morning,” he said. The microphone hissed with feedback. “Let us begin in prayer.”

Murmurs of “Amen” scattered weakly across the pews. The room was already off-balance. He could feel it. They could feel it. Something was wrong.

He tried to pray. The words stuck.

He opened his Bible.

“Turn with me to the book of Matthew,” he said, voice dry. “Chapter five. Verse twenty-seven.”

Pages flipped. Paper rustled. Babies cried softly.

Dylan licked his lips.

“You have heard that it was said, ‘You shall not commit adultery.’” He paused. His fingers gripped the podium so hard the bones in his knuckles turned white. “But I say to you…”

He looked up.

Isabella was looking directly at him.

Her legs uncrossed.

Her knees parted—only slightly—but enough. Just enough.

His breath caught.

He saw the dark patch beneath the dress, right at the center of her thighs.

His cock twitched. His stomach turned.

“But I say to you,” he repeated, “that anyone who looks at a woman with lust in his heart… has already committed sin.”

A beat of silence. No one moved.

He blinked.

Her tongue ran across her red lips.

He felt dizzy.

“Last night—” The words slipped out. He gripped the pulpit harder. “Last night I felt the enemy in this house.”

Sister Naomi’s eyebrows shot up in the second row.

Dylan didn’t stop.

“He’s not out there anymore. He’s not waiting in the world to tempt us. He’s in here. He’s in the choir loft. He’s in the fellowship hall. He’s in the pulpit.”

Murmurs. Uneasy shifting. Someone coughed.

“I’ve walked this church alone at night,” he said, eyes distant. “And I’ve heard the walls breathing. I’ve heard the floorboards creak like a woman moaning. I’ve heard the echo of sin bouncing off these pews.”

Gasps now. Nervous glances.

Isabella crossed her legs again. Slowly. Deliberately. Her heel tapped once, twice, against the floor.

Dylan's breath hitched.

“I’ve seen it,” he snapped. “I’ve watched the devil work.”

He looked right at her. His voice rose.

“I’ve seen pure women soaked in filth. I’ve seen good men brought to their knees by temptation they begged for.”

“Preacher?” Deacon Hollis called softly from the front row. “You alright?”

Dylan turned the page of his Bible. Not because he needed to. Just to fill the silence.

“If your right eye causes you to sin, pluck it out. If your right hand causes you to sin, cut it off. It’s better to lose a piece of yourself than to burn whole.”

He paused. His voice dropped to a whisper.

“Because once the fire catches…” His eyes flicked to Isabella again. “It don’t go out.”

The sanctuary was silent.

Not reverent.

Uncomfortable.

No one said Amen.

He looked out at his congregation.

Some looked confused.

Some looked disturbed.

One man nodded slowly, unsure.

And Isabella?

She smiled.

Tilted her head.

Uncrossed her legs again.

He saw a droplet slide down her inner thigh.

No one else could see it from their angle.

But he did.

And she knew it.

He shut his Bible hard.

“We’ll end early today,” he said.

No benediction. No final hymn. No prayer.

He stepped off the pulpit and walked out the side door without another word.

No one moved for ten seconds.

Then people started gathering their things. Fanning themselves. Glancing at each other.

Whispers spread.

“Is he sick?”

“Was he talking about someone?”

“What did he mean about the choir?”

Isabella stood slowly. Smoothed her dress. Turned and walked out of the sanctuary without speaking to anyone.

No rush.

No shame.

Just a wet trail between her legs and a smirk on her lips.


Chapter Six
CONFESSIONS


Dylan didn’t speak when she came home.

She slipped through the front door with the same casual silence she used to return from prayer groups, women's fellowship meetings, grocery store runs. Nothing about her body said guilt. She didn’t move quietly or avoid eye contact. She set her keys on the hallway table, peeled off her sandals, and walked barefoot into the kitchen.

She opened the fridge, grabbed a bottle of water, twisted the cap, and drank.

He sat in the living room with the lights off. The only glow came from a lamp in the corner, casting long shadows across the Bible that lay unopened on the coffee table in front of him.

He watched her.

Watched the way her hair was still slightly damp at the ends.

The way her thighs glistened faintly under the hem of her dress.

She hadn’t showered after. She hadn’t tried to hide the evidence. Her skin smelled like sweat, like sex, like the hot breath of another man had lingered on her neck and shoulder for hours.

She turned and saw him. Their eyes met.

Still, she said nothing.

He broke first.

“You didn’t even wash.”

Her lips parted slightly, just a hint of amusement.

“No,” she said. “I didn’t.”

Dylan stood slowly. His legs were stiff from sitting in the dark too long. He looked exhausted, pale, like the weight of her moans was still wrapped around his chest.

“I saw you,” he said. “I saw what you did.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You saw part of it.”

His breath caught. He looked like he’d been slapped.

“You think I don’t love you?” he asked.

She tilted her head. “I think you love the idea of me.”

He took a step forward. “I gave you everything I had.”

“You gave me prayers,” she said. “And closed-mouth kisses. And missionary sex with the lights off twice a month.”

His mouth opened to argue, but nothing came out.

“I gave you thirteen years,” she said. Her voice didn’t rise. It didn’t shake. “Thirteen years of dressing like a ghost, swallowing every fantasy I had because I didn’t want to offend you. I gave you fake moans and clean sheets and folded hands. I gave you silence.”

Tears welled in his eyes. “You should have told me.”

“I did.”

“No, you didn’t⁠—”

“I did,” she said firmly. “Every time I begged you to touch me different. Every time I reached for you and you flinched like I was a sin. Every time I lay there after, staring at the ceiling, knowing you were praying instead of holding me.”

He looked away.

She stepped closer.

“Do you want to know what I did last night?”

He shook his head slowly, eyes closing.

She stepped even closer, close enough that he could smell the dried sweat on her skin, the faint, sharp tang of Andre still clinging to her thighs.

“You need to hear it,” she whispered.

“No.”

Her hand reached for his wrist. She guided it forward, pressed his fingers against the wet spot between her legs.

His knees almost buckled.

“That’s still him,” she said. “Hours later. I didn’t wash because I wanted you to feel it. To smell it. To know what it means when someone takes me like I asked for it.”

“Please,” Dylan choked.

She held his hand there.

“He bent me over your pulpit,” she said. “Pulled my dress up. No panties. His tongue was in me before I could say Amen.”

Dylan whimpered. She didn’t stop.

“He licked me until I came shaking. Not once. Twice. Then he fucked me. Hard. On the altar. Where you preach from.”

He dropped his hand. She didn’t let it go.

“He fucked me like he was trying to tear me open. I was loud. I screamed his name. I soaked the communion cloth.”

He pulled back, stumbling.

She followed.

“And when you walked in?” she asked.

He stared at her, eyes hollow.

“I was already coming,” she whispered. “And seeing you made it worse. Made me squeeze him tighter. I came again because you watched.”

“Stop,” he pleaded.

“You think that’s the worst of it?” she said, voice sharp now.

He backed against the wall.

“He pulled out and came on me,” she said. “All over my stomach. My chest. My throat. Like I was a whore. And I smiled.”

Tears streamed down Dylan’s cheeks.

“I lay there shaking, sore, full of his cum, and I smiled.”

He sank to the floor.

Isabella stood over him, calm, composed.

“I’m not ashamed,” she said. “I won’t lie for you. I won’t shrink to make you feel clean.”

He looked up at her, broken.

“You’re still my wife,” he said, voice cracking.

“Then see me.”

“I don’t know how.”

She knelt beside him. Took his face in her hands. Forced him to look at her.

“This,” she said, “is what I look like when I’m alive.”


Chapter Seven
THE FIRST CUCK


Isabella lit no candles. She didn’t put on music. She didn’t try to set a mood. She didn’t need to. Her body was already thrumming. The ache between her legs hadn’t dulled since the altar. It hadn’t gone away after the confessions. In fact, it was worse now. Rawer. Hungrier.

She stood in front of the mirror in her robe, tying it loosely, the fabric thin and almost translucent under the soft overhead light. No bra. No panties. She stared at herself—her nipples visible, stiff; her thighs still bruised faintly from Andre’s grip two nights ago. Her cunt, already slick, glistened between her legs when she shifted.

She heard the knock at the door.

She didn’t rush.

She walked barefoot down the stairs and opened it without hesitation.

Andre stood there with a crooked smile, black t-shirt tight over his chest, jeans already hanging low. He stepped inside, wrapped one arm around her waist, and kissed her like he hadn’t seen her in years.

“Fuck, girl,” he murmured against her lips, “you smell like sex already.”

She smiled into the kiss. “I didn’t shower for a reason.”

He growled and picked her up by the ass, carrying her halfway to the stairs before dropping her onto the bottom step and kneeling between her legs.

He pushed her robe open. “No underwear, huh?”

She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs wider.

“Do I ever wear panties for you?”

He didn’t answer. He dove between her thighs, tongue already working her folds, licking up and down with messy, hungry strokes.

She moaned loud, head tipping back, hands in his hair.

“Fuck, Andre…”

He flattened his tongue and dragged it slow over her clit, sucked it hard, then pulled back and spit on her pussy.

“Wet already,” he muttered. “You wanted this bad, huh?”

“Bedroom,” she breathed. “Now.”

He stood, unbuckled his belt as they climbed the stairs.

At the top, she walked ahead of him into the master bedroom—the one she used to keep spotless. The room where she folded laundry. Knelt beside the bed to pray. Made love to her husband in silence.

Now, she would ruin it.

She climbed onto the bed slowly, turning so he could see her ass as the robe slid off her shoulders. She crawled to the middle, laid on her back, legs open, one hand stroking her pussy.

Andre stripped naked without a word.

His cock sprang free—thick, hard, glistening at the tip.

She reached for it as he climbed onto the bed.

“No foreplay this time,” she whispered. “Just fuck me.”

He didn’t hesitate.

He lined himself up and slammed into her with one brutal thrust.

Her scream was instant.

He started pounding her, hands on her hips, his body smacking hers hard enough to rock the mattress.

She dug her heels into his back, meeting each thrust.

“You needed this,” he grunted.

“Yes—yes—fuck me—harder⁠—”

Then they heard it.

The front door.

Keys.

Footsteps.

Andre froze mid-thrust.

Isabella’s eyes flared.

She smirked.

“Keep going.”

He hesitated.

She grabbed his ass. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

Dylan stepped into the house, carrying a stack of notes and a plastic bag with takeout. He shut the door behind him, dropped his keys in the bowl by the door, and paused.

He heard it.

The bed.

Thumping.

Creaking.

He knew that sound.

He walked slowly toward the stairs.

Each moan—louder. Each slap of skin on skin—more violent.

His hand gripped the stair rail like it was the only thing keeping him upright.

At the top, he turned the corner.

His bedroom door was open.

His wife was on her back, legs spread, robe pushed off the bed entirely.

Andre was fucking her with animal force, his cock driving into her over and over.

Isabella looked up.

Saw Dylan.

And smiled.

She didn’t cover herself.

She didn’t flinch.

She grabbed Andre’s face, kissed him hard, tongue deep, moaning into his mouth.

Then she broke the kiss.

“Don’t stop,” she said, loud enough for Dylan to hear. “I want my husband to see what it looks like when I come for real.”

Andre looked at Dylan. Then back at her. Then started fucking harder.

Dylan stood frozen.

He watched his wife’s tits bounce. Watched Andre’s cock disappear between her thighs again and again. Watched the bed—the bed they bought together—rock against the wall.

She turned her head toward him.

“Close the door,” she said.

His heart pounded.

He obeyed.

She grabbed Andre’s hips, pulled him deeper.

“Sit,” she ordered Dylan, her voice husky. “In the chair.”

He did.

Like he had no choice.

“Take it out.”

He hesitated.

She moaned louder.

“Touch your cock while he fucks me.”

His hand went to his zipper. He pulled it down, reached into his boxers, pulled his cock free.

He was already hard.

He didn’t understand why.

He started stroking.

Slow.

Isabella rode Andre’s thrusts harder, her body bouncing, her voice breaking.

“Fuck—yes—yes—right there⁠—”

She looked right at Dylan.

“This is what it sounds like when I come,” she panted. “Listen. Watch.”

Andre grabbed her thighs, shoved them back, pinned them against her chest, and fucked deeper.

Her mouth dropped open.

Her back arched.

She screamed.

Her pussy clenched around Andre’s cock, milking it.

Dylan stroked faster.

He couldn’t stop.

He didn’t want to.

Isabella’s orgasm hit like a wave, her whole body shaking, her voice raw from moaning.

Andre didn’t stop.

He kept fucking her through it, chasing his own.

She looked at Dylan as he jerked his cock in his hand, breathing ragged.

“Are you gonna come?” she asked, eyes burning.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Do it.”

He moaned.

“Do it while he finishes inside me.”

Andre grunted, hips slamming, balls slapping against her.

Then he came.

Deep.

Hard.

His cock pulsed inside her.

Cum poured into her.

She felt it fill her.

Isabella reached down and rubbed her clit while Dylan jerked faster.

She moaned again.

And as Andre collapsed on top of her, still buried deep, Dylan cried out—and came.

All over his hand.

All over his pants.

He slumped in the chair, breathing like he’d run a mile.

Isabella pushed Andre off her gently.

His cock slipped out, followed by a slow drip of thick white cum from between her legs.

She reached down.

Scooped some with her fingers.

Held it up for Dylan to see.

“Do you still love me?” she asked.

He nodded.

She licked her fingers clean.


Chapter Eight
TAMMY’S EYES


Tammy Ray had always been the church’s most polished tattletale.

She was a deacon’s daughter, a choir soprano, a god-fearing gossip with a perfectly ironed smile. She knew who wasn’t tithing, who was getting divorced, whose daughter was pregnant out of wedlock, and whose son wasn’t “acting right.” She wore pastel suits to funerals and pearls to potlucks and could sniff out scandal faster than any prayer circle ever could.

She had never liked Isabella Allen.

At first, it was subtle—something in the way Isabella carried herself, too quiet, too graceful. Tammy told herself it wasn’t jealousy. She told herself it wasn’t because Dylan, back in the day, had turned down every single of Tammy’s “accidental” run-ins at the front of the church.

She told herself a lot of things.

But lately?

She wasn’t telling herself anything at all.

Because something was off about Isabella. And Tammy felt it.

It started small.

Three Sundays ago, Isabella wore lipstick.

Not just pink gloss. Red. Red red. Blood red. The kind of red that should’ve stayed in nightclub bathrooms and backseats—not the front pew of First Baptist Hope Chapel. She smiled more. Lingered when she walked through the foyer. Her eyes looked clearer. Brighter. Alive in a way Tammy couldn’t explain.

Then there was the neck.

At Thursday evening’s choir meeting, Isabella walked in wearing a loose scarf—inside. The room was warm. No one else wore one. And when it slipped during rehearsal, Tammy saw the edge of a dark mark just above her collarbone.

A bite.

She almost gasped.

But she said nothing.

Not yet.

Then came the final straw.

That Saturday night, Tammy had stopped by the church unexpectedly. She left her choir folder behind—at least, that’s what she told herself. Deep down, she knew something wasn’t right.

The side hallway was dim, quiet, except for the echo of something muffled.

Then louder.

Then unmistakable.

A woman’s moan.

Not just any moan. Filthy. Open. Ragged. A sound that didn’t belong in God’s house. A sound that made Tammy freeze mid-step, her breath caught in her throat.

She tiptoed closer.

It was coming from the back rehearsal room.

She recognized the rhythm.

Skin slapping skin.

Furniture creaking.

And then—a voice.

“Oh God, yes—fuck me, Andre—harder—don’t stop⁠—”

Tammy bolted.

She didn’t breathe again until she was in her car with the door locked and the windows rolled up.

Isabella’s voice.

Pastor Dylan’s wife. Moaning like a whore in the house of the Lord.

She didn’t sleep that night.

And on Sunday morning, she confronted Dylan.

He was outside in the foyer, shaking hands, his smile half-hearted, his face pale.

“Pastor,” she said, grabbing his arm. “We need to speak. About your wife.”

His eyes widened. He looked like a man halfway through drowning.

“I know what I heard,” Tammy said quietly. “And I know what I saw.”

He didn’t respond.

“Don’t lie to me,” she added. “Not in His house.”

“Tammy.”

The voice came from behind her.

Isabella.

She was dressed in white. Modest. Conservative.

But her lipstick was dark cherry. Her eyes glittered like a woman with a secret. A woman who wanted it known.

Tammy turned slowly.

“Good morning, Sister Tammy,” Isabella said sweetly. “Is there something we need to talk about?”

Dylan looked like he might collapse.

Isabella smiled wider.

“Come with me,” she said. “Let’s speak privately.”

Tammy opened her mouth, but nothing came out.

So she followed.

They walked down the hallway, past the classrooms and the restrooms, to an unused room that had once been the youth pastor’s office. Isabella stepped inside. Tammy hesitated.

“Now, Tammy,” Isabella said, “don’t get shy on me.”

She stepped in.

Isabella closed the door.

And locked it.

Tammy turned sharply. “Why did you lock that?”

“So no one interrupts.”

Tammy crossed her arms, trying to stand firm. “I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but this behavior⁠—”

“This behavior?” Isabella cut in. “You mean the part where I stopped faking smiles? Or the part where I started moaning in this church?”

Tammy flinched.

“Yeah. I saw you Thursday night,” Isabella said. “Poking your head around the corner. Thought I didn’t notice?”

“I wasn’t⁠—”

“Don’t lie.”

Tammy fell silent.

“You heard it, didn’t you?” Isabella’s voice dropped. “You heard how loud I was. How wet I was. How he made me scream.”

Tammy’s lips parted. “This is—this is sinful.”

“No, Tammy. This is real.”

She stepped closer.

“I spent thirteen years playing the perfect little wife. Doing the dinners. Folding the bulletins. Faking orgasms. Praying after dead sex like it would bring it back to life.”

She was right in Tammy’s face now.

“But you know what I found?”

Tammy swallowed.

“I found someone who made me forget I was even married. I found a man who fucked me so hard I forgot my own name.”

Tammy tried to step back. There was no room.

“I came on the altar,” Isabella whispered. “I came so hard I soaked the pulpit cloth. My husband walked in, and I didn’t stop. I looked him in the eyes while Andre filled me.”

“Why are you telling me this?” Tammy whispered.

“Because you’re not mad,” Isabella said. “You’re wet.”

Tammy’s eyes widened.

Isabella smiled.

“You’ve been watching. Wishing. Wondering. And now you’re trembling.”

“I’m a married woman⁠—”

“So was I.”

Isabella moved even closer.

Tammy’s back hit the wall. She couldn’t look away.

“You want him, don’t you?” Isabella whispered. “You want to feel what it’s like. To moan in God’s house. To forget everything except how big his cock is when it stretches you open.”

Tammy trembled.

“I’ve seen you,” Isabella continued. “Staring at Trey during choir. Biting your lip. Shifting in your seat.”

Tammy’s voice broke. “Stop⁠—”

“You don’t want me to stop.”

Isabella reached out. Her fingers brushed the buttons of Tammy’s blouse.

“You can keep pretending,” she said, unbuttoning one. “Or you can come.”

Tammy stared at her. Then at the door.

Then back at her.

“When?”

Isabella’s smile was slow. Cruel. Triumphant.

“Tomorrow night.”


Chapter Nine
THE BAPTISM


The chapel was silent.

No choir. No organ. Just the faint hum of fluorescent lights and the soft slosh of warm, stagnant water inside the old baptismal font.

The font had been there for decades—set deep into the marble floor, surrounded by white tile, framed by a pale wooden rail. Dylan baptized over fifty souls there in the last five years. Some elderly, some newborn, some saved late and trembling. Each time, he prayed. Each time, he spoke softly. Each time, the water rippled with reverence.

It would never be clean again after tonight.

Isabella stood barefoot at the font’s edge, the hem of her thin white sundress clinging to the curves of her thighs. The late summer heat made the fabric damp even before the water touched it. She didn’t wear anything beneath. Her nipples pressed tight against the thin material. Her lips glistened softly below the line of the dress, and every time she shifted her weight, it rode up a little more.

Andre stood behind her, shirtless, barefoot, his jeans already undone.

“I thought baptism was about cleansing,” he murmured.

She turned her head, lips curled. “Tonight, I’m getting filled.”

He stepped forward, hands on her hips, and kissed the nape of her neck. Her body arched, her skin already flushed.

She stepped into the water first.

It lapped over her ankles, then up her calves. By the time it reached mid-thigh, her dress had turned translucent. The thin cotton clung to her hips and ass, leaving nothing to the imagination. Her hair was pinned up, neck bared.

She turned, looking over her shoulder.

“Coming?”

Andre stepped into the water without a word.

His jeans hit the floor behind him. His cock stood already thick and hard as he stepped into the font. The water sloshed around him, and the moment it hit his thighs, he groaned.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You’re glowing in here.”

“I’m ready for communion,” she said, breathless.

He reached her, hands sliding under her ass, lifting her easily. She wrapped her legs around his waist, water rushing between them.

His cock pressed between her folds—hot, swollen, teasing her slit.

She gripped his shoulders.

“Put it in.”

He didn’t hesitate.

One deep thrust, and she screamed.

The water exploded around them, echoing off the walls.

“Oh fuck—Andre—Jesus⁠—”

He drove into her with slow, heavy strokes, the kind that made her eyes roll back. Her nails dug into his back, legs locked around him.

Each movement created a wet, sucking sound under the water. Her pussy clenched around him, his cock stretching her open with every thrust.

They didn’t speak for a while.

Just gasped. Moaned. Grunted.

Their sounds filled the empty chapel like a hymn.

Dylan had not meant to walk in.

He had only come back for his notepad.

He didn’t even park in his usual spot. He used the side entrance. Entered through the back hallway, toward his office. But he stopped the moment he heard it.

Wet sounds. Sharp gasps.

A moan.

Her moan.

He froze.

Then crept closer.

The sound wasn’t muffled. It wasn’t quiet. It was clear.

His heart slammed in his chest. His fingers trembled.

He followed it to the chapel door. Cracked open half an inch. Enough to hear everything.

He didn’t open it further.

He didn’t call her name.

He pressed his ear to the door and listened.

Inside the font, Isabella writhed.

The water splashed violently with each thrust. Her back arched against the marble edge, her head thrown back, mouth wide.

Andre gripped her ass under the surface and slammed into her, groaning.

“Goddamn, you’re tight in here. This pussy was made for sin.”

“Harder,” she begged, her voice thick with lust. “Fuck me harder. Fill me in His house.”

Andre obeyed.

He thrust harder.

Faster.

The water sloshed out of the font, splashing onto the tiles.

“Oh God—yes—yes—YES!”

Her scream rang through the chapel.

Dylan fell to his knees behind the door.

He pressed his forehead against the wood, sweat dripping from his temple.

His cock was already hard.

He slid his hand down, unzipped his pants, and pulled himself free.

He whispered, “Forgive me…”

But he stroked anyway.

Slow.

Tight.

His ears filled with Isabella’s voice, raw and desperate:

“Make me cum in the holy water.”

Andre grunted, pushing her higher, angling her hips.

Her moans turned guttural.

She grabbed his face and kissed him hard, tongue and teeth and need.

Then she broke the kiss and screamed again.

“I’m coming—oh God—I’m coming—don’t stop—cum with me—fill me⁠—”

Andre growled, slammed into her twice more, and let out a long, deep groan.

She felt the heat flood her. His cock pulsed. Her pussy clenched hard.

They came together.

Water rocked around them, mixing with cum and sweat and everything sacred they’d just defiled.

Behind the door, Dylan came with a sob.

Hot release spilled into his hand as he shook, panting.

He cried. Quiet. Shameful.

And still, his cock twitched in his palm.

Inside, Andre cradled Isabella against him.

Her body trembled, soft aftershock shivers rolling through her.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he whispered, kissing her temple.

She smiled. “I feel baptized.”

He laughed.

They stood slowly. The water dripped from their bodies. Trails of white cum floated to the surface and rippled outward.

She stepped out of the font, soaked.

She didn’t dry off.

She didn’t look for a towel.

She walked barefoot across the wet tile, water dripping down her legs, her dress clinging to her like a second skin.

As she passed Dylan’s office, she saw the shadow inside.

She knew he was there.

She didn’t stop.

She didn’t speak.

She left wet footprints all the way to the door—and smiled as she walked out into the night.


Chapter Ten
THE PRODIGAL SON


Trey Dawson returned to First Hope Baptist like he was walking into a bar he used to fight in.

Swagger. Heat. Tattoos up both arms. His black T-shirt clung to his chest, sleeves stretched over muscle that hadn’t been there the last time he stood at this pulpit.

He used to lead youth sermons with trembling hands.

Now he leaned against the back pew like he owned the place.

He didn’t carry a Bible.

He didn’t pretend.

He just watched.

And Isabella watched him back.

She noticed the smirk. The way his eyes lingered. The way he didn’t even blink when Dylan preached on sexual sin, when the choir moaned their way through “Refiner’s Fire,” when communion was passed with bowed heads.

He leaned against the pew rail and stared at her.

Not past her. Not through her.

At her.

She left church wet.

Not just damp.

Dripping.

They didn’t speak until three days later.

Wednesday evening.

The building was nearly empty. Choir had just ended. The parking lot was dark.

She found him leaning outside the gym doors, chewing on a toothpick like he was waiting for something to make him move.

“Trey,” she said.

He turned slow.

“Mrs. Allen.”

She stood there in her blouse and skirt—prim, pressed, modest.

But her eyes were not.

“Or is it ‘Miss’ now?” he asked.

“That depends,” she said. “Are you asking for yourself?”

His grin widened.

“Came to see if the gym still smelled like sweat and shame,” he said, pushing the door open behind him. “Wanna check it out with me?”

She didn’t hesitate.

The gym was dark, lit only by moonlight slicing through high windows.

The floor echoed beneath her heels.

Bleachers folded against the far wall. Banners from ten years ago still hung overhead.

He shut the door behind her.

She heard the lock click.

He didn’t move toward her.

He just leaned against the wall. Watching.

She stood still for a moment. Let him look.

Then reached for the buttons of her blouse.

The first one popped free.

Then the next.

His eyes tracked her hands.

“I hear you’ve been… busy,” he said, voice thick. “With the organist. With the deacon’s son. With the pulpit.”

She didn’t deny it.

Her blouse slipped from her shoulders.

“I heard you like to perform,” he added. “But I don’t let women lead.”

She smiled.

“Then show me how to follow.”

Trey stripped fast.

Shirt off, pants down, cock already half hard.

Isabella sank to her knees in front of him on the gym floor.

She didn’t wait for him to ask.

She took him in her mouth like it was a ritual.

No hesitation.

No teasing.

Just lips around the head, tongue flicking fast, hand gripping the base.

He groaned loud.

“Fuck, you suck like you’re starving.”

She moaned around him.

Trey reached down, grabbed her hair, and used her throat.

He fucked her mouth without warning. Deep. Fast. Brutal.

She gagged. Choked.

Didn’t stop.

Her eyes watered. Saliva poured down her chin.

He looked down at her—red cheeks, spit-soaked lips, mascara smudged.

“Open your throat, bitch.”

She did.

He slid deeper.

Balls slapping her chin.

“Fuck—yes—just like that⁠—”

He pulled out suddenly.

She gasped, spit dripping down her chin.

“Get on the bleachers,” he said.

She climbed up, dress hiked over her ass, no panties underneath.

Trey spit in his hand, smeared it between her cheeks, and lined himself up.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t check.

He just shoved inside.

She screamed.

Her nails clawed at the wood.

He fucked her without mercy.

“Take it,” he growled. “You wanted a real man? Here I am.”

“Yes—yes—fuck—Trey—oh my God⁠—”

He reached forward, grabbed her throat, held her still while he pounded into her.

Her moans echoed off the gym walls.

Dylan stood outside the gym door.

He had followed her.

He’d parked down the block. Snuck in through the side.

He’d watched her go in alone.

He waited.

Then he heard it.

The slaps.

The moans.

His wife’s screams.

He reached for the handle—but didn’t open it.

He dropped to his knees in the hallway, cock already out, heart hammering.

He jerked off to the sound of her being used.

Back inside, Isabella’s voice was hoarse.

“Harder—don’t stop—fuck me—fill me—please—please⁠—”

Trey pulled out suddenly.

“On your back. I want to see your face when I cum on it.”

She dropped down.

Spread her legs.

Her dress rode up over her waist. Her pussy glistened.

She looked ruined.

Used.

Happy.

Trey stroked over her face. Fast.

“Beg for it,” he said.

“Cum on me,” she whispered. “Mark me. Make me yours.”

He grunted. “Fucking filthy.”

He exploded across her face. Hot, thick ropes. Her cheeks. Her lips. Her throat.

She moaned as it hit her.

He smeared it with his thumb.

And she licked it clean.

In the hallway, Dylan came into his own hand again.

Sobbing.


Chapter Eleven
THE OFFERING


The house was too quiet when Dylan walked in.

No TV. No running faucet. No footsteps. Just stillness.

The living room was lit by a single lamp—low, gold, too dim to fill the space. His first instinct was fear. That something was wrong. That something had happened.

Then he saw her.

Isabella sat on the edge of the couch, her spine straight, her robe pulled tight around her body. She held a wine glass between both hands. Her hair was down—loose, wild. Her eyes were calm. Too calm.

There was no music.

No dinner.

No greeting.

Just the sound of her glass tapping once, gently, against the coffee table.

He opened his mouth.

“Where were you?”

She didn’t look at him. “I could ask you the same.”

“I was looking for you.”

Now she looked up.

And smiled.

Not warmly.

Not cruelly.

Just… knowingly.

Like she’d already skipped ahead in the conversation. Like she already knew what he’d say—and how little it would matter.

“Sit down,” she said.

Her tone wasn’t sharp. It was soft.

That made it worse.

He obeyed.

He sat in the same armchair he always had, next to the shelf of unread devotionals and the framed wedding photo they hadn’t dusted in months.

“I want to talk,” he said.

She nodded. “Good. Listen.”

He blinked.

“I’m done hiding this,” she said. “From you. From the church. From myself.”

“Isabella, this is still our home. Our marriage.”

Her smile didn’t change.

“No,” she said. “It’s not.”

“I don’t understand.”

“That’s the problem.”

He leaned forward. “Then help me. Please. Don’t shut me out.”

She set her wine glass down. Stood.

Walked toward him until she stood just in front of his knees.

“You still love me?”

His voice cracked. “Yes.”

“Would you do anything for me?”

He hesitated.

She raised a brow.

He nodded. “Yes.”

“Then tonight,” she said, “you’re going to sit. You’re going to watch. You’re not going to speak. You’re not going to interrupt. You’re not going to pray.”

“What are you⁠—”

“I’m going to show you the truth. The truth you’ve been listening to behind doors. Jerking off to behind pews. Pretending you’re still above.”

He closed his eyes.

She leaned down. Her mouth near his ear.

“You want to suffer for me?” she whispered. “Then watch me belong to someone else. Watch what you lost.”

He opened his mouth.

But she was already walking away.

The bedroom was dim. The chair near the mirror had been pulled forward, angled directly toward the bed. A single lamp cast a long line of light across the mattress.

Dylan sat.

His hands gripped the armrests like he was bracing for impact.

He had no idea how long he waited.

Until the door opened.

He flinched.

Isabella walked in.

Alone.

At first.

She was wearing nothing.

Her robe draped from her hand, already slipping through her fingers.

She dropped it on the floor without a word.

Her body glowed in the lamplight—bare, unashamed, not his.

And behind her⁠—

Trey.

Smirking.

Shirtless.

He didn’t glance at Dylan.

He didn’t ask permission.

He peeled off his shirt, dropped his pants, and followed Isabella onto the bed like he’d done it before.

Like it was routine.

Dylan couldn’t speak.

He didn’t breathe.

He just watched.

The two of them ignored him completely.

They didn’t perform.

They didn’t pretend.

They kissed like they’d forgotten anyone else existed.

And when Trey’s hand grabbed her thigh and pulled her into his lap, Dylan’s stomach twisted.

He tried to look away.

He couldn’t.

Trey spoke.

Loud enough for Dylan to hear.

“She’s already wet.”

Isabella chuckled. “I started the moment he walked in the door.”

Dylan’s face burned.

He hated how his cock stirred.

How his throat closed.

How his palms sweat.

“Say it,” Trey said.

She looked at Dylan—just once.

Then back at Trey.

“He’s not my husband anymore.”

Dylan’s heart cracked.

But he didn’t move.

It went on.

Time lost meaning.

He didn’t see everything.

But he heard enough.

Gasps. Whispers. Moans. Commands.

Trey’s voice: rough. Confident. Relentless.

Isabella’s: broken open. Worshipful.

Dylan’s hands never left the armrests.

At some point, he cried.

Not loudly.

Just quietly enough that no one would notice.

When it was over, Trey stood.

He didn’t say goodbye.

He didn’t even look at Dylan.

He left.

Isabella lay back on the bed, glowing, chest rising and falling, eyes half-lidded in satisfaction.

Dylan couldn’t speak.

She looked at him.

“Thank you,” she said softly.

“For finally seeing me.”

Then she rolled to her side.

And turned away.


Chapter Twelve
THE ALTAR RETURNS


The sun had set by the time Dylan pulled into the church lot.

He didn't remember turning off the ignition.

He sat there, gripping the steering wheel like it might pull him out of something. But nothing came. Not strength. Not words. Just that familiar ache behind his ribs—the one that started the first night he heard her moan for someone else.

The sanctuary lights were already on.

He hadn’t scheduled any services. No choir rehearsal. No midweek prayer.

But her car was there.

And the doors were unlocked.

He stepped inside, heartbeat thudding behind his ears. The hallway was still, lit by the soft hum of overhead fluorescents, the kind that flickered and buzzed in quiet protest.

He didn’t call her name.

He didn’t need to.

She wanted him to find her.

And she’d made it easy.

He moved past the classrooms. Past the nursery. Each step heavier than the last.

The sanctuary doors were cracked open.

He paused before them, already sweating.

Then pushed.

She was there.

Center aisle.

Back to the pulpit.

Facing the stained-glass Christ that hovered above the altar like a witness.

Isabella wore red.

Not the deep, heavy maroon of hymnals or choir robes—but a short, form-fitting dress that clung to her hips like flame. Her heels clicked once as she turned, as if she’d sensed him the moment he entered.

“You followed me,” she said softly.

His voice was dry. “This is still my church.”

“No, Dylan,” she said, stepping toward him. “It never was.”

His breath caught.

She looked at him like he was the visitor now. Like he didn’t belong inside these walls.

“I used to kneel right there,” she said, pointing to the steps in front of the altar rail. “Every Sunday. Every time I thought I’d disappointed you. Or God. Or both.”

He didn’t move.

She smiled.

“I begged for forgiveness in this room.”

“I remember,” he whispered.

She took another step toward him.

“I was quiet. Soft. Modest. I believed that obedience was holiness. That purity was love.”

Her eyes glittered.

“But the truth is, I was never alive in this building… until the day I made it mine.”

Dylan’s legs felt weak.

“I didn’t come here to argue,” he said.

“I didn’t ask you to speak.”

Her voice cracked like a whip, even in its softness.

She stepped up onto the pulpit platform.

Turned.

Faced the empty pews.

“Do you think God still listens here?” she asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Do you think He listened when I screamed Andre’s name on the choir bench? When I told Trey to make me louder than the organ?”

Dylan flinched. “You don’t have to say this.”

“But I do,” she said. “Because you keep pretending it’s something you can fix. That I’m coming back.”

He looked down.

His fists clenched.

But he didn’t deny it.

Isabella walked to the pulpit, rested both hands on its edge. Her posture changed—calm, commanding. Like she was about to preach.

“When you stood here,” she said, “you made promises. About faith. About marriage. About the sanctity of the body.”

She turned her head just enough to look at him.

“I’m here now to break them."

The words echoed.

Not loud.

Just final.

He stepped forward slowly.

“I still love you.”

She laughed once—soft, sharp.

“No, Dylan. You love the ghost you married. You love the girl who cried quietly in the kitchen when you rolled off her and fell asleep. The one who dressed for church before dressing for herself.”

She walked down the steps.

Stopped at the altar rail.

“That girl’s gone. And I don’t want your love.”

He stopped just a few feet away. “Then what do you want from me?”

She leaned forward.

“I want your eyes. On me. Always.”

The door behind them creaked.

Dylan turned.

Andre entered first.

Then Trey.

Neither of them looked surprised to see him.

They didn’t speak to him.

They just walked past. Calm. Confident.

Like they’d rehearsed this.

Dylan’s heart pounded.

“Tonight,” Isabella said, “you’re going to stay right here.”

She gestured to the front pew.

He shook his head. “Please don’t.”

She tilted hers. “You already said you’d do anything for me.”

He sat.

He didn’t know how he moved.

He just did.

Hands trembling. Throat tight.

The room felt colder than before. Or maybe just emptier.

Isabella walked between the men, whispered something into Trey’s ear, then Andre’s.

They both nodded.

She turned back toward Dylan.

Her dress slipped from one shoulder.

She didn’t fix it.

She let it fall.

He didn’t look away.

But something inside him shattered.

Again.

Not loud.

Just a crack in the foundation.

He stayed seated through it all.

Through every whisper.

Every breath.

Every glance that passed over him like he wasn’t even there.

He wasn’t a man anymore.

He was the pew.

The floorboard.

The wood that creaked beneath the weight of sin and never said a word.


Chapter Thirteen
THE EYES OF THE FLOCK


By the third Sunday of the month, the church had stopped pretending.

They still sang the same hymns. They still passed the offering plate. The deacons still filed down the aisle in polished shoes and fixed smiles. But the air had changed. Thicker. Tense. Full of quiet things unsaid.

It started with glances.

Sideways, hesitant. The kind people give a child acting out in public—half pity, half fascination.

Then came the whispers.

By the water fountain. In the ladies’ bathroom. Between folding bulletins.

“Is it true?”

“I heard she doesn’t wear anything under her choir robe.”

“Did you see the way she looked at Trey Dawson during the benediction?”

“She hasn’t sat beside her husband in three services.”

But the most damning thing of all?

She never denied any of it.

Dylan felt it first in the front row.

Isabella used to sit beside him every Sunday—her hand folded in his, her eyes lowered, her mouth tight in a kind of permanent obedience. People used to look at them and see a model couple. Steady. Clean. Appointed by God.

Now she sat three rows behind him.

Alone.

Or with Trey.

Or Andre.

Or both.

Sometimes she laughed during the sermon. Quietly. Just loud enough for Dylan to hear.

She wore color now.

Deep reds. Blacks. Heels that clicked against the sanctuary tile like gunshots. Her dresses were tighter. Shorter. And she never once apologized.

One Sunday she came in late, halfway through the opening hymn. The congregation shifted in their pews as she walked down the aisle. Every step loud. Unhurried.

She wore a fitted navy dress, sleeveless, and gold hoop earrings that glinted in the light.

Trey followed behind her.

He didn't sit with her.

He just walked her to her seat like he owned the right to.

Dylan’s hands trembled on the pulpit that day. He nearly skipped his scripture reading.

He could feel every eye in the room on him—but no one met his gaze.

They didn’t look at him.

They looked at her.

In the fellowship hall, things got worse.

People started speaking softer when she entered. Some turned away. Others stared longer than was polite.

The church secretary, Mrs. Langford, an older woman who’d once taken Isabella under her wing, now barely offered a nod.

Isabella noticed.

And smiled.

She lingered longer in the hallway. She stood a little closer when she spoke to men. She took longer to walk past the gossiping circle in the back corner—and never broke stride.

Her eyes held theirs.

Dared them.

One afternoon, after service, Tammy Ray approached Dylan at the coffee table.

“Pastor,” she said carefully. “Have you and Isabella… separated?”

He blinked. “No.”

She hesitated. “Oh. Well… we’ve just noticed she’s been… different.”

He didn’t respond.

“I mean, not that it’s anyone’s business,” she added quickly, glancing around. “But… people are talking.”

Dylan’s mouth went dry. “Let them.”

Tammy looked startled.

He walked away.

The following Wednesday, Isabella arrived for choir practice twenty minutes late.

She wasn’t on the list.

She hadn’t sung in weeks.

But she walked straight to the front, stood beside Andre at the organ, and whispered something in his ear that made him lean back and smile.

The pianist hit a wrong key.

The alto section stared.

She stayed for an hour.

Didn’t sing a note.

But every man in the room watched her mouth move when she chewed gum during rehearsal.

Dylan watched from the hallway.

He’d come to check on a leak in the ceiling tiles.

That was the lie he told himself.

He didn’t even realize he’d been standing there until the final chord rang out.

She walked past him on the way out.

Paused.

“Still following?” she asked, not looking at him.

“No,” he whispered.

She turned her head. “Then why are you always behind me?”

That Saturday, the church hosted a pancake breakfast.

Families came.

Tables were set up in the courtyard. Children played tag between the hedges while volunteers handed out paper plates and Styrofoam cups of orange juice.

Isabella wore jeans for the first time in years.

Tight.

Low on her hips.

A white T-shirt knotted at the waist.

She didn’t serve food.

She sat at a table with three men—none of them her husband—and laughed loud enough to make Mrs. Langford’s fork pause midair.

Dylan didn’t eat.

He walked the perimeter.

He listened to the silence behind people’s greetings. The caution in their questions. The way no one brought up her name anymore unless he did it first.

And he never did.

Because he didn’t know what version of her they were talking about.

The woman he’d married?

Or the one who looked at him now like he was an audience.

He caught her once—late one evening, alone in the sanctuary.

The lights were low.

She was sitting in the back pew, barefoot, dress hem brushing her ankles.

He said nothing at first.

Just stood in the doorway.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said finally.

“About what?”

She turned her head.

“I used to believe shame was holy. That guilt meant I was close to God.”

Dylan didn’t move.

“But shame,” she continued, “is just another way to keep a woman small.”

She looked at him now. Direct. Calm.

“And I’m not small anymore.”

He felt the burn behind his eyes. “You don’t have to prove anything to them.”

“I’m not.”

Her voice was barely a whisper.

“I’m proving it to me.”

He nodded slowly.

But he didn’t step closer.

He knew better now.


Chapter Fourteen
CONFESSIONALS


The church office always smelled like old paper and lemon cleaner.

Isabella remembered sitting here once after Dylan had forgotten their anniversary. The secretary had offered her lukewarm coffee and a brittle smile, and she’d smiled back through teeth clenched so tight her jaw ached for days.

Now, she didn’t smile at all when she walked in.

Madeline Proctor sat behind the desk, spine straight, one hand resting atop a thick manila folder. She looked every bit the good wife—pearls, pale blouse, wedding ring shining like a warning. Her mouth was tight, not from judgment exactly, but from effort. She wasn’t used to confrontation. Not directly.

Isabella didn’t wait to be invited to sit.

She closed the door behind her and remained standing.

“Thank you for coming,” Madeline said carefully.

“You didn’t really ask.”

Madeline gestured to the chair across from her, ignoring the jab. “Please.”

Isabella sat slowly, legs crossed, posture relaxed. There was nothing to defend.

Madeline cleared her throat. “I wanted to speak with you privately. Woman to woman.”

“You mean church member to scandal.”

The other woman blinked. “That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?”

Madeline hesitated, then leaned forward, as if bracing for something slippery. “I’m concerned.”

“That’s the word everyone likes to use,” Isabella said. “It sounds softer than jealous. Or afraid.”

“I’m not afraid of you,” Madeline said, but the tremor in her voice betrayed her.

“No,” Isabella said, her voice soft. “You’re afraid of what you see in me that you buried in yourself.”

The silence stretched.

Madeline opened the folder and closed it again without reading anything inside.

“You’ve changed.”

“Yes.”

“Your clothes. Your tone. Your… behavior.”

“I stopped lying,” Isabella said simply.

“Lying about what?”

“Who I am. What I want. What I don’t want. That I was happy. That I was fulfilled. That I was ever anyone’s idea of holy.”

Madeline’s brows knit, her voice quiet. “But you were. Everyone said so.”

“I was quiet,” Isabella said. “That’s not the same thing.”

Madeline said nothing. Her fingers toyed with the edge of the folder again.

“I want to understand,” she said finally, voice lowering. “But I don’t.”

“You don’t have to,” Isabella said. “But you came here to ask.”

Madeline’s breath caught. “No, I came here because you’re disrupting the balance of this place.”

“There was never balance. There was silence. There’s a difference.”

“You’re hurting your husband,” Madeline said, reaching for stable ground. “You know that.”

“Dylan’s not a victim,” Isabella said. “He’s an observer. That’s what he wanted, deep down. And I gave it to him.”

“He’s humiliated.”

“He’s alive,” Isabella corrected. “For the first time, he’s feeling something. Even if it burns.”

Madeline stood up abruptly and paced behind the desk. “You’re acting like none of this matters.”

“I’m acting like it matters more than it ever did.”

Madeline turned. “You used to sing beside me. You held my hand when my sister died. You cried when we prayed for a family for you. That woman was⁠—”

“Dying,” Isabella said.

Madeline stopped.

“Every day,” Isabella continued. “She smiled to be liked. Said yes to be safe. She wasn’t a woman, she was a shadow of everyone else’s expectations.”

“And now?”

“Now I wake up and choose myself first.”

Madeline’s arms crossed tightly. She leaned against the window, sunlight catching the side of her face. For a moment, she looked younger. Less composed.

Isabella watched her quietly.

“You’re tired,” she said after a long silence.

“I’m fine.”

“You’re exhausted,” Isabella corrected. “From performing. From withholding. From being good when you want to be real.”

“I have a marriage,” Madeline said, but her voice was barely audible.

“So did I.”

“You think this is freedom?” she asked, eyes suddenly burning. “Flirting with danger? Playing with fire in God’s house?”

“I think it’s the first honest thing I’ve ever done in here.”

Madeline turned back toward her. “What do you want from me?”

“Nothing.”

That caught her off guard.

“Then why⁠—”

“I’m not trying to convert you,” Isabella said. “I’m not trying to recruit you. I’m just giving you permission to tell the truth.”

Madeline swallowed hard. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I do,” Isabella said gently. “I know what it’s like to fall asleep thinking about hands that aren’t your husband’s. To lie awake, aching for someone to look at you like you’re not fragile, or sacred—but real.”

Madeline’s mouth opened. No words came out.

“You watch me because I make you feel something you haven’t let yourself feel in years.”

“Stop,” Madeline whispered.

But she didn’t leave.

Isabella stood, slowly, and moved around the desk.

She didn’t touch her.

She didn’t have to.

“I’m not asking you to become me,” Isabella said, standing just close enough to feel the other woman’s breath. “I’m just asking if you still remember who you were before you decided it was safer to disappear.”

Madeline blinked fast, but a single tear slipped down her cheek. She wiped it away too quickly.

“Does he know?” she asked.

“Dylan?”

Madeline nodded.

“He knows everything.”

Madeline stared at the floor.

“I wish I could start over,” she whispered.

“You can.”

“But I’m afraid.”

Isabella nodded once. “So was I. Until I stopped being afraid of what they’d say—and started being afraid of never being touched the way I needed.”

Madeline’s lip trembled.

“I’m not brave like you.”

“No,” Isabella said gently. “You’re still polite.”

Madeline let out a single broken laugh.

Then silence again.

And then—finally⁠—

“I don’t hate you.”

Isabella nodded. “I know.”

“I envy you.”

“I know that, too.”

Madeline stepped back, slowly. Her hands trembling. “I need to go.”

Isabella moved aside.

At the door, Madeline paused. She turned back.

“If I came to you… not with judgment, but with questions…”

Isabella met her gaze.

“I’d answer them.”

Madeline nodded.

And left.

After she was gone, Isabella walked to the desk, sat in Madeline’s chair, and pulled open the folder.

Blank forms.

Tithing envelopes.

Notes about upcoming fundraisers.

She closed it again.

Just as empty.

She leaned back, looked at the ceiling.

For years, she’d thought confession meant shame. That truth only counted if it ended in tears.

But now, she understood something different.

The most sacred thing a woman could do was tell the truth before someone else tried to steal it.

And more were coming.

She could feel it.

They wouldn’t all come with accusations.

Some would come with questions.

Some with shame.

And some… with longing.

She was ready.


Chapter Fifteen
THE WOMEN START ASKING


It started with glances.

Then came the lingering.

A brush of fingertips during fellowship. A woman staying behind after choir, under the pretense of forgotten sheet music. A pause by the bathroom mirror that lasted too long to be accidental.

And Isabella? She didn’t chase them.

She waited.

Because she didn’t need to speak to be seen anymore.

Not by the men.

And not by the women either.

They came to her one by one.

The first was Carla Jameson, two kids, husband in the tech booth, always the last to leave service because her youngest couldn’t sit still. She caught Isabella in the hallway between classrooms, where Sunday School crafts lined the walls and the smell of tempera paint still lingered.

“I liked your dress last week,” Carla blurted.

Isabella turned, surprised. “Thank you.”

Carla’s eyes flicked to the classroom door, then back to her. “I mean—it was bold.”

Isabella said nothing.

“You… looked like you didn’t care what anyone thought.”

“I didn’t.”

Carla stared.

And then, with a voice lower than a whisper, asked, “What does that feel like?”

Isabella smiled gently. “Like breathing after holding it for too long.”

Carla didn’t answer. She just nodded, eyes wide, and left without saying goodbye.

But two days later, she showed up to Wednesday night choir rehearsal with lipstick on—bright plum—and didn’t wipe it off when the older ladies stared.

Then came Rachel Evans. Married to one of the deacons. Always the first to bake for funerals and baby showers. Her hands were always full—Tupperware, toddler shoes, prayer journals. She approached Isabella in the church kitchen during clean-up, suds on her forearms and tension across her shoulders.

“My husband says you’re making people uncomfortable,” she said, not turning around.

“I’m not responsible for their comfort,” Isabella replied, rinsing a glass.

Rachel hesitated. “He says you’re flaunting something.”

Isabella dried the cup slowly. “Maybe he sees something he wants.”

Rachel turned.

For a moment, her eyes were hard.

Then something in them faltered.

“My daughter asked me last night if I was happy.”

Isabella stopped.

“I didn’t have an answer,” Rachel said. “Is that normal?”

“No,” Isabella said. “But it’s common.”

Rachel nodded. She looked like she might cry, but didn’t. She just placed the sponge in the sink, dried her hands, and left her wedding ring on the paper towel by mistake.

Isabella didn’t return it.

By the end of the month, the whispers weren’t behind Isabella’s back anymore.

They were in her ear.

They came as questions.

Soft ones at first. Innocent, almost.

“Do you think people can change after a decade of marriage?”

“Do you ever miss who you used to be?”

“How did you know it was time to stop pretending?”

The women who asked weren’t rebels.

They were tired.

Tired of folding themselves into shapes that fit pews, not hearts.

Tired of serving meals before speaking needs.

Tired of keeping secrets even from themselves.

Isabella kept no secrets anymore.

And the women saw that.

Even the ones who wanted to hate her.

Like Erin Monroe.

She cornered Isabella after evening prayer, arms crossed, mouth tight.

“You think you’re free,” she said. “But you’re just a new kind of spectacle.”

Isabella didn’t flinch. “Better to be a spectacle than a ghost.”

Erin scoffed. “You don’t speak for all of us.”

“No,” Isabella said. “But I speak for the women who’ve never heard their own voice without asking permission first.”

Erin opened her mouth to argue—but stopped.

And walked away.

Isabella watched her go.

She didn’t follow.

She didn’t need to.

They came in waves after that.

Some stayed for minutes.

Some for hours.

One came to her door after dark and just stood on the porch crying, saying nothing at all.

Isabella let her in.

She didn’t need answers.

She just offered a place to fall apart.

Dylan noticed the shift.

At first, he thought it was quieter because the rumors had died down. But the silence was different now. Not cold. Not shameful.

It was curious.

The women didn’t look at Isabella like she was shameful.

They looked at her like she was holding something they needed.

He watched his own flock begin to fracture. Not from sin—but from the realization that they’d been starving.

And Isabella? She just stood in the middle of it all like she wasn’t afraid anymore.

He caught her once, speaking with young Claire Martin, barely twenty, just out of youth group and already being “courted” by a man twice her age.

Claire was crying.

Isabella held her hands and said, “You don’t have to become someone’s idea of a good woman just because you’re afraid of being alone.”

Dylan walked away before he could hear Claire’s answer.

One Sunday, as the service ended, Isabella stayed seated long after the final amen.

She let the room empty. Let the families gather and the parents hush their kids and the ushers collect bulletins.

Only Rebecca Langford, the longtime choir leader, remained behind.

She stood in the aisle, hands clenched over her Bible.

“I didn’t want to talk to you,” Rebecca said. “I still don’t.”

“I know,” Isabella said.

“You’ve made a mess of things.”

Isabella nodded.

“You’ve split friendships. Broken trust. Taken liberties.”

“I have.”

Rebecca’s lip curled. “But you also… made people start asking real questions.”

Isabella looked up.

Rebecca’s eyes were glassy, jaw tight.

“I wish I’d had the courage to ask them before I turned forty-five.”

And with that, she turned and walked out.

Isabella sat alone for a while after.

The church felt quieter now, but not empty.

Not cold.

Just honest.

For the first time since she stepped into that sanctuary all those years ago, she realized she didn’t want to burn it all down.

She wanted to change the way it was built.

Brick by brick.

Voice by voice.

And the women?

They were already coming.


Chapter Sixteen
BREAKING BREAD


The invitations weren’t printed.

They weren’t even spoken out loud.

They were passed in glances.

In careful touches at the edge of hymnals, whispered between sips of coffee, folded into side hugs at the back of the sanctuary. A soft “Tuesday night, 7:30. Bring wine, not your husband.”

By the time the sun went down, Isabella’s house smelled like rosemary, butter, and candle wax. The table wasn’t set like for church events—there was no plastic tablecloth, no name tags, no stack of devotionals by the door.

There was just food. Bread warm from the oven. Fruit cut into careless, honest slices. Wine in mismatched glasses. Soft music humming like breath in the background.

The first to arrive was Carla Jameson, shoulders tense, eyes wide.

She stood in the doorway like she might still run.

“Come in,” Isabella said.

Carla hesitated, then stepped inside.

No questions.

No small talk.

Just silence that didn’t feel awkward for once.

One by one, the others came. Rachel. Claire. Madeline. Erin. Even Rebecca Langford, late, eyes bloodshot, no makeup.

They didn’t sit right away.

They hovered, unsure, like women who’d never been in a room without rules.

Isabella didn’t direct. She didn’t assign seats. She poured wine and passed bread and let the room settle like dust after a storm.

The first real sound came after the second pour.

Rachel set her glass down and said, “My husband hasn’t asked me a question about my life in six months.”

No one responded.

So she kept going.

“When I told him I was coming here, he said, ‘That Isabella?’ Like I was walking into sin instead of someone’s living room.”

“Did you tell him what we’d be doing?” Carla asked.

Rachel laughed once, dry. “I told him we were going to pray.”

They all laughed then. A real laugh. Uneasy, but real.

Isabella didn’t laugh.

She watched.

She listened.

Because the real prayer was starting now.

Madeline sat near the fireplace, legs tucked under her. She looked younger tonight. Less armored.

“I used to think freedom was a dangerous word,” she said. “My mother warned me about women who wanted too much.”

“What did she say would happen?” asked Claire, curled up in the corner, hands wrapped around her glass like a lifeline.

Madeline exhaled. “She said they’d end up alone.”

“And now?” Isabella asked.

Madeline met her eyes. “Now I think alone sounds a lot like peace.”

No one disagreed.

They didn’t talk about men at first.

They talked about silence.

How good they’d gotten at it.

How many things they swallowed in the name of faith, or love, or survival.

Carla said she hadn’t cried in front of anyone since her second child was born. Rachel admitted she practiced smiling in the mirror before service just to make sure it still looked believable. Rebecca said she sometimes listened to audiobooks late at night just to hear a voice that didn’t expect anything from her.

Claire hadn’t spoken yet.

She sat, listening, eyes full, knees tucked to her chest.

When the room went quiet, she finally said, “I don’t want to get married.”

The words dropped like glass.

“I thought I did,” she continued. “But… I think I was just afraid of what would happen if I didn’t.”

Madeline reached out and took her hand.

“You don’t have to,” she said softly.

No one told her she was wrong.

No one reminded her what the Bible said.

No one offered a verse, or a warning, or a man’s opinion.

Only silence.

Only a hand.

Only space.

Isabella didn’t speak much.

She didn’t lead.

She just let them unravel.

This wasn’t a rebellion.

It was a homecoming.

A place where they could break open and not be told to clean it up.

By the end of the night, the wine was gone. The candles had burned low. Shoes were kicked off beneath the table. Someone had started crying quietly, and no one rushed to hush her.

They didn’t hug when they left.

They just looked at each other like something sacred had passed between them.

No vows. No rituals.

Just truth, spoken where it had never been welcome before.

Across the street, Dylan sat in his car.

He hadn’t meant to drive there.

Not really.

He’d told himself he was just clearing his head, just passing through.

But the porch lights were on, and the blinds were open just enough to cast silhouettes onto the living room walls.

He saw them sitting close. Leaning in. Laughing, then still.

It wasn’t the men.

It wasn’t the moans or the door left open.

It wasn’t the flesh he used to crave or the sounds he used to fear.

It was something worse.

They weren’t performing.

They were free.

He didn’t belong there anymore.

Not as a husband.

Not even as a witness.

He drove away without turning on his headlights.


Chapter Seventeen
TESTIMONIES


They met in the multipurpose room behind the sanctuary.

It was the same space where baby showers were hosted, where casseroles cooled during funerals, where folding chairs always squeaked, no matter how gently you sat down. The carpet was thin, and the fluorescent lights made everyone’s skin look tired.

Twelve women formed a half-circle.

They held Bibles, notebooks, and pens that had run dry months ago. They took turns reading Scripture, nodding when someone said something safe. The air smelled like lemon cookies and lavender hand lotion.

And Claire Martin was there.

Usually, she didn’t speak.

She was polite. Soft-spoken. Barely twenty. Sat in the second row on Sundays and still called everyone “ma’am.” Her hair was pulled back the same way every week, and she always wore cardigans with too-long sleeves.

But tonight, when the reading stopped, and the group leader asked, “Would anyone like to share a personal reflection?”—Claire spoke.

Not fast. Not loud.

Just clear.

“I think I don’t want to get married,” she said.

The silence was immediate.

Eyes darted sideways. A cough. A shuffle of paper. As if someone had misheard.

But she didn’t stop.

She looked at no one, her gaze fixed somewhere just above the worn carpet. “I think I’ve only ever said yes because I was afraid of what would happen if I didn’t.”

Still no one spoke.

The group leader, Rebecca, blinked slowly.

Claire’s voice stayed even.

“My mother told me marriage was protection. That the world is too sharp without a man to stand in front of you. But I’ve never wanted someone to stand in front of me. I wanted someone who would walk beside me—or no one at all.”

There was a rustle. Someone crossed their arms.

Claire glanced up once—just enough to see that not everyone was with her.

She went on anyway.

“I almost said yes to a man last year just because he read the Bible out loud during dinner. Not because I loved him. Not because he saw me. Just because it would’ve made things easier.”

Madeline, two seats over, exhaled softly.

Claire swallowed. “But I started reading more. And thinking. And listening.”

Her voice didn’t waver.

“I’m not broken for wanting space. I’m not unholy for wanting something other than what I was told to want.”

She looked around now, and her hands stopped trembling.

“I’m not giving a testimony of deliverance. I’m giving one of deciding. And that’s still holy.”

Rebecca sat stiffly in her chair. Her Bible was closed now.

Across the circle, Rachel looked down at her lap. Carla blinked too quickly.

Someone in the back sniffled, then covered it with a cough.

No one spoke for a long time.

But no one told her she was wrong.

And that, more than anything, said everything.

Isabella sat in the back.

She hadn’t said a word all night.

She hadn’t needed to.

Claire didn’t look at her when she spoke. But the whole room did afterward.

They didn’t say her name. But she was in every shift of posture. Every glance. Every tightening jaw and flicker of recognition.

She hadn’t taught them this.

She’d simply made it possible.

When the circle closed, and the women stood to gather their things, there was no group prayer. No final hymn.

Just small talk that couldn’t quite cover the weight of what had been said.

Outside, the air was cool and quiet. The parking lot lights buzzed overhead.

Claire walked out alone.

Isabella followed at a distance, hands in her coat pockets.

She didn’t catch up to her.

She just watched her unlock her car, open the door, and pause before getting in.

Claire looked back once.

Their eyes met.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t wave.

She just nodded—quiet, solid—and drove away.

Inside the building, the Bible study room remained half-lit.

Rebecca was still sitting. Alone now. Hands folded over her Bible.

Madeline lingered by the coffee machine, pretending to clean up, but not moving much.

And Rachel stood by the bulletin board, staring at a flier for next month’s women’s retreat.

The headline said:

"Come Together in His Name."

But tonight, they had come together in something else.

Not defiance.

Not sin.

Just truth.

And now they had to carry it home.

To kitchens.

To bedrooms.

To silent cars and watching husbands and questions they didn’t yet know how to ask.

But they weren’t walking blind anymore.

They’d heard someone speak without apology.

And something in them had shifted.

Even if they’d never admit it out loud.


Chapter Eighteen
THE HUSBAND’S TABLE


It wasn’t an official meeting. No name. No agenda. Just seven folding chairs in a half-circle, a cooler full of beer, and the kind of silence that comes from shared discomfort.

Matt Wheeler—deacon, father of four, HVAC contractor—had invited Dylan personally.

“We’re just talking, that’s all,” he’d said. “Man to man. About what’s going on.”

Dylan had known what “what’s going on” meant.

It meant Isabella.

It meant Rachel’s late nights.

Madeline’s new silences.

Carla showing up to service with eyeliner and a book by a secular author tucked under her arm.

It meant women changing.

And men not knowing what the hell to do with it.

Dylan took the seat farthest from the cooler. He didn’t crack open a beer. He didn’t shake hands.

The other men were already talking when he arrived.

“She doesn’t ask me before going out anymore,” said Greg Sanders, shifting in his seat. “Used to be, I’d know what nights were for what. Now I come home, and she’s not even there.”

“She with Isabella?” someone asked.

Greg nodded. “Won’t say. Just says it’s a ‘private study.’ Like I’m not her husband anymore. Like I don’t get a say.”

“Yeah, well, we let this go on too long,” Matt muttered. “It’s not just about her. This whole church is changing. And not for the better.”

There were grunts of agreement.

Dylan stayed silent.

“You see it, right?” Matt turned toward him. “You live with it.”

Dylan’s jaw tensed. “I don’t control her.”

“That’s not what I said.”

“But it’s what you meant.”

Matt looked at him, eyebrows raised. “So you’re okay with it?”

“I didn’t say that either.”

The group shifted uncomfortably.

“I just think,” Dylan said, choosing his words carefully, “that we’re talking more about what we’re losing than what they’re finding.”

“Damn right we’re losing something,” Greg snapped. “Respect. Order. The family. My wife used to pray with me every night. Now she’s journaling instead. Says she needs to ‘process independently.’ What the hell does that even mean?”

“It means she’s getting ideas,” said another man—Dan, tall, quiet, wore his belt too tight. “Ideas that don’t come from the Word.”

Silence again.

Then Matt spoke slowly. “What we need is to get back to leadership. Biblical leadership. We’ve let the wives talk too much. Meet too much. Think too much.”

Dylan looked up.

“Think too much?”

Matt held his gaze.

“They were content,” he said. “Now they’re angry. Tired. Distant. Where’d that come from?”

Greg nodded. “It’s a virus.”

And there it was.

The word Dylan had feared.

Not sadness. Not change.

A disease.

The conversation moved on, louder now. Someone brought up removing Isabella from the women’s ministry contact list. Another suggested replacing the study materials. Dan said they should talk to the elders, put their foot down.

But Dylan wasn’t listening anymore.

He was looking at the ground, at the cracks in the concrete, at the oil stains.

He didn’t know when this stopped being about discomfort and became about control.

About fear dressed up like righteousness.

About men who’d rather burn the table down than let their wives sit at the head of it.

He stood up halfway through the meeting.

“You good, Dylan?” Matt asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” he said. “I just remembered something I forgot to do.”

They watched him leave in silence.

No one followed.

Outside, the night was thick and still.

Dylan leaned against his truck and didn’t start the engine.

He thought of Isabella’s face that morning—calm, unreadable. She hadn’t asked where he was going. She didn’t look at him like a wife sending her husband off to battle.

She just said, “Drive safe,” and kept folding laundry.

She didn’t need to know anymore. She wasn’t watching him the way she used to.

And God help him, he didn’t know whether he missed it—or respected it.

He sat in the truck for a long time before going home.

When he walked inside, the house was quiet.

The kitchen light was still on. A tea mug sat untouched on the counter. A book lay face-down on the arm of the couch, spine cracked from reading.

No voices.

No confrontation.

Just absence.

He walked to the hallway and stopped outside their bedroom door.

He didn’t knock.

He didn’t enter.

He just stood there, listening.

Not for noise.

But for certainty.

And found none.


Chapter Nineteen
A HOUSE DIVIDED


Sunday morning came with a different kind of silence.

Not reverent. Not peaceful.

This silence was tense.

Heavy.

People still filled the pews. The choir still sang. The bulletins still listed birthdays and potluck reminders.

But there were gaps.

Small, noticeable absences.

Carla wasn’t in the second row. Rachel didn’t sing. Madeline came late and sat in the back, her eyes locked on the floor.

The sermon was longer than usual.

Pastor Robert—older, slow-speaking, always fond of anecdotes about fishing—didn’t mention Isabella by name. But every word narrowed like a finger pointed across the room.

“We must guard the sanctity of the home. Wives, submit to your husbands as to the Lord.”

He let it hang.

The pause afterward was longer than usual.

Eyes didn’t drift toward Isabella.

They stared at Dylan.

And Dylan didn’t move.

That afternoon, the elders asked to meet.

Not formally. Not officially. Just “a quick word” in one of the Sunday school rooms while chairs were being stacked.

Two of them. Both men Dylan had known for years.

One spoke. The other didn’t have to.

“You know how much we respect you, brother. But people are watching. And wondering. And it’s starting to hurt the church.”

Dylan looked at the tiny chalkboard behind them. Someone’s child had drawn a sun with arms.

“We’re not here to tell you how to run your marriage,” the elder said.

But of course, that’s exactly what they were doing.

“We’re just asking that you encourage Isabella to take a step back. From the women. From leadership. From… the things that have been happening.”

Dylan nodded slowly.

“We’ve all had seasons of trial. What matters is how we come back to order.”

That word again.

Order.

He didn’t tell Isabella about the meeting.

That night, she came home late. Another gathering. More women. No apologies.

She didn’t ask him how his day went. She didn’t look tired.

She looked free.

Dylan sat at the kitchen table long after she went to bed, staring at a teabag steeping in cold water.

The next Sunday, four families didn’t show up.

The Sunday after that, the nursery was almost empty.

And then came the real rupture:

A woman stood up during open testimony.

Claire.

Same clear voice. Same plain cardigan. But this time, no tremble.

“I was taught to fear my own thoughts. To serve, without asking why. I was told submission made me godly. But it only made me invisible.”

The silence afterward wasn’t shocked.

It was split.

Half the room looked horrified.

The other half looked like they wanted to stand up too.

That night, the elders held a closed-door meeting.

The next morning, an announcement went out in the church bulletin:

“Women’s fellowship will be restructured. Meetings outside of church-sponsored events are not officially endorsed. We encourage unity. We discourage division.”

No one named Isabella.

But everyone knew.

Isabella didn’t flinch.

She hosted another evening at her house that same week.

Twenty-three women came.

Some brought food. Some brought nothing but silence. One came just to listen from the kitchen, hands shaking the whole time.

They didn’t talk about the bulletin.

They talked about their marriages. Their rage. Their loneliness.

One woman said she hadn’t felt heard in ten years.

Another said she didn’t know what desire felt like anymore—not even for her own life.

And Isabella sat among them.

Not preaching.

Just holding space.

Dylan stood outside the door that night.

He didn’t knock.

He didn’t walk in.

He just listened.

And for the first time in his life, he realized the church he thought he was building might not survive the woman he married.


Chapter Twenty
A DIFFERENT KIND OF SERVICE


The letter was polite.

Typed. Signed by hand. Slipped into Isabella’s mailbox in a plain white envelope with the church’s logo stamped in the corner.

No accusations.

Just a decision.

After careful consideration and prayer, the elders feel it is in the best interest of the church body to relieve you of your current leadership roles within the women’s ministry, effective immediately.

No conversation. No explanation. No room for reply.

Isabella read it twice.

She didn’t cry.

She didn’t tell Dylan.

She just folded it, placed it under a candle on the windowsill, and sat down with a yellow notepad.

She began to write.

The invitations were handwritten.

Short. Personal. Not dramatic.

You’re welcome to join me this Sunday at the community park pavilion. Bring something to eat, if you’d like. We’ll share stories. And space. That’s all.

No hashtags.

No agenda.

Just a place to show up.

And people did.

It started with lawn chairs.

Then picnic blankets.

Then coolers and strollers and trays of deviled eggs.

By the time Isabella arrived—quiet, no makeup, hair tied back—there were already more than thirty people there. Mostly women. A few men. Some children running in the grass.

Rachel waved her over. Carla was setting up folding tables. Claire stood beneath a tree, staring out at the sky like she was afraid to blink.

No one asked for permission to speak.

But someone brought a microphone anyway.

No amp. Just a mic and a small speaker, meant for music.

Isabella didn’t pick it up.

She just nodded at it.

And sat down.

A few long minutes passed.

Then Madeline stepped forward.

“I always thought freedom was something you had to fight for. Loud. Angry. Risk everything. But I think now—it might be quieter. Just… not asking anymore.”

The crowd was silent.

Not because they didn’t understand.

But because they did.

Another woman came up next. Then another.

They talked about grief.

Loneliness.

The ache of becoming what was expected instead of what was true.

No one interrupted. No one preached.

People just listened.

And it felt holy.

Dylan watched from a distance.

He hadn’t been invited. Not directly.

But no one told him to leave either.

He stood at the edge of the pavilion, just close enough to hear the voices. Not the words—just the tone. Gentle. Steady. Unapologetic.

He saw Isabella smile at something someone said. Not proud. Not triumphant. Just… at peace.

And in that moment, Dylan understood something.

She hadn’t left the church.

She had outgrown it.

By sunset, the food was mostly gone. Children dozed in laps. The speaker was turned off. People were sitting in circles now, talking like neighbors instead of members of a broken hierarchy.

Isabella stayed until the last dish was packed.

She didn’t clean.

She didn’t direct.

She just stayed.

And as people hugged her, thanked her, or simply nodded with quiet recognition, no one asked when the next gathering would be.

They already knew.

It wasn’t hers anymore.

It was theirs.


The Price of Watching


To those who crave the fire in the quiet moments,

the thrill in the forbidden,

and the raw honesty of desire unfiltered.

To the lovers who explore, who dare,

and who find truth in the heat of passion.

This story is for you.


Chapter One


The TV was still playing, but neither of them was really watching. Some background noise—laugh track, canned applause. The real energy was between the two wine glasses, half-drunk, warm now from being held too long. Lexie curled one leg up beneath her on the couch and ran a fingertip around the rim of her glass. She was barefoot, in a loose tank top that drooped low under one arm, and a pair of black cotton shorts that probably came from the juniors section, even though she was thirty-two.

Brandon knew her body well—he just hadn’t seen it like this in a while. Relaxed. A little tipsy. Open.

“So,” she said, glancing over at him with that teasing smile. “What was the thing you were going to say earlier?”

He froze. She hadn’t forgotten.

He had almost said it during dinner—when they were joking about weird porn categories and guilty pleasures. She’d confessed that she once clicked on something called “stepbrother humiliation” by mistake and ended up watching the whole thing. He’d laughed. He almost said his thing then. Almost.

Brandon swirled the last bit of his wine and avoided her eyes.

“It’s stupid,” he muttered. “Forget it.”

Lexie shifted to face him. “That means it’s definitely something I want to hear.”

He smiled nervously. “You’re gonna think it’s messed up.”

“Probably. That’s what makes it fun.” She reached over, tapped her toe against his thigh. “Tell me.”

He took a breath. His heart was thudding harder than it should’ve been. He looked over at her—the way she leaned in, waiting, eyes bright with curiosity. He couldn’t stall forever.

“It’s not something I’ve done. Or even seen. Just… I’ve thought about it.”

“Okay…”

He scratched the back of his neck. “I’ve thought about what it’d be like to… watch you. With someone else.”

There it was.

Lexie blinked. Once. Twice. Her mouth slowly curled into a grin.

“Wait. Like… actually watch me have sex with another guy? You? Watching?”

Brandon nodded, eyes on the floor.

Lexie burst out laughing.

He flushed instantly, the heat crawling up his neck.

“I told you it was stupid,” he said quickly, trying to backtrack. “Just forget I said it⁠—”

“No, no, no—hold on.” Lexie held up her hands, still grinning. “I’m not laughing because it’s stupid. I’m laughing because I did not see that one coming.”

She took a long sip from her wine and tilted her head at him. “That’s… kind of filthy.”

Brandon tried to gauge her tone. It wasn’t disgusted. Just surprised. Maybe amused.

“I guess it’s a fantasy, right? Like a kink. I’ve just… always wondered what it’d feel like.”

Lexie licked her lips thoughtfully. “You really want to see me with someone else? Like full-on sex? Or like… kissing? Flirting?”

Brandon hesitated. “Sex.”

She stared at him. Not in shock. More like curiosity.

“Huh.”

He couldn’t take the silence. “You hate it.”

“No, I didn’t say that.”

She leaned back against the couch and looked up at the ceiling. Then back at him. “I mean, I’ve heard of that kink before. But I never thought you’d be into it.”

“I’m not into it. I mean—maybe I am? I don’t know. I just always thought… what would it be like. Seeing you like that. From the outside.”

Lexie was quiet again. Then she smirked.

“So you’re watching. And what—just sitting there? Jerking off?”

Brandon swallowed. His pants were already tightening.

“Maybe.”

She laughed again, but this time it was lower. More thoughtful.

“Wow. That’s… that’s wild. You’re full of surprises, Mr. Grant.”

Brandon tried to smile, but his throat was dry.

Lexie stood up, padded barefoot to the kitchen, and poured herself another half glass. She didn’t offer him more. When she came back, she sat even closer than before, one leg draped across his.

“So in this fantasy,” she said, swirling the wine, “who’s the guy?”

He blinked. “What?”

“The guy. The one I’d be with. Is it someone you know?”

“No, I mean—it’s not about the guy. It’s about you. Watching you let go.”

Lexie’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Let go how?”

He hesitated again. “Like… I don’t know. Just seeing you in it. With someone else. Hearing you. Watching your face when you…”

He trailed off.

Lexie bit her lower lip. She was processing. Not laughing anymore.

“And you’d really want that?”

He nodded, slower this time.

She looked at him for a long moment, then leaned in until her voice was soft near his ear.

“What if I screamed his name?”

Brandon’s stomach twisted. He couldn’t answer.

Lexie leaned back with a little shrug. “It’s your fantasy, babe. I’m just trying to picture it right.”

He stared at her. She was playing with it now. Teasing. But also… thinking. The idea was no longer crazy. It was starting to feel real.

And he had no idea if that was good or bad.
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Lexie tucked her legs under her again, wine glass resting on one knee, her eyes still locked on him. The playful smirk had faded into something harder to read—half curiosity, half calculation. Brandon wasn’t sure if he should speak again or stay quiet and let her lead.

She sipped. Slowly. Then:

“So what would I wear?”

Brandon blinked. “What?”

Lexie tilted her head like she was talking about weekend plans. “For this fantasy. If it were real. What would you want me to wear?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, then forced a small laugh. “I don’t know…”

She rolled her eyes. “Come on. You’ve clearly thought about this.”

“I mean… maybe lingerie? Something sheer.”

“Black? Red? White?”

“Black.”

Lexie nodded like she was making a mental note. “Thigh-highs?”

“Yes.”

She grinned. “Heels?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes glimmered. “Hair up or down?”

“Down.”

Lexie smiled into her glass. “God, you’ve really pictured this.”

“I haven’t,” Brandon lied.

“Liar.”

She leaned forward. Her voice dropped.

“Would I flirt with him first? Or would it be like… immediate?”

Brandon swallowed hard. “You’d flirt.”

“Like over drinks? At a bar?”

He shook his head. “No. Here. At home.”

Lexie’s eyebrows lifted. “Our couch?”

He nodded.

She stared around the room as if trying to see it how he did.

“So you’d be here. Watching me chat up some other guy. While I… cross my legs a little too slow, maybe lick my lips?” She paused. “Would I touch him?”

Brandon’s heart was thudding now. “Yes.”

“How?”

“Your hand on his knee. Maybe… playing with his shirt. Laughing at stuff he says.”

Lexie let the moment breathe. She was closer now. Brandon could smell the mix of her skin and the white wine.

“And would you be hard the whole time?” she asked softly.

He nodded.

She reached between his legs without warning and felt the answer for herself. Her fingers grazed over the bulge in his jeans. He didn’t move. Just stared at her.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “You would.”

Brandon’s breath caught.

Lexie didn’t stroke. She didn’t even linger. Just that one touch—and then her hand was back on her wine glass.

“So then what?” she continued, voice calm. “I kiss him? On the mouth? Right in front of you?”

“Yes.”

“Would you stop me?”

Brandon shook his head.

She smiled to herself. “Would I be on top or on my knees first?”

He didn’t answer.

She raised her eyebrows. “Come on, baby. I’m building your fantasy. Don’t go all shy now.”

He cleared his throat. “On your knees.”

“Mouth first. Got it.”

Lexie took another drink.

“And you’d just… watch? From the chair? From over there?” She pointed to the corner armchair. “You’d sit while I suck another man’s cock? Just quietly watching your wife make another guy moan?”

Brandon could barely breathe. “Yeah.”

“And you’d jerk off?”

“Probably.”

Lexie’s voice dropped even lower. “And if I looked up at you while I was doing it… smiled at you with my mouth full… would you still want me?”

Brandon nodded, slowly, his voice caught in his throat.

She studied him carefully now. Not as a joke anymore. Not teasing. She was dissecting something. Watching what turned him on. Testing how far he’d go.

“What if I liked it?” she asked.

His eyes flicked up. “What do you mean?”

“I mean… what if I liked it more than I should? What if I moaned louder than I do with you? What if I finished and asked for more?”

Brandon’s jaw clenched.

Lexie smiled again. “That part scares you, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t answer.

“Would you still want to watch if I begged him to fuck me harder?”

He nodded slowly. “Yes. And no.”

She grinned. “Exactly.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Lexie licked her lips again, very slowly, and leaned forward.

“You fantasized about giving me away,” she whispered. “But you didn’t think about what would happen if I liked being taken.”
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Brandon’s hands were clenched together in his lap. His mind was racing, body tight with arousal and anxiety knotted together so tightly he couldn’t tell one from the other. The way she looked at him—it wasn’t disgust, or even surprise anymore. It was sharp. Focused.

Lexie wasn’t just playing with the idea.

She was holding it in her hand, turning it over, inspecting it like a puzzle piece that might click into her life if she twisted it just right.

She sat back slowly, glass nearly empty again.

“So let’s say I did it,” she said, calm and clear. “Just once.”

Brandon blinked. “Wait. What?”

“I mean, if,” she clarified. “I’m not saying I will. But if I did… I’d want control.”

He was frozen. “You’re serious.”

She nodded. “You opened the door, Brandon. Don’t look shocked I peeked through it.”

He opened his mouth, closed it again, trying to process.

Lexie leaned forward, placing her glass on the coffee table, empty now.

“If this ever happened—if—it would only be once. And it would have to be someone you pick.”

Brandon frowned. “Me?”

“Yeah. Your fantasy, your rules. You find the guy. That way, you know everything. No surprises. No secrets. Just once. Just one time. With you there. Watching. Not participating. Not interfering.”

He was staring at her like she was speaking a different language.

“And after that?” he asked quietly.

Lexie shrugged. “We go back to normal.”

Brandon didn’t believe that for a second. But he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

“So,” she said, voice lighter now. “Do we call that a maybe?”

He hesitated. “You’re really considering this?”

Lexie smiled, folding her arms and leaning back like she was enjoying herself.

“I didn’t say yes. I said maybe.”

She looked him over again. “You’d really be okay with it?”

Brandon wasn’t sure what “okay” meant anymore. But he nodded.

Lexie stretched her legs out in front of her, toes pointing toward the rug. “Alright. Then let’s make a deal. One time. You pick the guy. I say yes or no. And if I agree, it happens. But you don’t get to back out after. No pouting. No guilt. You asked for it.”

Brandon’s mouth was dry. “Okay.”

“And I mean it, Brandon. If I do this, I’m not playing shy little wife. I’m not going to fake anything. If I do it, I’m going in. I’m going to make it worth it. For me.”

He nodded again, slower now. “Okay.”

Lexie leaned over, kissed his cheek softly. “Good boy.”

That did something to him. He couldn’t even explain what.

She stood up and stretched, arms high over her head. Her tank top lifted, exposing her stomach. Brandon watched in stunned silence, still sitting on the couch like a man whose life had just changed in ways he hadn’t fully grasped.

Lexie turned toward the hallway and paused.

“One time,” she said without looking back. “You better pick carefully.”

And then she walked into the dark hall toward the bedroom.

Brandon stayed on the couch, hard as stone, pulse pounding in his ears, the soft creak of the hardwood under her bare feet echoing long after she disappeared.
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Brandon sat there for a long time, the silence stretching thin around him. The TV was still on, playing something he couldn’t name or follow. He didn’t hear it. All he could hear was her voice, still echoing.

You better pick carefully.

He stood up eventually, slower than usual, like his body was heavier now. Every part of him buzzed—his chest, his legs, his groin, his throat. Even his breathing felt unfamiliar, like he had to remind himself how to do it right.

The wine glass on the table still had her lip print on the rim. He stared at it for a second, then turned off the TV and made his way down the hallway.

Their bedroom door was open. Dim lamplight spilled out.

Lexie was already under the covers, one shoulder exposed, phone in hand, scrolling quietly. She didn’t look up when he walked in.

“You coming to bed?” she asked without emotion.

“Yeah,” he said, voice thin.

He peeled off his shirt, unbuckled his belt, paused with his jeans half-undone. She still hadn’t looked at him.

“Lex…”

She finally turned her head. “Yeah?”

He stood there in just his boxers, body tense, obvious arousal still pressing forward like a question he didn’t know how to ask.

“Can I…?” He gestured toward the bed, toward her, toward everything.

Lexie tilted her head and looked at him for a moment longer than necessary.

“You want to have sex?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

She glanced back down at her phone, then clicked it off, setting it on the nightstand. “Not tonight.”

He blinked. “Oh.”

Lexie shifted under the sheets, pulling them tighter around her waist. “I’m tired. And kind of overstimulated, honestly.”

Brandon tried to smile, to act like that made sense. “Yeah. Okay.”

She looked at him again, this time with a softer expression. “It’s not you. I just… that was a lot. More than I thought it’d be.”

He nodded, even though it didn’t help.

Lexie reached out and touched his wrist, briefly. “You okay?”

He didn’t answer right away. “I think so.”

She leaned in, kissed his lips—soft and warm, but not hungry.

Then she turned over, away from him.

Brandon climbed into bed a minute later. The room smelled like her hair and the faint remnants of wine. He lay there on his back, eyes open in the dark, staring at the ceiling. His body was still throbbing, still ready, still waiting for something that wasn’t coming.

Next to him, Lexie’s breathing slowed, deepened, and settled into the rhythm of sleep.

He stayed awake.

Hard.

Alone.

And already wondering what he'd just set in motion.


Chapter Two


Three days passed.

They didn’t bring it up—not directly. Lexie was lighter than usual, her moods bouncy and unpredictable, like she was waiting for something only she knew was coming. Brandon went to work and came home like normal, trying to pretend everything was still where he left it.

But something had shifted. Every time he looked at her, it was there behind her eyes—something humming. Some unspoken knowledge they both now shared.

It was Saturday morning, cloudy outside, the kitchen quiet except for the soft bubbling of the coffee pot and the clink of cereal hitting the bowl. Brandon was still in sweatpants and a faded T-shirt, hair flat on one side from sleeping hard. Lexie wore one of his button-down shirts, unbuttoned at the top and falling just past her hips.

She was barefoot again. She almost always was.

“You want eggs?” she asked, already cracking one into a pan.

“I’ll just have cereal.”

“Boring.”

“You know I suck at breakfast.”

Lexie smirked but didn’t say anything else. She moved around the kitchen like it was a performance she’d rehearsed. Calm, easy, fully in control of herself. Brandon watched her from the barstool and tried not to think about how differently she’d looked the last time they talked about this—whispering fantasies into his ear like she wasn’t even scared.

He was the one who’d asked for this.

But she was the one who owned it now.

She slid scrambled eggs onto her plate, added hot sauce, then leaned against the counter and took a bite. Her eyes flicked up to him over the fork.

“So,” she said. “Have you thought about it?”

He blinked. “Thought about what?”

She raised one eyebrow. “Don’t play dumb, Brandon.”

His stomach turned. “You mean… the guy?”

“Mmhmm.”

He tried to act casual, but his shoulders tightened. “I wasn’t sure if you were serious.”

“I told you I’d consider it. One time. Your choice.” She took another bite. “That was the deal, wasn’t it?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“So?” She tilted her head, tone light. “Who would you pick?”

Brandon stared at the cereal floating in his bowl.

It was supposed to be a thought experiment. A fantasy.

But her eyes didn’t leave his.

He thought for a long second. He could say a stranger, some made-up name. Someone impossible to find. Someone safe.

But then he said it.

“Chase.”

Lexie froze, just for a moment.

She didn’t blink. Didn’t breathe. The fork hovered halfway between her plate and her mouth.

Then she slowly lowered it and smiled.

“Chase Durham?”

He nodded, instantly regretting it.

Lexie’s smile deepened, but her voice didn’t change.

“Interesting.”

Brandon cleared his throat. “I mean… he’s not, like, ideal or anything⁠—”

“Sure he is.” She walked to the sink, rinsed her fork. “He’s hot. Confident. Not too attached to anyone. Perfect candidate.”

Brandon felt like he’d walked into a trap he’d built himself.

“You used to flirt with him,” he said.

Lexie shrugged. “Yeah, a little. Never took it seriously.”

She turned, drying her hands on a dish towel, studying him.

“You’ve really thought about this, huh?”

He looked down. “You told me to.”

Lexie stepped closer, standing just a few feet away now, bare legs brushing against the cabinet. “So if I reached out… texted him… what then?”

Brandon hesitated.

Lexie didn’t. She leaned forward, both hands flat on the counter in front of him.

“You already pictured it, didn’t you?” she asked quietly. “Me and him.”

He swallowed. “A little.”

She watched him squirm. Then she smiled again and kissed the top of his head—sweet, like nothing in the world had changed.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s see what happens.”
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By Monday, she’d texted him.

Brandon didn’t know the exact moment it happened, but when he came home that night, Lexie was curled up on the couch with her legs tucked under her, scrolling through her phone, smirking at the screen.

He could see the difference in her posture, the way she leaned her head back with a sly smile, like she was waiting for a punchline she already knew was coming.

He hung his jacket and tried not to sound suspicious.

“Who’s got you grinning like that?”

Lexie didn’t look up. “Chase.”

His throat went dry. “Oh.”

She finally glanced over. “Relax. It was just casual. I said we hadn’t seen him in a while and maybe we should grab a drink sometime.”

Brandon nodded slowly. “And he said?”

“He said, ‘Sure. You and the hubby?’” She gave him a look. “He clearly doesn’t think this is a setup.”

Brandon forced a small laugh. “That’s good, right?”

Lexie tossed her phone aside and stood, stretching in that lazy, sinuous way that seemed almost designed to distract him. She walked into the kitchen and opened a bottle of wine without asking if he wanted any.

“We’ll meet him at that rooftop place downtown,” she said, casually. “The one with the lights and the stupidly expensive cocktails.”

Brandon stayed standing. “When?”

“Friday. Eight.”

He paused. “You already set it up?”

She poured a glass and took a sip. “Why not? If it’s weird, we leave. If it’s boring, we laugh about it on the ride home. No pressure.”

“No pressure,” he repeated, mostly to himself.

Lexie walked back around the island and slid the glass toward him. “This was your idea, babe.”

He nodded. “Yeah. I know.”

She tilted her head and watched him for a second, her expression unreadable. “You can still change your mind.”

Brandon looked at the wine, then at her. “Do you want me to?”

Lexie smiled—tight, restrained. “I want to know if you mean what you said. That’s all.”

He picked up the glass and took a sip. It was sweet, chilled too long, but he didn’t say anything.

Lexie leaned her hip against the counter and folded her arms. “You don’t have to play brave for me, Brandon. If you’re not ready for this…”

“I’m ready,” he interrupted.

She raised her eyebrows. “You sure?”

He nodded.

“Okay,” she said softly. “Then let’s see what Chase is like… outside the gym.”

She walked past him toward the hallway, her fingertips grazing the small of his back as she passed.

“Wear something decent Friday,” she added, without looking back. “I don’t want him thinking I married a slob.”

Brandon stared at the spot she’d just stood, heart pounding.

It wasn’t just a fantasy anymore.

It had a day.

It had a time.

It had a name.
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Friday night hit the city like a heartbeat—warm, restless, and full of noise. The rooftop bar Lexie had picked was glowing with soft string lights and the low thump of curated bass meant to feel expensive. People clustered near fire pits and leather couches, all dressed like they wanted to be noticed.

Brandon tugged at the collar of his button-up. Lexie had picked it out earlier that evening and watched him change into it like she was dressing a doll. She hadn’t said much during the drive—just scrolled through her phone, legs crossed, lipstick fresh and dark red like a warning sign.

Now, standing beside him on the rooftop, she looked like she belonged here.

Her black dress was tight and sleeveless, the neckline deep enough to make him nervous. She hadn’t worn a bra. He knew that. She knew he knew that.

“See him yet?” she asked, scanning the crowd.

Brandon nodded subtly toward the corner.

Chase was leaning against the bar, one hand in his pocket, looking out over the skyline. He was wearing a dark gray fitted T-shirt that clung to his arms like it had been tailored for them. Athletic, confident, just under cocky. Even when he wasn’t doing anything, he looked like he expected people to watch him.

Lexie followed Brandon’s gaze, smiled slowly, then started walking before Brandon could say a word.

“Hey, stranger,” she called out.

Chase turned. His face lit up instantly. “Well damn,” he said, grinning. “Lexie Grant in the flesh.”

They hugged—closer than necessary—and Brandon felt his stomach clench as Chase’s hands rested just slightly on her hips before letting go.

“You look…” Chase whistled. “Shit. Hot.”

Lexie smiled without looking away. “You clean up okay too.”

Brandon stepped up beside her and held out a hand. “Hey, man.”

Chase took it with a grin. “Brandon. Been a minute.”

They found a low table near one of the fire pits. Chase sat across from them. Lexie slid in beside Brandon, but not close—she crossed her legs toward Chase, the side of her dress pulling up her thigh just enough to make Brandon stare.

They ordered drinks. Lexie asked for something with tequila and cucumber. Chase got whiskey neat. Brandon stuck with beer.

The conversation started light—gym gossip, mutual acquaintances, Lexie cracking jokes about how lazy she’d gotten since quitting yoga. Chase laughed at everything. Too easily. Too hard.

Brandon tried to insert himself, but it became obvious quickly: this wasn’t going to be an even triangle.

“Remember that one guy,” Lexie was saying, “who used to come to your spin class and nearly passed out every time?”

“Which one?” Chase smirked. “The one who always wore bike shorts with no shame?”

“That’s the one!”

Chase laughed again and leaned forward. “You ever come back to the studio, they’d lose their minds. You know that, right?”

Lexie tilted her head, mock-innocent. “Why?”

“Because you’re a ten. Always were.”

Brandon looked away and took a drink. The alcohol wasn’t doing much.

Lexie didn’t flinch. “Well, thanks. I try.”

Chase shrugged. “You don’t have to.”

There was a beat. A soft moment. Lexie held his gaze a second longer than she should have.

Brandon broke the silence. “So, Chase… still single?”

Chase leaned back, chuckling. “Still allergic to commitment, if that’s what you mean.”

Lexie let out a laugh that was a little too bright. “Some things never change.”

Brandon looked at her, but she didn’t return it.

Chase raised his glass. “To the good old days.”

They clinked.

Lexie’s hand brushed Chase’s wrist when they did.

Brandon felt like he’d been moved to the background of his own life.
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The drive home was quiet.

Lexie didn’t reach for the radio. She just leaned her elbow against the window and rested her chin on her hand, watching the blur of streetlights slide past. Her dress had ridden up again, and she hadn’t bothered to pull it down. One bare thigh glowed in the soft light from the dashboard, the other pressed lightly against the leather seat.

Brandon kept both hands on the wheel, eyes forward, trying to act like his thoughts weren’t a slow burn of panic and arousal twisting in his gut.

“So,” he said finally, voice low. “What’d you think?”

Lexie didn’t look at him. “About Chase?”

“Yeah.”

She waited just long enough to make him sweat. Then: “He’s hot.”

Brandon nodded.

“He’d do,” she added, casually.

The words hit his chest like a warm hand and a cold slap at the same time.

He turned onto their street, the houses dark and familiar, safe little boxes lining the curve of the road like nothing dangerous could ever happen inside them. He parked in the driveway and turned off the engine.

Lexie still hadn’t looked at him.

She opened the door, stepped out, and walked to the front porch in slow, relaxed steps. Brandon followed, the keys cold in his palm.

At the door, she turned to face him.

“I had fun,” she said, voice quiet.

“Me too,” he lied.

Lexie reached up and smoothed his collar, then leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t a quick peck. It was slow. Wet. Open-mouthed. She tasted like citrus and tequila and something else—something darker, sharper.

When she pulled back, she looked him in the eyes for the first time in miles.

“He liked me.”

Brandon swallowed. “I know.”

She held the silence just a moment longer. Then she opened the front door, stepped inside, and let it shut softly behind her.

Brandon stood there on the porch for a long time. The night air was cool now. Somewhere nearby, a sprinkler clicked on.

Inside, he could hear the faint creak of her footsteps on the stairs.

He didn’t move.


Chapter Three


Brandon gave a fake name at the front desk.

It felt unnecessary. Maybe even stupid. But something about using his real name made it all too official—like putting his signature on a contract he hadn’t fully read. The clerk didn’t ask questions. Just smiled, slid him two room keys, and gestured politely toward the elevator.

The suite was on the fifteenth floor. Not too high, but high enough to dull the sounds of the street and blur the details of the world outside. Inside, it was all soft lighting, low furniture, and expensive fabrics. The air smelled faintly like citrus and wood polish. The bed was massive. The mirrors were clean.

Brandon set down the wine bag and sat on the edge of the couch.

It was too quiet.

He got up again, turned on the Bluetooth speaker by the bar. Smooth jazz started to play, something without lyrics. He hated it instantly and turned it off. The silence came back like a slow tide.

He walked through the space. Living room. Mini bar. Bedroom. Bathroom with a glass shower and clean white towels that looked folded by machine. He checked everything, as if someone might’ve hidden a camera. There were none. He double-checked.

Then he poured a glass of wine and sat back down.

He was sweating.

The collar of his dark shirt itched against his neck. He’d trimmed his beard, styled his hair, even bought new shoes. But none of it made him feel any more ready. He’d imagined this moment a hundred different ways—Lexie arriving, smiling, kissing him. Maybe teasing him. Maybe reassuring him.

But now that the suite was real, now that the keycards were in his pocket and the wine was breathing in the glass, it all felt wrong.

He checked his phone again.

Lexie: Leaving soon.

That was all.

No heart. No emoji. No “I love you.”

He looked at the time. Then the door. Then his wine.

And then—ten minutes later—a soft knock.

He didn’t move at first.

It was like something in his brain stalled, still convinced this was a dream he could wake from.

The knock came again. Two short taps.

Brandon opened the door.

And Lexie walked in.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just stepped past him like she’d been there before. Her heels made soft clicks on the hardwood. Her dress was a deep emerald green, silk or satin, he wasn’t sure. Thin straps. Open back. It hugged her hips and left very little to the imagination.

Her makeup was subtle. Her earrings long. Her hair curled and pulled slightly to one side, the way she used to wear it when they first started dating.

Brandon stared.

Lexie set her purse on the bar, unhurried. “Nice room,” she said.

He tried to find words. “You look…”

She turned slightly, eyebrow raised. “Too much?”

He shook his head. “No. You look amazing.”

She didn’t smile. She walked to the wine, poured herself a glass without asking, and took a sip.

Still, she hadn’t kissed him.

Brandon stepped closer. “You okay?”

Lexie nodded. “I’m calm.”

“You’re not nervous?”

She met his eyes. “Should I be?”

He said nothing.

She took another slow sip and set the glass down.

Then she turned to face him fully and folded her arms.

“Is he coming?”

Brandon nodded. “He said he’s on his way.”

Lexie held his gaze. “Then I guess it’s happening.”

Brandon tried to reach for her hand. She didn’t pull away—but she didn’t grip his either.

It wasn’t that she didn’t love him. It wasn’t that she was angry.

It was that, in this moment, she didn’t need him.

She was already somewhere else.
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They sat on the couch, side by side, but miles apart.

Lexie’s dress caught the glow of the dim overhead light, making the fabric shimmer like it was wet. Her legs were crossed, one high heel dangling lazily from her foot. She held the wine glass in both hands, sipping slowly, as if she had all the time in the world.

Brandon sat forward, elbows on knees, staring at the empty second glass on the table. His shirt felt tighter now. He’d stopped checking the clock after the third time.

She didn’t say much. Just watched the room. The window. The light. Her own painted nails.

“This doesn’t feel real,” Brandon said finally.

Lexie glanced at him. “It’s about to.”

He nodded, then looked away.

She tilted her head. “You can still call it off.”

“I won’t.”

“Are you sure?”

He took a breath. “Are you?”

Lexie turned toward him slightly, one hand trailing her thigh.

“I was waiting for you to chicken out,” she said softly. “Even when we left the house.”

He gave a weak laugh. “You almost seem disappointed.”

Lexie smiled faintly. “I would’ve understood. But no—I’m not disappointed.”

Brandon reached for the wine and poured himself a little more, just enough to busy his hands. His nerves felt like wires wrapped too tight.

Lexie set her glass down and looked at him fully now.

“Still sure?” she asked.

Brandon tried to answer.

And that’s when the knock came.

A short double-tap. Confident.

Neither of them moved at first. It was like someone had pushed pause on the world.

Lexie stood up first.

She didn’t look at Brandon.

She walked to the door, heels clicking softly across the floor, and opened it without hesitation.

Chase stood in the hallway, wearing dark jeans and a fitted button-up shirt, no tie, collar open. He looked like he’d walked off the cover of a casual men’s magazine—smug, polished, and ready for whatever.

“Hey there,” he said.

Lexie smiled. “Glad you made it.”

Chase stepped inside like he’d been invited a hundred times.

“Nice place,” he said, scanning the suite. “Damn. You guys don’t mess around.”

Brandon stood slowly. “Hey,” he said, trying to sound normal.

Chase gave him a quick nod. “Hey, man.”

Lexie closed the door behind him and walked back toward the bar.

“I poured wine,” she said. “But if you want something stronger⁠—”

“Wine’s good,” Chase cut in, watching her walk.

Brandon caught his glance. It wasn’t subtle.

Chase sat on the couch without waiting, one arm draped casually along the back.

Lexie handed him a glass and took her seat again—this time, not beside Brandon.

She sat between them.

Brandon noticed immediately. So did Chase.

Lexie lifted her glass. “To one night,” she said.

They clinked.

Chase smirked. “One night?”

Lexie just smiled and sipped her wine.

No one corrected him.
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They talked for a little while longer. Or at least, it looked like talking. Lexie asked about Chase’s week. Chase made her laugh once or twice. Brandon said nothing. He watched their knees brushing, Lexie’s fingers circling the rim of her wineglass, the way Chase’s eyes dropped to her chest when she leaned forward.

Lexie didn’t call attention to it. She didn’t need to. She knew exactly what she was doing.

After the second glass, she stood up without a word and walked to the center of the room. She faced them both—Chase still seated on the couch, Brandon in the armchair across from him.

The way she looked at them—one to the other—wasn’t shy. Wasn’t nervous. It was... practiced. Like she’d been imagining this longer than Brandon had.

“You good?” she asked Brandon.

He nodded. It wasn’t convincing.

“Okay,” she said.

Then she turned to Chase. “Sit back.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Yes, ma’am.”

Lexie smiled at the sarcasm but didn’t return it. She stepped out of her heels slowly, one foot at a time, and set them beside the couch. Then she reached up behind her neck, fingers disappearing behind the thin strap of her dress.

Brandon’s throat tightened.

The zipper slid down her back like she’d done it a hundred times for someone else.

The dress loosened.

Then it fell.

It didn’t pool around her ankles—it just slipped, like silk always wanted to be on the floor. Underneath, Lexie wore nothing but a lacy black thong. Her breasts were bare, soft under the dim light, nipples already hard.

Brandon’s pulse thundered in his ears.

Chase let out a low breath. Not crude. Just… appreciative.

Lexie didn’t look at either of them right away. She closed her eyes, took a slow breath, and walked to the space between them. She stood there for a moment, completely still, letting the silence stretch.

Then she turned to Brandon.

She stepped close and leaned down, just enough to kiss him.

It wasn’t deep. It wasn’t sexual.

It was soft. Tender. Like a goodbye.

He didn’t even have time to kiss her back.

When she pulled away, she looked into his eyes—and for a split second, he saw something flicker behind hers. Not guilt. Not hesitation.

Just clarity.

Then she turned, lowered herself to her knees between the two men, and looked up.

“Don’t say anything,” she said. “Just watch.”
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Lexie’s fingers reached for Chase’s belt like she already knew the buckle. Smooth, confident, no wasted motion. Chase leaned back, arm along the couch, head tilted slightly to watch her work. He didn’t say anything either. He just let it happen.

Brandon sat frozen across from them, every muscle tight, his jaw locked. His glass trembled slightly in his hand.

Lexie unfastened the button. The zipper came next, quiet and slow.

She looked up once—right at Chase—before tugging the waistband of his jeans down his hips. His cock was already half-hard, thick and curved against his thigh. She didn’t gasp. She didn’t flinch. She looked at it the same way she looked at him when they’d clinked glasses.

Like she expected it.

Chase lifted his hips as she pulled the jeans and briefs down together. He kicked them off without ceremony.

Now fully exposed, he spread his legs wider, just a little. Still relaxed. Still cocky.

Lexie ran her hand along his thigh first—light, teasing. Her fingertips trailed over his skin like she was testing temperature. Then she wrapped her hand around the base of his cock.

Brandon’s stomach flipped.

She stroked him once. Twice. Then leaned forward.

Her lips parted.

The tip disappeared into her mouth, slow and smooth, no rush, no hesitation. Her eyes stayed low, focused. Her breathing didn’t change.

Brandon couldn’t move.

Chase exhaled deeply, his head falling back slightly, one hand flexing against the top of the couch.

Lexie kept going, inch by inch, until more than half of him was inside her. Then she pulled back, her mouth glistening, a fine thread of spit stretching from her lip to his shaft.

Brandon couldn’t feel his legs.

She didn’t pause.

Her rhythm was unhurried but deliberate—like she wasn’t trying to impress anyone, only control the moment. She brought her hand up to match the motion, lips sliding wetly over him, cheeks hollowing. Brandon heard the sound of it, sharp and obscene, echoing in the quiet room.

Then—without warning—Lexie looked up.

Not at Chase.

At Brandon.

Their eyes met.

Her mouth didn’t stop moving. She held him in her throat, halfway down, then slowly pulled back until just the head rested on her tongue. Then she smiled.

With him still in her mouth.

Brandon’s breath caught. His hand tightened around the wine glass until his knuckles went white.

She went back to work like nothing had happened.

Chase let out a low grunt and muttered, “Fuck…”

Lexie’s head moved faster now. Her hand gripped tighter. The sound of her filled the room—slick, rhythmic, powerful.

Brandon sat there and watched. Not because he wanted to. Not because he could help it.

Because he couldn’t look away.


Chapter Four


Lexie pulled her mouth off him with a slick, wet sound, then gave the tip a final slow lick before she sat back on her heels. Her lips were flushed. Her breathing fast but controlled. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked at neither of them.

Chase didn’t move. He just sat there, cock fully hard, his chest rising slowly as he stared down at her like he was sizing her up for something more. Brandon couldn’t tell if it was pride or hunger on his face—maybe both.

Lexie reached behind her hips and slid her thong down. She didn’t make eye contact. She didn’t speak.

She stood up slowly, letting the fabric fall from her fingers to the floor like it didn’t matter anymore.

And then—without a glance at either of them—she straddled Chase’s lap.

Brandon sat perfectly still. The chair creaked under him when he shifted, but neither of them looked his way.

Lexie reached between them, guided Chase into place, and sank down slowly.

She let out a breath—not a dramatic gasp, not a fake moan.

Just air. Real. Raw.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

Chase's hands went to her waist automatically, gripping her hips with the ease of someone who'd done this before. His head tilted back, jaw clenched as she started to move—slow, fluid rolls of her hips, like her body had known this rhythm all along.

Brandon watched the way her back arched, the way her thighs tensed. Her hands rested flat on Chase’s chest, not gripping, just there. Like she was grounded by him.

This wasn’t for show anymore.

She wasn’t checking to see if Brandon was watching.

She wasn’t giving him a performance.

She was taking something for herself.

And Brandon felt it—deep, immediate, and irreversible.

He was no longer the reason she was doing this.

He was just the witness.

Chase’s hands slid up Lexie’s sides, fingers tracing the curve beneath her breasts. She didn’t react to the touch. She just kept moving, hips rising and falling in slow, deliberate motions that grew heavier, deeper, more primal.

Her breathing changed.

So did her sounds.

A moan slipped out—short and quiet—but it didn’t have edges. It wasn’t controlled. It was a sound pulled from her gut, not her throat.

Brandon’s heart pounded.

Chase groaned beneath her, one hand sliding up to grip the back of her neck.

Lexie rode him harder now. Her rhythm sharpened. She let her head fall forward, eyes still closed, lips parted.

Another moan. Louder.

And this time, there was no mistaking it.

She liked it.

She wasn’t pretending.

She wasn’t posing.

She was feeling him.

Every inch.

And Brandon sat there, unable to move, as the woman he loved let herself get lost in another man’s body.
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Chase shifted beneath her, one arm wrapping around Lexie’s waist as he leaned forward and buried his mouth against her chest. She tilted her head back and let him. Her hair fell in loose waves down her spine, sweat already starting to shine on her collarbone.

The motion changed.

It wasn’t slow anymore.

Chase gripped her tighter and started thrusting up into her, hard. Fast. Their bodies collided in sharp, wet sounds that echoed across the suite, no longer masked by jazz or conversation.

Lexie gasped.

The kind of sound Brandon had only heard a few times—and never from this far away.

She braced herself against Chase’s shoulders, mouth open, eyes closed. Her voice cracked as she let the next moan out—high, breathless, broken at the edges.

Then she whispered something.

Brandon couldn’t hear it.

Then she said it again, louder this time.

“Chase…”

Brandon flinched like someone had slapped him.

She said it once more, this time with her forehead pressed against Chase’s. Her mouth hovered near his ear.

“Fuck, Chase…”

Brandon’s chest went hollow.

She wasn’t just saying it out loud.

She wasn’t just calling attention to it.

She meant it.

Chase grunted and grabbed her ass with both hands, holding her down against him with each sharp movement. Lexie’s whole body moved with him now, bouncing in time, one hand clenching his shoulder for balance.

Then came the next sentence—and this one didn’t hide.

“Don’t stop. God, don’t stop—fuck me like that…”

Brandon’s stomach turned.

His hands gripped the chair, fingers curling around the ends of the armrests. He could feel his legs shaking.

She moaned again—longer this time. She rocked forward, then back, riding him with abandon. Not grace. Not slow seduction. Just heat. Just greed. Like she couldn’t get enough.

And then it came again.

“Chase—yes, yes—harder—harder, don’t you fucking stop…”

Brandon shut his eyes.

But the sound didn’t stop.

He could still hear her.

Still hear the slap of skin. The breathless curses. The needy whimpers that didn’t belong to a woman putting on a show.

They belonged to Lexie.

And none of them were for him.
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The chair creaked again beneath him, but Brandon barely noticed. His fingers dug into the armrests like he was holding himself in place by force. His thighs were tense. His jaw clenched so tight it hurt.

He couldn’t feel the wine anymore. Couldn’t feel his legs.

Just her voice.

Just her breathless begging.

Just the slap of skin and the wet pulse of movement that used to be his life.

Chase grunted louder now, rough and primal, his hands sliding up Lexie’s back as he thrust into her with a rhythm that sounded final. Lexie’s mouth opened in a soundless moan, her head falling back, hair sticking to her neck, her body trembling.

Brandon couldn’t take his eyes off her.

She looked beautiful.

Wild.

Gone.

And she wasn't coming back.

Lexie gasped something—too broken to understand—and suddenly Chase flipped her. In one motion, she was on her back on the bed, legs open, feet in the air. Chase was over her, driving into her with a pace that Brandon had never dared to try.

She screamed.

Not in pain.

Not in fear.

Just pure, involuntary pleasure.

She clawed at his back, nails dragging across his skin. Her legs wrapped tight around his waist. Her eyes rolled back as she came, hard, full-body shudders racking through her frame. She bit her lip, and then cried out again.

“Fuuuck—yes—yes, Chase, please⁠—”

Brandon blinked and realized there were tears in his eyes.

Not sobs.

Just hot, quiet streams running down his cheeks.

He didn’t wipe them away.

His heart was still racing. His cock still hard. His hands trembling.

But his chest felt… empty.

The Lexie he knew—his Lexie—was somewhere else now. And she wasn’t pretending.

She didn’t even glance at him.

As she came again—no longer shy, no longer restrained—Brandon stayed exactly where he was.

Watching.

Breaking.

Silent.
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It ended the way all real things do.

Not with closure.

Just stillness.

Chase pulled out of her with a grunt and collapsed beside her on the bed, chest heaving. Lexie lay on her back, arms above her head, legs still parted. Her body glistened with sweat, hair tangled across the pillows, skin flushed and glowing. She stared at the ceiling like she was waiting for her heart to slow down.

Brandon hadn’t moved.

Not a muscle.

Not a sound.

Lexie sat up first. She didn’t look toward the chair. She didn’t speak.

She stood, walked quietly to the bathroom, and shut the door behind her. The soft rush of water followed a moment later.

Chase stood up and stretched, his body lean and unhurried, like this was just another night. He moved to his clothes on the floor and started dressing without looking rushed. No awkwardness. No discomfort.

When he finished buttoning his shirt, he turned toward Brandon.

“That was… something, huh?” he said, grinning.

Brandon didn’t answer.

Chase gave a short chuckle like he didn’t need one. “Anyway. Thanks, man. For real.”

He grabbed his keys from the nightstand and left without waiting for a reply.

The door closed behind him.

A few minutes later, Lexie emerged in a towel. Her skin was damp. Her mascara slightly smudged. Her eyes soft, unreadable.

She didn’t say anything.

She dressed in silence, pulling on a black hoodie, a pair of leggings. Her bra and thong were still somewhere on the floor. She didn’t look for them.

Brandon stood and grabbed the keycard.

Lexie walked past him toward the door.

Neither of them spoke in the elevator.

The ride down was short. The lobby was quiet.

Outside, the air was cool and thick with early morning.

They got into the car. Brandon turned the engine on.

He didn’t put on music.

Lexie sat with one leg folded under her, head leaned against the window. She didn’t look tired. She didn’t look guilty. Just quiet.

Halfway home, her hand slid over and rested on his thigh.

It was light. Gentle. Like it was meant to say I'm here.

Brandon didn’t move.

He didn’t look at her.

He just drove.

When they got home, he parked in the driveway. They sat there for a moment longer than needed.

Lexie finally looked over at him.

“I’m tired,” she said, softly.

Then she opened the door, stepped out, and disappeared into the house.

Brandon stayed in the car.

Staring at the steering wheel.

Still hard.

Still hollow.

Still not ready to go inside.


Chapter Five


The smell of coffee was the first thing he noticed.

Sunlight spilled through the kitchen windows, washing everything in a soft golden glow. The world outside looked calm. Suburban. Safe. Like nothing had ever happened inside the house the night before.

Brandon stood in the hallway for a second, barefoot, rubbing sleep from his face.

He hadn’t heard her get out of bed.

He hadn’t heard her come in at all, actually. At some point he’d wandered upstairs and collapsed face-first into the mattress. She hadn’t spoken. Hadn’t touched him. She just lay beside him—quiet, warm, out of reach.

Now she was already dressed.

Leggings. A loose pink tee. Hair pulled up into a bun. Fresh face. Bright eyes.

Lexie was standing at the counter, stirring cream into her coffee, humming softly.

He stepped into the kitchen.

She looked up. “Hey, sleepyhead.”

Brandon blinked. “Hey.”

She smiled at him—genuine, easy. “Coffee’s fresh. I didn’t know if you’d want some.”

He nodded slowly, then walked to the cupboard and grabbed a mug. His hand trembled just enough for him to notice.

Lexie sat down at the breakfast nook, scrolling through her phone. “It’s supposed to hit ninety again today. I was thinking I might stop by Target later. Need more of that shampoo you like. And maybe some new candles.”

Brandon poured himself coffee.

Lexie didn’t look up.

“Oh—and Cassidy sent me that recipe for those peanut noodles. We should try that this week. You still like cilantro, right?”

He sat across from her, holding the mug like an anchor.

She was scrolling. Casual. Beautiful. Almost glowing.

And completely untouched.

Brandon didn’t know what he expected—tears, guilt, something. But she wasn’t even off-balance.

She was... brighter.

“Lex,” he said quietly.

She glanced up. “Hmm?”

He searched her face.

“You okay?”

Lexie tilted her head, smile still intact. “Of course. Why?”

Brandon hesitated. “No reason.”

She went back to her phone.

He watched her, sitting there in the same kitchen they’d eaten dinner in three nights ago—the night she first said she’d try it once.

And now here they were. Coffee. Weather. Shampoo.

Like it hadn’t happened.

Like it meant nothing.

Brandon took a sip. It burned the roof of his mouth.

He said nothing.

Lexie hummed again.
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Brandon stayed quiet through breakfast. Lexie talked enough for both of them.

She chatted about Cassidy’s new boyfriend—how he was apparently into woodworking and talked like he was from some bad Netflix drama. She joked about repainting the guest bathroom. She wondered out loud if they should finally replace the mattress upstairs.

All while sipping her coffee like her skin didn’t still smell faintly of another man.

Eventually, she stood and took her mug to the sink. She rinsed it, dried her hands on a dish towel, then turned to face him.

“You okay?” she asked.

Brandon nodded. “Yeah.”

Lexie squinted. “You sure?”

He met her eyes. “Can we talk about last night?”

Her expression didn’t change.

She didn’t sigh. She didn’t flinch.

But the smile faded.

“What’s there to talk about?” she asked, keeping her tone soft.

“I just… want to know how you feel.”

Lexie leaned back against the counter. Crossed her arms.

“I feel fine.”

“That’s it?”

“We said it was one night,” she said calmly. “We agreed. You picked the guy. I showed up. It happened.”

Brandon stared at her, searching for something. “And it didn’t affect you?”

Lexie tilted her head. “Why would it?”

“Because it was intense. Because it was real.”

She pushed off the counter, walked toward the table, and sat back down across from him.

“It was real. That’s the point, isn’t it?”

Brandon blinked. “What do you mean?”

“You said you wanted to see me let go. Really let go. That’s what I did.”

He hesitated. “So… you don’t regret it?”

Lexie looked at him for a long moment.

Then she shook her head. “No. I don’t.”

The words sat in the air like steam off a fresh cup.

Brandon looked down at his hands. “Okay.”

Lexie reached out and touched his wrist.

“Don’t do this,” she said gently. “Don’t try to analyze it. It happened. It was one night. Let’s not talk it to death and turn it into some emotional monster.”

Brandon didn’t answer.

She gave his wrist a small squeeze, then let go.

“I don’t want this to be a thing,” she added. “I want us to be okay.”

Then she stood up again, walked toward the hallway, and called over her shoulder⁠—

“I’m gonna go throw in some laundry. You want your gym shorts washed?”

Brandon sat there.

Still.

Silent.

And slowly realizing: she didn’t need to talk about it.

Because she was already okay.
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The living room was quiet, the kind of silence that only houses built on routine could hold. The dishwasher hummed faintly in the kitchen. A bird chirped once, then stopped. The TV was off. Lexie’s slippers tapped down the hallway, then faded into the laundry room.

Brandon sat on the edge of the couch with a grocery flyer in one hand, not reading it.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table.

He didn’t move at first.

Buzz.

Buzz.

Buzz.

Then it stopped.

The screen lit up. He wasn’t even trying to look—just happened to glance down. But there it was. Glowing.

Chase Durham

Last night was [image: fire]. You’re unreal.

Brandon didn’t blink.

He didn’t touch it.

Didn’t pick it up.

Didn’t breathe.

He just stared at the screen until it faded to black.

She hadn’t blocked him. Hadn’t deleted his number. She hadn’t even muted the notifications.

Her phone buzzed again.

Another message.

He didn’t see the preview this time. Just the name. Same sender. Same tension spreading through Brandon’s chest like slow poison.

Lexie’s footsteps returned a moment later—casual, unhurried. She turned the corner with a small laundry basket on her hip, and the second she saw where his eyes had been, she stopped.

Her gaze shifted to the phone.

Then back to him.

Her smile returned. Not flirty. Not guilty.

Just... knowing.

She set the basket down by the stairs, walked over, and picked up the phone.

She didn’t say a word.

She read the screen, typed a reply—one-handed, casual—then set the phone back down face-down and walked back to the basket.

“You still want to go to the store?” she asked over her shoulder.

Brandon swallowed. “Sure.”

Lexie turned slightly and gave him a warm, relaxed smile.

“I’ll grab my shoes.”

And just like that, the topic dissolved into the air.

Like it had never been there at all.
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They went to the grocery store.

It was normal. Every bit of it. The list on her phone. The way she leaned on the cart and asked if they still had Dijon mustard. The way she held up two different brands of almond milk and made him pick. She hummed quietly while they walked through produce, swaying a little as she browsed the avocados.

She even made a joke in the checkout line. Something about the cashier’s man bun. Brandon smiled. Or maybe he just moved his mouth.

Back home, she unpacked the bags while he stood at the sink rinsing strawberries they didn’t need. She talked about dinner. A new podcast. The price of blueberries. Nothing felt forced, but none of it felt real.

Pretending was easier than trying to make sense of the alternative.

They didn’t talk about the night before. They didn’t talk about Chase. Not once. Not even when his name hovered like smoke between them every time her phone buzzed.

That evening, Lexie lit a candle in the kitchen and danced around the island while a pot boiled on the stove. She poured him a glass of wine. She kept her voice light. She touched his arm once or twice.

But none of it touched him.

Not really.

He felt… padded. Like he was inside a suit made of insulation, hearing her through layers.

The smell of garlic. The flicker of candlelight. The sound of her laughter.

It all landed in front of him, but never reached inside.

Later, when the kitchen was clean and the dishwasher hummed again, Lexie kissed him on the cheek.

“I think I’m gonna go to bed early,” she said.

He nodded. “Okay.”

She smiled at him with soft, warm eyes. “You staying up?”

“Yeah. Just for a bit.”

She leaned in, kissed the side of his face again, and walked upstairs.

Brandon listened to the floorboards creak.

Then the door clicked shut.

He sat alone in the living room, in the glow of the lamp, surrounded by the faint scent of her shampoo and lemon dish soap.

He could have followed her.

He could have asked more.

But he didn’t.

Because pretending was working.

At least for now.


Chapter Six


The sun was starting to dip behind the treeline, but the heat still clung to everything. The wood beneath Lexie’s bare feet was warm, the cushion of the patio chair soft with use and just a little damp from the humidity. Ice clinked gently in her glass as she stirred it with a long spoon, condensation sliding down the side and wetting the table underneath.

She had her legs up, knees bent, toes flexing slowly while the sky burned orange. It had been a quiet day. Errands, dishes, a half-hearted attempt at folding laundry before she’d wandered outside with her tea and her phone.

Brandon was upstairs, showering. He hadn’t said much since dinner.

Lexie glanced at the screen again. No notifications.

She bit her lip.

Then unlocked it.

Messages. Scroll. Scroll.

Chase Durham.

She tapped it open.

The last message was from him. Two days old. Just a flame emoji.

She hadn’t answered.

Not because she didn’t want to.

She just didn’t know what she would have said.

Her thumb hovered over the keyboard. She looked out toward the trees. Somewhere in the distance, a neighbor's lawn mower buzzed lazily through the silence.

She typed:

Hey.

Survived the weekend?

She stared at it for a second. Then hit send.

The second it delivered, she felt her chest tighten.

But not in a bad way.

She took a long sip of her tea, let it sit on her tongue, cold and sweet and sharp with lemon. The glass was slick in her hand, and she shifted her weight in the chair, pulling the hem of her oversized T-shirt over the top of her thighs.

The reply came fast.

Chase:

Barely. Thought about you way too much. You good?

Lexie smiled before she realized she was doing it.

She typed back:

Lexie:

I’m okay. Things are weird. Not bad. Just… weird.

Chase:

Weird good or weird bad?

She paused.

She wasn’t sure.

Lexie:

Not sure yet. Just weird.

A moment passed. Then:

Chase:

You looked amazing that night. Still thinking about it.

Lexie let her head fall back against the chair. The sun was on her skin. She could feel a drop of sweat roll between her breasts, beneath the soft fabric.

She didn’t answer.

Not right away.

Then, after a few slow sips of her drink and one long look back at the door to make sure Brandon hadn’t appeared⁠—

She typed:

Lexie:

You didn’t look so bad yourself.

Chase:

I was hoping you’d say that.

She smiled again.

No guilt. Not exactly.

Just… a tingle. A pull. Something under her skin that hadn’t faded. Something Brandon hadn’t touched in a long time.

She locked her phone and set it down.

But she didn’t put it far.
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It wasn’t a date.

That’s what she told herself when she picked out her clothes.

Not the black dress. Not anything too tight. Just jeans—lightwashed, soft, worn at the thighs—and a plain white tee knotted slightly above the waistband. She didn’t bother with much makeup, just a little bronzer, some lip gloss, and her favorite hoop earrings. Hair up in a loose knot. Natural. Chill. Casual.

She checked her reflection once more in the hallway mirror before grabbing her keys.

Brandon was in the backyard, hosing down the patio chairs.

“I’m running to grab coffee with Cassidy,” she said as she stepped out the door.

Brandon looked up, nodded, gave her a small wave.

She didn’t wait for anything else.

The café was tucked away on a quiet street downtown—one of those hipster spots with handwritten chalkboard menus and ferns in every corner. She arrived early, ordered a cold brew with oat milk, and found a shaded table outside where no one would notice anything unless they were looking too closely.

Chase showed up six minutes late, wearing dark sunglasses and a charcoal-colored Henley rolled to the elbows. He had that same confident lean in his walk, the kind of effortless stride that said I’ve never had to try very hard for anything.

Lexie watched him approach and felt the pulse in her neck speed up.

He sat across from her without saying a word, took off the sunglasses, and grinned.

“You look… unnecessarily good for someone who’s just grabbing coffee.”

She smirked. “You’re lucky I didn’t wear sweatpants.”

Chase waved over the waitress with a nod and ordered something black, no sugar. When the waitress left, he leaned back in his chair, folding his arms as he looked her over.

“So,” he said, voice low and smooth. “Still weird?”

Lexie took a sip of her drink and let the straw rest between her lips a moment longer than necessary.

“Still figuring that out.”

He smiled.

“Is this weird?”

“A little.”

“But you still came.”

She shrugged. “I was thirsty.”

Chase’s eyes didn’t move from hers. “And I’m the only one who makes coffee in town?”

Lexie smirked. “You’re the only one I didn’t need to lie to.”

He laughed quietly, shaking his head. “That almost sounds like a compliment.”

Lexie tilted her drink and watched the ice swirl. “Don’t get used to it.”

They sat in silence for a moment, the street alive with soft traffic and the hiss of milk steaming inside.

Finally, Chase leaned forward, elbows on the table.

“You think about it?” he asked. “After?”

Lexie’s stomach tightened.

She didn’t answer right away.

Instead, she gave him a look—neutral, unreadable, but holding something just behind it.

Chase smiled.

“You don’t have to say it.”

“I didn’t think I was going to,” she admitted.

“And now?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

He reached out and brushed her wrist with the back of his fingers—just a light touch, but deliberate.

She didn’t pull away.

Twenty minutes later, when they stood up to leave, Chase offered to walk her to her car. She said no.

But she didn’t mean it rudely.

He watched her go. She knew he was.

As she got in and closed the door, she caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. Her cheeks were flushed.

She was smiling.

And she hadn’t even realized it.

[image: ]


Brandon stood at the stove stirring a pan of pasta, something he hadn’t made in years. A recipe he used to pull out when they first moved in together, back when Lexie would sit on the counter barefoot with a glass of wine and talk about how they’d furnish the guest room someday. He’d cleaned that room earlier today. Just to do something with his hands.

The table was set for two.

Nothing dramatic. Just candles. Her favorite plates. A folded cloth napkin instead of paper. He even sliced the baguette on an angle like she always did and brushed it with olive oil before toasting it under the broiler.

He didn’t text her. Didn’t announce anything. Just hoped the scent would bring her downstairs.

It did.

She came in with wet hair, pulled into a loose braid, wearing a hoodie and leggings. She paused when she saw the table, the candles. The wine bottle already open and breathing beside the salad bowl.

Her smile was polite. “Wow. What’s all this?”

Brandon shrugged lightly. “Thought I’d cook.”

Lexie walked over to the island and leaned on it. “What’s the occasion?”

“Just wanted to.”

She nodded, brushing a damp strand of hair off her cheek. “Looks nice.”

They sat down. Ate. Talked a little.

Lexie complimented the flavor, asked if he followed a recipe. Brandon said no—he just remembered.

She laughed softly. “I forget how good you are at this.”

He smiled.

The food helped. So did the wine.

She seemed relaxed, maybe even a little touched.

And for a few minutes, it almost felt normal again.

When the plates were pushed aside and her glass was nearly empty, Brandon reached across the table and gently touched her hand.

Lexie stilled.

He let his fingers trace lightly along hers.

Then he stood, slowly, and walked behind her chair.

Lexie tilted her head slightly, lips parting as he leaned down and pressed his mouth to her neck.

She didn’t shiver.

She didn’t lean into it.

She just sat still.

When he moved to kiss her cheek, she shifted slightly—barely, but enough.

Brandon pulled back.

Lexie turned to look up at him, forcing a small smile.

“Sorry,” she said. “I’m just… tired. It’s been a long day.”

Brandon nodded, backing off. “It’s okay.”

She stood and began clearing the table like it was just any other Thursday.

Brandon helped. He didn’t try again.

He watched her load the dishwasher, her movements smooth, distant, like muscle memory.

Something was different.

And it wasn’t going to be fixed with garlic and candlelight.
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The bedroom was dark except for the soft glow of her phone screen. The air was cool, the ceiling fan slow and quiet above her. The sheets were warm around her legs, and the curve of her pillow cradled her head like it had a thousand nights before.

Brandon was still downstairs. She could hear the occasional clink of dishes being put away, the hum of the dishwasher, the faint pad of his bare feet on the tile. He was dragging out the routine, probably hoping she’d still be awake when he came up.

She wasn’t sure if she would be.

Her thumb hovered over the screen as she stared at the message she’d just received.

Chase Durham:

Still can’t stop thinking about you.

No emojis this time. No joking. Just that.

Lexie lay still, one hand beneath her shirt, resting on her stomach, her fingers absently tracing circles over her skin.

She wasn’t surprised to hear from him.

She’d been thinking about him too.

Not obsessively. Not with guilt. Just… often. In flashes. The way his hand had felt on her hip. The low sound he made in her ear. The way he didn’t hesitate.

The way she hadn’t either.

She glanced at the time. 11:42 p.m.

Brandon was probably rinsing the wine glasses now. The ones he’d set out so carefully. The ones she hadn’t touched.

Her screen dimmed slightly, and she tapped it again, blinking the brightness back into her eyes.

She typed slowly:

Lexie:

Me too.

She stared at it.

Not flirty. Not vague.

Just honest.

She hit send.

The reply came quickly.

Chase:

We should talk. In private.

Lexie stared at those words for longer than she meant to.

Her heart didn’t race. Her stomach didn’t flip.

It just felt… inevitable.

She didn’t answer.

Not yet.

She locked the phone and rolled onto her side, drawing the covers higher over her waist.

Her screen lit up once more.

She didn’t check it.

But she smiled faintly into the pillow.


Chapter Seven


Lexie stood at the kitchen counter the next morning, spooning peanut butter into her smoothie like it was any other Tuesday. The blender waited beside the bowl of bananas. She wore an oversized T-shirt with the neck stretched out, exposing one shoulder, and cotton shorts that barely reached mid-thigh. Her hair was a little tangled, pulled into a high, loose bun. Bare feet on tile. Calm hands.

Brandon came in behind her, still damp from the shower, rubbing a towel through his hair.

“You’re up early,” he said.

Lexie glanced at him over her shoulder. “Didn’t sleep great.”

He nodded. “Me either.”

She didn’t comment on that. She just reached for the almond milk.

There was a beat of quiet between them—domestic, not tense—but holding something beneath it.

“I was thinking,” Lexie said, turning slightly as she poured, “maybe I should start going back to the gym.”

Brandon looked up from where he was tying his shoelaces. “Yeah?”

She nodded, setting the milk down. “I don’t know. I just feel… out of it lately. Not strong.”

“You look amazing,” he said without hesitation.

Lexie smiled faintly. “That’s not what I meant.”

He stood and walked to the counter, leaning on it across from her. “You want to get back into it?”

“Maybe just a couple days a week. Ease into it.”

“That’d be great,” he said. “You always seemed… I don’t know. Happier when you were moving.”

She paused, caught off guard by the wording. Then nodded. “Yeah. I was.”

Brandon grabbed his keys from the hook. “Do you want help looking up classes? I think they have that barre thing you used to do.”

Lexie hesitated. “I was actually thinking about messaging Chase.”

Brandon stopped. Not stiff, not angry—just surprised.

“Oh.”

“Just to see if he’s still doing training stuff,” she added quickly. “He always knew how to push me without making me feel like crap.”

Brandon smiled, but it was tight. “Yeah, no—I mean, that makes sense. He got results.”

Lexie leaned over the sink and rinsed the spoon, careful not to meet his eyes.

“You okay with that?” she asked.

Brandon shrugged. “It’s just a workout, right?”

She smiled. “Right.”

Upstairs, later, after he left for work, Lexie sat on the bed with her legs folded beneath her and typed out the message slowly.

Lexie:

You still doing one-on-one sessions? Thinking about getting my body back.

The reply came within minutes.

Chase:

For you? Always.

Today work?

Lexie stared at it for a long time.

Then typed:

Lexie:

Text me the address. I’ll bring my sneakers.

[image: ]



The gym wasn’t the one she used to go to.

This place was tucked behind a warehouse district, through an unmarked door with a keypad lock and no windows. Inside, it was cool and dim—concrete floors, steel equipment, matte black walls. No pop music. No juice bar. No women in groups talking between reps.

Just space. Just weight. Just sweat.

And him.

Chase stood near the squat rack, leaning on the bar like he’d been waiting.

Lexie stepped in quietly, her gym bag slung over one shoulder. Her leggings were deep navy, high-waisted. The sports bra hugged her chest in a way she had definitely chosen on purpose—low scoop, strappy back. Her hair was tied in a high ponytail, a few wisps already starting to slip free from the Georgia heat.

Chase gave her one long, slow look. His smile curved.

“Damn,” he said. “You weren’t kidding.”

Lexie dropped her bag by the wall. “What?”

“About getting your body back,” he said, walking toward her. “But from where I’m standing, I don’t think you ever lost it.”

She smirked, but didn’t respond.

He didn’t offer a clipboard or a warmup plan.

“Let’s stretch first,” he said, nodding to a foam mat.

Lexie sat and extended her legs in front of her. Chase kneeled beside her, guiding her through slow, deliberate movements—forward folds, side stretches, slow rotations of her hips. His hands hovered close, then touched. Light pressure on her back. Fingers on her waist. Adjusting her posture. Helping her breathe.

Every touch lingered a little too long.

And she let it.

“You’re tighter than I remember,” he murmured at one point.

She looked at him sideways. “It’s been a while.”

“I can tell.”

He said it without a grin.

They moved to free weights. Then resistance bands. Then something with her back pressed against a bench while he spotted her—hands under her elbows, chest almost touching hers.

“Keep your core tight,” he said near her ear.

She did.

He didn’t step away between sets. He stood over her as she breathed, letting the silence stretch.

“You still thinking about that night?” he asked finally.

Lexie sat up, sweat clinging to her collarbones. She grabbed her towel and wiped her neck slowly.

“A little,” she said.

“You want to talk about it?”

She looked up at him.

“No,” she said. “Not here.”

His eyes didn’t move from hers.

But he nodded.

“Okay.”

“Can we finish early?” she asked. “I’m starving.”

Chase grabbed a water bottle, tossed it to her. “You want a shake? I’ve got protein stuff back at my place.”

Lexie caught the bottle, took a long sip.

She didn’t answer.

She just grabbed her bag, slung it over her shoulder, and walked toward the door.

Chase followed without a word.
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His apartment was five minutes away—up two flights of stairs in a quiet brick building with gray siding and no elevator. Lexie followed him without asking questions, her shirt damp against her back, heart still beating harder than it should from a half workout.

The place was clean, spare, masculine. Black leather couch. Glass-top table. Weights in the corner. A giant flat-screen. No clutter.

Chase dropped his keys in a bowl by the door and turned to her.

“You want water or the shake first?”

Lexie didn’t answer.

She didn’t need to.

She was already stepping closer.

Chase watched her, unmoving.

Then something broke in the space between them—soft, sharp, electric—and he grabbed her by the hips, pulling her into him.

Her hands went to his chest, then his shoulders, then higher, threading through the back of his hair as his mouth met hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t slow.

It was breathless, and hungry, and full of everything they’d held back at the gym. His lips moved to her neck, biting down just enough to make her gasp, and she clung to him, arching against his body, feeling his hardness already pressing against the waistband of her leggings.

They stumbled backward toward the couch.

Lexie didn’t stop to think.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t pull away when his fingers slid under her waistband and found skin.

She just let it happen.

Her top came off. The bra followed. His hands roamed freely, his mouth hot and eager on her chest. She pushed his shirt up, over his head, nails dragging along the muscle in his stomach. The couch hit the back of her knees, and she dropped onto it, pulling him down with her.

He didn’t ask if she was sure.

She didn’t ask if he had anything.

Neither of them cared.

He yanked her leggings down, rough and fast, and she helped him, kicking them off with urgency. When he slid inside her, she moaned before she could stop herself—long, high, desperate.

It was nothing like the hotel.

It wasn’t a performance. It wasn’t a fantasy.

It was sweat and skin and the raw sound of her breath breaking in her throat every time he pushed deeper.

Chase held her face in his hands as he fucked her.

Not gently.

Not lovingly.

Just completely.

And Lexie let him.

Again.

And again.

And again.

Until she wasn’t thinking of Brandon at all.
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Lexie pulled into the driveway just as the sun was starting to sink behind the houses. The neighborhood glowed with that end-of-day warmth—sprinklers ticking across lawns, kids biking in loops, someone barbecuing down the street. It was calm. Familiar. Ordinary.

She turned off the engine and sat there for a moment, both hands on the steering wheel, feeling the sweat cool between her shoulder blades.

Her thighs ached.

She didn’t hate the feeling.

She reached for her gym bag on the passenger seat and glanced in the mirror. A few strands of hair clung to her forehead. Her lips were still slightly swollen. Her skin had that unmistakable flush—post-sex, post-sweat, post-something real.

She rolled the window down just enough for fresh air, then got out and walked to the door like nothing had changed.

Inside, the house smelled like laundry and lemon cleaner.

Brandon was under the sink in the downstairs bathroom, tools spread across the tile floor. His shirt was damp with effort, sleeves pushed up, brow furrowed in focus as he worked on the faucet.

He looked up when she walked in. “Hey.”

Lexie gave him a soft smile. “Hey.”

He sat back on his heels, wiping his hands on a towel. “How was it?”

She let her bag slide off her shoulder. “It was good. Tiring.”

“You look flushed.”

“Worked hard,” she said quickly, already moving toward the stairs.

He didn’t stop her. “I’m making chicken later if you’re hungry.”

“Sounds great.”

She didn’t look back.

Upstairs, the shower steamed quickly. She scrubbed hard—hair, skin, under her nails, between her legs—like she could erase the evidence without ever admitting what it was.

She dressed in soft cotton. No makeup. Her hair still damp.

Dinner was quiet. Brandon told her about a coworker’s new boat. She nodded, smiled, asked one or two questions. They watched an episode of something forgettable on the couch. She leaned into him when he put his arm around her. Let herself be held.

Let herself pretend.

That night, she climbed into bed beside him and slipped under the covers.

He slid in a minute later, reached for her without hesitation, kissing her shoulder gently.

She didn’t pull away.

He didn’t ask for more.

She turned out the light, rolled to her side, and waited for her pulse to slow.

She fell asleep before he did.

But not before she felt his hand settle lightly on her hip.


Chapter Eight


The morning light came in golden and soft, slipping through the slats in the kitchen blinds and painting narrow bars across the countertop. Lexie moved between the fridge and the sink with quiet ease, her feet bare, her tank top hugging the curve of her back in a way that seemed deliberately careless.

Brandon stood in the doorway, still in his joggers, sipping lukewarm coffee. He wasn’t watching her, exactly. Not in the obvious way. But his eyes followed her movements—slow, fluid, unconcerned.

She had that glow again.

That word popped into his head before he could stop it.

Not the kind of glow people talk about in wedding speeches or wellness podcasts.

Something else.

Something… lived in.

She tied her hair back loosely as she leaned over the sink, and the stretch of her arms lifted the bottom of her shirt just enough to show skin. He caught a flash of the waistband of her workout shorts—thin, black, snug to her hips.

He looked away.

It wasn’t the first time he’d noticed it. The way she moved now. The way she carried herself. There was a looseness in her limbs lately, like her body had remembered something it hadn’t known in years.

A kind of confidence that made him feel, strangely, like a stranger in his own house.

Lexie turned toward the table, holding her smoothie in one hand and her phone in the other, scrolling as she drank. She laughed at something. Not a big laugh, just a soft sound in her throat, and she tilted her head in that way she used to when they first started dating—like the world was flirting with her and she didn’t mind.

Brandon stepped into the kitchen fully now. Set his mug down.

She looked up at him, still smiling faintly.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning,” he replied.

Her eyes lingered on him a second longer than necessary—just enough to be polite, not long enough to mean anything.

She turned back to her phone.

He watched her take a long sip from the straw.

“You working out again today?” he asked, trying to keep his tone light.

Lexie nodded, not looking up. “Yeah. Chase has me doing some intervals.”

He swallowed that name like a stone.

“Feeling sore yet?”

She finally looked at him again. “In the best way.”

He nodded. “Good.”

She stretched, arms high, then groaned lightly as her spine cracked.

Brandon tried not to stare, but his gaze caught on the dip of her waist, the exposed sliver of skin just above her shorts. Her stomach was flatter. Her shoulders more defined.

She looked… incredible.

And unreachable.

“Hey,” he said, suddenly unsure of what he meant to follow it with.

Lexie tilted her head. “Yeah?”

He shook his head. “Nothing. Just—good to see you looking… strong again.”

Lexie smiled, genuine this time.

“Thanks.”

Then she turned, walked out of the kitchen, and disappeared down the hall—smooth, effortless, like she hadn’t left anything behind.

Brandon picked up his mug again. The coffee had gone cold.

He stared into it.

Wondering if she was glowing from within.

Or from somewhere else entirely.
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The house was quiet in the early afternoon, sun filtering through the blinds in thin white stripes. Lexie lay on top of the comforter, a clean towel still wrapped around her damp hair, her legs stretched out and crossed at the ankles. The cotton of her oversized T-shirt was cool against her skin, her body still humming faintly from the shower—and everything before it.

Her phone rested against her stomach. She tapped it awake.

Messages.

Chase’s name was near the top, right where it had been all week.

She opened the thread.

There were photos. Not naked—nothing that would be scandalous on its own. But suggestive. His hand on her thigh. Her mouth slightly open. A blurry reflection in a gym mirror. The kind of pictures that whispered, we remember.

She scrolled up.

You tasted like sin.

My place again? I won’t take my time this time.

I bet you’re wet just reading this.

Lexie smirked without meaning to.

She was.

But it wasn’t the messages that did it—it was the way she felt reading them. Like someone else. Or maybe like more of herself.

She tapped on a voice memo.

Chase’s voice poured softly through the speaker, low and rough:

You left your smell all over me. I haven’t showered yet. I don’t want to.

Tell me when you’re alone again.

Lexie listened twice.

Then she pressed her lips together and exhaled through her nose.

She wasn’t nervous.

Not exactly.

She wasn’t worried Brandon would find it. He didn’t check her phone. He barely glanced at her screen when it lit up.

But still—she didn’t want the thread there. Not because she felt bad. But because it gave the illusion that this… thing… needed hiding. Like it was shameful. And it wasn’t.

It was hers.

And some things, she decided, didn’t belong in the open.

She scrolled to the bottom.

Pressed.

Delete Conversation.

Confirm.

Gone.

All but one.

Before clearing it, she saved a single image. It wasn’t explicit—just a photo of her taken from the side, on the couch, hair messy, neck arched, Chase’s hand gripping her thigh.

Her eyes were closed.

She looked… taken.

She set it as hidden.

Locked it behind Face ID.

Then turned off the screen and dropped the phone onto the pillow beside her.

The room was quiet again.

Outside, a lawnmower started somewhere down the block.

Lexie reached up, unwound the towel from her hair, and shook it loose across her shoulders.

Clean.

Clear.

Unburdened.
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The light from the hallway cut a soft rectangle across the bedroom carpet as Brandon stepped inside with two glasses of wine in hand. His footsteps were careful. He carried them like a peace offering.

Lexie was already in bed, tucked into the corner with her knees drawn up, one of her old novels folded open in her lap. Her hair was dry now, brushed out smooth, and her legs were bare beneath the loose hem of his old T-shirt.

She looked up when he entered, smiled faintly.

“Bringing me gifts?”

Brandon held out the glass. “Only if you promise not to check the label.”

Lexie smirked. “You got lazy again.”

“It was either this or the twist-off bottle.”

She took the glass, sipped. “You made the right call.”

He climbed into bed beside her, setting his own glass on the nightstand. She leaned back against the headboard, the book forgotten now, her legs stretching out across the sheet as she curled toward him.

They sat like that for a while—quiet, soft. The wine loosened something between them. He made a few quiet jokes. She laughed, even leaned into him once, her head resting against his shoulder for just a beat longer than he expected.

It felt familiar.

It felt like before.

When her glass was half-empty, she set it aside, shifting slightly beneath the covers. Her foot brushed his leg under the blanket.

Brandon turned to her.

“Lex,” he said gently.

She glanced up.

He hesitated, unsure of how to finish the sentence. But she didn’t press him.

Instead, she leaned forward and kissed him.

It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t heated. It was soft—almost testing.

Brandon responded carefully, his hand rising to her waist, thumb brushing the fabric of her shirt just above her hip. She kissed him again, deeper this time, and he shifted to face her fully, pulling her into his arms as the covers shifted around them.

When his hand slid beneath her shirt and found the skin of her back, she didn’t flinch.

She didn’t hesitate.

She just let him.

Clothes came off slowly. Hesitantly. Her shirt over her head, his fingers fumbling at the waistband of her underwear, the quiet slide of sheets pulled down to the foot of the bed.

He kissed her shoulder, her collarbone, the place just below her ear that used to make her sigh.

She didn’t sigh.

She didn’t stop him either.

When he entered her, she let out a soft breath—but not pleasure. Not pain. Just sound.

They moved slowly.

No rush. No heat. No desperation.

It felt like memory more than intimacy.

Brandon kept his eyes closed most of the time. When he opened them, she wasn’t looking at him.

She had turned her head slightly, her eyes distant, her body moving but not reaching.

He kissed her again—on the cheek this time—and she let him.

They finished quietly. Nothing messy. Nothing loud. No urgency. No aftershock.

When it was done, he stayed there a moment longer, inside her, holding her hips, waiting for… something.

A word.

A sigh.

A touch.

But it didn’t come.

She gently shifted, and he pulled away, settling onto his back as she rolled to the side.

He didn’t speak.

Neither did she.
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The ceiling fan turned in slow, lazy circles above them. One of the blades clicked faintly every few rotations. It was the only sound in the room now—soft, mechanical, hypnotic.

Brandon lay flat on his back, the sheet half pulled over his waist, the skin of his chest cooling in the air. His arm was resting across his forehead. His eyes were open, fixed on the ceiling but not seeing it.

Beside him, Lexie turned over gently, her back to him. The mattress dipped slightly as she shifted, her shoulder disappearing under the blanket, her knees curling up like she was trying to take up less space.

He didn’t reach for her.

She didn’t move closer.

There was a time when they would’ve curled into each other automatically, without thinking—when post-sex meant warmth, kisses, hair tangled between pillows. A shared silence that was soft and full.

Now it felt like an echo chamber. Every breath a little louder than it needed to be.

Brandon blinked slowly, his eyes dry. He exhaled through his nose, once, and tried to find something to say. A comment. A question. Anything that might make her roll back toward him.

But he said nothing.

Because deep down, he already knew.

She was gone.

Not physically. Not fully. But in that invisible way that mattered more than skin.

The way her body responded to him felt polite. The way she kissed him felt like remembering, not wanting. She hadn’t looked into his eyes the entire time. She hadn’t made a sound when she came.

Because she didn’t.

He thought of asking.

Are we okay?

But the question felt like it would only confirm the answer.

So instead, he stared at the ceiling and let the silence press against his chest.

Lexie lay still beside him, her breathing steady. Not sleeping. Just waiting for the time to pass.

Minutes dragged out in long, cold stretches.

Neither one of them touched the other.

Not out of anger.

Just absence.


Chapter Nine


Lexie’s fingers moved fast on the screen, barely glancing at the words as she typed them.

Lexie:

I have 30 min.

Don’t care where.

Now.

She hit send and stood up from the cafe table before the message had even marked as “read.” The iced coffee in front of her was still half-full. She left it there, untouched, next to a receipt and a pen she hadn’t used.

Her car was parked down the street in a metered space she didn’t bother feeding. It wouldn’t matter. She wouldn’t be gone long.

Her phone buzzed just as she pulled the door shut.

Chase:

Level 3 stairwell. The one behind the loading docks. You’ll know it.

Lexie didn't reply.

She just turned the key and pulled out fast enough to make the tires whine.

The parking garage loomed like a concrete skeleton. Gray, stripped bare, echoing with distant footsteps and the hollow ring of car doors closing somewhere in the distance.

She took the turn up to level three without thinking. She’d been there before—months ago, maybe longer, when they met for lunch near the courthouse. She hadn’t even remembered it until he mentioned it.

She parked in the corner.

No one else nearby.

She stepped out, her heels clicking softly on the pavement. Her dress was tight—charcoal gray, sleeveless, the kind she could pretend was “business casual” if anyone asked. She hadn’t worn underwear.

She didn’t knock.

She pushed the door to the stairwell open and stepped inside.

The air was cooler in here. Smelled faintly of dust, oil, and old paint.

He was already there.

Chase leaned against the railing, hands in his pockets, dark tee stretched across his chest, sweat already at his collarbone.

When he looked at her, he didn’t smile.

Neither did she.

“Turn around,” he said quietly.

Lexie did.

She heard him step closer, slow and heavy, the sound of his breath changing.

Then his hands were on her hips.

She braced against the concrete wall as he pressed against her back, his mouth at her ear, hot and rough.

“You didn’t even hesitate,” he whispered.

She tilted her head slightly. “Did you want me to?”

His hand slid up the front of her dress, lifting it as he pressed his weight into her.

“No,” he growled.

It was fast.

There were no words for a while—just sounds. Her gasp when he pushed inside her. His grunt as her hips slammed back against him. The scuff of her shoes on the concrete floor. Her fingers bracing on the metal railing, her dress bunched around her waist.

She didn’t close her eyes.

She kept them open, wide, staring at the blank wall in front of her like it was some kind of screen she could project her excuses onto later.

She didn’t say his name.

He didn’t ask.

When she came, it was silent—her teeth sunk into her lip, her body trembling hard enough to make the railing rattle.

Chase didn’t slow down.

He finished with a single curse under his breath, gripping her so hard her hips would bruise. She didn’t care.

Neither of them spoke right away.

Just breathing.

She straightened her dress. Smoothed her hair.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked, already zipping up.

Lexie glanced back at him. “Let me check my calendar.”

He smirked.

She didn’t.

Back in her car, Lexie pulled down the sun visor and stared at her face in the mirror.

A small streak of mascara under one eye. She wiped it with her thumb.

Her heart was still racing.

But not with guilt.

With life.
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Brandon balanced the brown paper bag in one hand and nudged open the glass gym door with the other. It smelled like sweat and eucalyptus inside—the way all boutique gyms did—mixed with the hum of music too polished to be anyone’s actual workout playlist.

He hadn’t texted first.

That was the whole point.

Just a small surprise.

He figured Lexie might like something warm after a workout—her favorite roasted veggie wrap from that place near her old office. He’d even remembered to skip the feta. She hated feta.

The girl behind the counter looked up as he approached.

“Hey,” Brandon said, giving her a friendly nod. “Is Lexie Grant still around? She’s working with Chase.”

The girl blinked. “Lexie?”

Brandon smiled. “Yeah, she’s my wife.”

The girl tapped a few keys. “Oh. Um… no, sorry. She checked out almost forty minutes ago.”

Brandon paused. “Forty minutes?”

The girl nodded. “Yeah, she had a short session booked today.”

He forced a polite smile. “Got it. Thanks.”

He stepped away slowly, the paper bag still warm in his hand.

Forty minutes.

That couldn’t be right.

He checked the time. She’d left not long after he did this morning. Said she had training at eleven.

It was twelve-fifteen now.

She told him she was doing an extended program—intervals and some recovery stuff. Should’ve kept her there at least another thirty. But maybe she was tired. Maybe Chase finished her early.

Or maybe… no.

No.

He wasn’t going there.

Brandon turned around in the parking lot and headed back toward the car, blinking against the sun.

He hadn’t expected anything to feel off.

But it did.

Just slightly.

Like one thread tugged loose in the corner of a tightly made bed.

He got into the car and set the bag in the passenger seat.

Maybe she was running errands.

Maybe she just wanted to cool off somewhere.

Maybe—

He stopped himself.

He wasn’t going to make himself crazy.

Still, as he pulled out of the lot, something small curled in his gut.

Not a full suspicion.

Not yet.

Just a question.

And he hated that it was even there.
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Brandon pushed open the front door quietly. He didn’t call out.

He knew she was home.

He heard the shower running upstairs. The faint thump of water against the tile. The creak of the pipes. Her voice—just a note of humming—muffled by distance, like she was in another room of another life.

He walked up the stairs.

Not fast. Not slow. Just quiet.

The door to the bedroom was open. Light poured in from the window, spilling across the unmade bed. Her gym bag sat slouched on the floor. Her sports bra dangled over the edge of the dresser. A pair of black heels lay kicked off at the foot of the bed.

Brandon bent down to pick up her towel.

That’s when he heard it.

Buzz.

His eyes flicked toward the nightstand.

Her phone lit up.

Not locked. Just dimmed.

The preview line slid across the screen like it always did.

And there it was.

CHASE DURHAM:

Last time tasted better. Bring that mouth nex⁠—

The message clipped off mid-word as the screen dimmed again.

Brandon stood frozen.

The towel in his hand felt heavier.

He didn’t reach for the phone.

He didn’t need to.

The nausea hit him so fast it caught his breath. He blinked, hard, as if the words might vanish if he looked away and back again.

They didn’t.

He stared at the device like it was a bomb, like one touch would make it all explode.

Then the shower shut off.

Fast footsteps across tile. A drawer opening. The thud of a shampoo bottle knocked over.

He took a step back from the nightstand.

Set the towel down exactly where it had been.

And walked out of the room.

Downstairs, he sat on the couch, hands on his knees, eyes unfocused.

She came down ten minutes later in soft shorts and a fresh T-shirt, her hair wet and twisted in a clip.

“Hey,” she said casually. “Didn’t hear you come in.”

Brandon looked up.

He smiled.

Not fully.

Just enough.

“Brought you lunch,” he said, nodding to the counter. “It’s in the bag.”

“Oh—thanks.”

She crossed to the kitchen and peeked in the bag. “My favorite.”

He nodded again.

She didn’t notice the way he was watching her.

Not yet.
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The sound of silverware on plates filled the space between them. It was the only sound.

No music. No TV. Just the clink of forks and the low rustle of napkins being folded and refolded.

Brandon watched her across the table. Not obviously. Not head-on. Just enough to study the curve of her mouth as she chewed, the way her eyes drifted toward the window instead of him. The distance she didn’t bother hiding anymore.

Lexie looked good tonight.

Hair dry now. Straight. No clip. A soft V-neck that showed the skin at her collarbone, smooth and slightly pink from the sun. Her legs were tucked under her in that casual, careless way that used to drive him crazy—like she was at ease wherever she went, no matter what room she was in.

But he saw it differently now.

Now it looked like comfort in absence.

Like someone who didn’t have to pretend anymore.

“You’ve been quiet,” she said, glancing at him over the rim of her water glass.

Brandon shrugged lightly. “Just tired.”

She nodded. Didn’t push.

“How was training today?” he asked.

Lexie looked up too quickly.

Then smiled. “Good.”

He kept his voice level. “With Chase?”

“Yeah. He’s still got that drill-sergeant vibe, but it works.”

“You were out early.”

She paused, barely noticeable. “We cut it short.”

Brandon nodded once. “Right.”

She went back to her food.

He didn’t.

He just watched her.

Every little tick. Every rehearsed gesture. The casual laugh when she told a story about a podcast she’d listened to that morning. The part where she reached for his hand across the table—briefly, then pulled back as if remembering something mid-motion.

They finished eating.

She stood, collecting plates, humming something under her breath again.

Brandon stayed seated.

“You seem happy,” he said, not looking up.

Lexie turned toward him with a slight smile. “Do I?”

“Yeah.”

“Is that a good thing?”

“Of course.”

He said it like a reflex.

She gave him a long look—curious, maybe even concerned. But not guilty.

She didn’t know.

Not yet.

Later, in bed, she curled against him without hesitation. Her body warm, her breathing even. She whispered something about turning the AC up in the morning.

He didn’t respond.

Just stared at the ceiling, heart quiet.

Not calm.

Just quiet.

In that space between knowing and confrontation.

Where the lie lives loudest.


Chapter Ten


The morning started like any other.

The coffee machine sputtered to life. The toast popped too early. The news played quietly on the TV in the background, a weather segment flickering across the screen.

Lexie stood in front of the fridge, barefoot, scanning shelves she’d already checked twice. She was wearing one of his old T-shirts again—soft, faded, thin enough to show the faint outline of her hips in the sunlight cutting through the blinds.

Brandon walked in behind her. She heard him but didn’t turn around.

“Hey,” she said casually.

“Hey.”

That was it.

He moved past her, grabbed a mug, filled it with the last of the coffee without asking if she wanted any. She did. But she didn’t say it.

Lexie watched him from the corner of her eye.

He looked the same—maybe a little tired, hair still damp from his shower, shirt clinging to his shoulders. But something about the way he stood seemed smaller. Like he was holding himself in.

He sat at the table and scrolled his phone with one hand while sipping coffee with the other.

Lexie leaned against the counter. “You working from home today?”

He nodded. “Mostly calls.”

“Cool.”

Nothing else.

No smile. No glance up. No “you look good this morning.” Not even the usual peck on the cheek.

It had been days since the last one.

And she was starting to feel it.

Upstairs, later, she walked past the open bedroom door and saw him sitting at his desk, AirPods in, nodding silently while someone spoke on the other end of the call. His phone lay face down next to the laptop.

When he noticed her in the doorway, he muted the mic for a second.

“What’s up?”

Lexie shrugged. “Just grabbing laundry.”

He nodded.

Didn’t smile.

Didn’t make a joke about how she only ever grabbed laundry when she wanted to snoop through his pockets. That used to be a thing. A small, dumb, funny thing.

Now—nothing.

She turned away slowly, wondering if he even looked at her ass anymore when she walked out.

That evening, she watched him watching her—or rather, not watching her—as she changed into shorts and a tank top before dinner. She deliberately didn’t close the bedroom door. She lingered at the dresser, letting her hands run across her skin, adjusting her strap a second longer than necessary.

Nothing.

Not a glance.

Not even a shift in breath.

He was sitting on the bed, scrolling quietly through his phone.

Her own phone buzzed once, lighting up on the nightstand.

Brandon didn’t look at it.

But he noticed.

She saw the flicker of his eyes in the mirror.

And that flicker was different.

Not curiosity.

Something closer to… confirmation.

At dinner, she tried to talk about the show they used to love.

He nodded, gave a half-laugh when she mentioned a line from an old episode, but the laugh didn’t reach his eyes.

When he stood to clear the table, he didn’t touch her shoulder. Didn’t lean down to kiss her temple. Didn’t make a move like he used to when the kitchen lights dimmed and the dishes were done and the air between them softened.

He just took her plate and walked away.

And she sat there, staring at the spot where he’d been sitting, her fingers still curled lightly around the stem of her wine glass.

It wasn’t distance anymore.

It was disappearance.

And she couldn’t tell if he was pulling away from her…

Or preparing to leave altogether.
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Brandon had just finished brushing his teeth. His shirt was off, towel slung around his shoulders, water dripping from his jaw.

Lexie wrapped her arms around his waist from behind, pressing her cheek between his shoulder blades. She breathed in slow, her fingertips tracing the faint indent of his stomach, following the path of the towel as it hung low across his hips.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t pull away.

But he didn’t touch her, either.

She whispered against his skin. “I miss us.”

He nodded, slowly. "Yeah."

Lexie turned him by the hips, gently, until he was facing her. She looked up into his face, saw something tight behind his eyes—like he was waiting for a question he didn't want to answer.

She kissed him before he could speak.

It was soft. Careful. A test.

Then deeper.

Then more.

Brandon didn’t resist.

But he didn’t kiss her back with hunger. He didn’t grab at her like he used to. He let her guide it. Passive. Controlled.

She pushed him gently toward the bed.

They made love in silence.

Lexie climbed onto him slowly, straddling his hips, her hands flat on his chest. She kissed his neck, whispered things she hadn’t said in months—“I want to feel you,” “Just stay right here,” “Don’t let go.”

Brandon stared up at her. His hands stayed low on her thighs, not pulling, not leading—just resting.

She moved above him with rhythm, breathless but focused. It was the first time in a while that she didn’t think of anyone else. Not Chase. Not the text she hadn’t replied to. Just this—this room, this man, this sinking thing between them she was trying to patch with skin and sweat and closeness.

She came quietly. Pressed her forehead to his chest and stayed there.

He came minutes later.

Still quiet.

Still not looking at her.

They lay there after, unmoving.

Lexie waited.

Waited for his hand to slide along her side.

Waited for the kiss behind her ear.

Waited for the whisper: “I love you.”

It didn’t come.

Brandon reached for the nightstand, pulled the blanket over them both.

Then he turned onto his side, back to her, and closed his eyes.

Lexie lay staring at the ceiling, heart still racing—but not from sex.

Not from satisfaction.

She reached out and touched his back.

Fingertips barely grazing the skin between his shoulders.

He didn’t react.

Not even a flinch.
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The next time she saw Chase, he didn’t touch her right away.

They met in the back of a bookstore. Not the stairwell. Not a hotel. Just a quiet corner near the travel section, where the shelves stood tall enough to block them from view.

Lexie had barely tucked her phone into her purse when he stepped close and said, “You’ve been quiet.”

She looked up, pretending to scan a spine on the shelf. “Busy.”

“You ignoring me now?”

“No.” A pause. “I’ve just had things to deal with.”

“Brandon things?” he asked, voice lower now. Closer.

Lexie didn’t answer.

Chase moved in, chest almost against hers. “You still sleeping with him?”

Her eyes flicked up, sharp. “Don’t ask me that.”

“You are.”

She didn’t deny it.

He took that as confirmation.

“I want a weekend,” Chase said.

Lexie blinked. “What?”

“Not these half-hour drive-bys and bathroom stalls. A real weekend. Your time. No lies. Just me.”

“That’s not⁠—”

“You said you wanted this.”

“I didn’t say I wanted to blow up my life.”

Chase leaned one hand on the shelf beside her head, boxing her in. “You didn’t say you wanted to keep pretending either.”

She stepped aside, brushing past him like she was done—but he caught her wrist.

“Don’t make me chase you.”

Lexie froze.

Her pulse jumped, but not from arousal this time.

He saw it in her eyes and let go.

She pulled her hand back slowly. “You’re not the one who sets the rules.”

Chase raised his eyebrows, the smirk returning. “Aren’t I?”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

Because she didn’t walk away.

Not yet.

That night, his texts came faster than usual.

CHASE:

You're mine this weekend. No excuses.

Wear the black dress. The one I pulled up in the stairwell.

Leave your phone in the car this time.

Lexie stared at the screen from the driver’s seat in the grocery store parking lot.

She hadn’t even turned off the engine.

Her fingers hovered over the screen.

She didn’t type anything.

Didn’t delete anything either.

Just stared, her breath fogging the inside of the windshield, her body still warm from the memory of his voice—but colder now than it used to be.
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The bathroom lights were off.

Lexie sat on the edge of the tub in the glow of her phone screen, knees pulled up to her chest, hair damp from the rushed shower she couldn’t remember actually taking.

The tile was cold under her thighs. A line of condensation trailed down the mirror above the sink.

She hadn’t dried off all the way. The towel hung useless on the hook.

Chase’s last message stared back at her from the phone.

Leave your phone in the car this time.

Her thumb hovered over the keyboard.

She could reply.

She could shut it down.

She could say it was over, that it had gone too far, that he wasn’t what she wanted anymore.

But the truth was more confusing than that.

She didn’t know what she wanted.

Not anymore.

She had liked the control. The secrecy. The charge that ran through her when Brandon kissed her in the kitchen, not knowing she still tasted like someone else.

But lately—Chase had started taking something from her.

Not asking.

Not teasing.

Just taking.

And she had let him.

Because part of her believed that losing control was the same thing as feeling alive.

She closed the message without answering.

The screen dimmed.

Then footsteps—soft ones—passed outside the door.

She froze.

Brandon.

She knew his pace. The slight pause before the floorboard outside the bathroom creaked.

He didn’t stop.

He didn’t knock.

Just walked past, down the hall, and into the bedroom.

Lexie waited, holding her breath.

Then tapped her screen again. Locked it. Slipped the phone behind her, between her lower back and the wall.

Like she was a teenager hiding something she didn’t even want anymore.

The fan hummed low above her. A bead of water rolled from her shoulder to her elbow.

She stared into the dark room.

Her body felt wrung out. Not tired. Just hollow.

And for the first time in weeks, she didn’t feel like the one playing the game.

She felt like the one being played.


Chapter Eleven


“You’ve been really good about your schedule lately,” Brandon said, folding the corner of the newspaper as he looked over his coffee.

Lexie paused, mid-bite, her fork hovering just above her plate.

“I have?”

He nodded without looking up. “Yeah. I feel like you used to be out all over the place. Now it’s gym, home, maybe groceries. Real consistent.”

Lexie gave a small, noncommittal laugh. “Guess I finally got organized.”

He smiled faintly, still scanning the paper. “That’s good.”

She set the fork down carefully.

Something about the way he said it felt wrong. Not mocking. Not sarcastic. Just… measured. Like he was watching her through a crack in a wall she hadn’t noticed until now.

Later that morning, he watched her get ready by the hallway mirror. She wore black leggings and a fitted zip-up jacket, light makeup, her hair up. Simple, but flattering. Casual enough for the gym, but nice enough to walk into any coffee shop afterward and turn heads.

She adjusted her jacket once more, then glanced at him as she slipped on her sneakers.

“Need anything while I’m out?”

Brandon looked up from his phone. “Where you headed?”

“Workout. Then probably a smoothie run.”

“Again?” He tilted his head. “Didn’t you just grab one yesterday afternoon?”

Lexie blinked. “No… that was—Monday, I think?”

He smiled. “Oh. Could’ve sworn it was yesterday.”

She didn’t answer. Just finished tying her shoes.

He added, “Take your time. You’ve been killing it lately.”

Lexie met his eyes in the mirror for half a second.

Nothing in his tone sounded accusatory. No edge. No twist of sarcasm.

But it felt like a line was being walked.

And she wasn’t sure which side she was standing on.

As soon as she left, Brandon got up and opened the trash can.

Receipt near the top. The same smoothie place she said she hadn’t gone to yesterday.

Timestamp: 3:12 p.m.

He stared at it for a second, then folded it in half and placed it back where he found it.

When he returned to the living room, her iPad was still open on the coffee table.

He didn’t touch it.

But he stared at the home screen long enough to memorize the last three open apps:

Messages. Google Maps. Photos.

He said nothing when she got home.

Didn’t ask how the gym was.

Didn’t mention smoothies again.

But that night, when she stripped off her jacket in front of the closet, he said casually:

“You wore that same top last Friday, didn’t you?”

Lexie paused. “I… maybe?”

He smiled again.

“No, I’m pretty sure. You said it was your ‘feel-good’ one. The lucky zip-up.”

He said it like he remembered something sweet.

But he didn’t forget details anymore.

Now he was collecting them.
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Lexie stirred the pot too fast.

The sauce sloshed over the rim, a thin red line streaking down the side and hissing when it hit the burner. She jumped at the sound, then cursed under her breath.

Brandon looked up from the kitchen table. “Everything okay?”

“Fine,” she said, grabbing a dish towel to wipe the stove. “Just distracted.”

He nodded slowly and went back to his laptop. “Long day?”

“Yeah. Lot of little stuff. Nothing big.”

It wasn’t a lie.

But it wasn’t the truth either.

She hadn’t even made it to the gym that day. She’d told him she did. She’d even put on the leggings and jacket. Drove the same route. Parked near the same building.

But instead of going in, she sat in her car in silence for twenty minutes, then circled back home and pretended she’d gotten her workout in.

She didn’t know why she was doing it.

The thrill wasn’t the same anymore.

Now it felt like… habit. A reflex. A game she started for fun and couldn’t find her way out of.

That night, while she was folding laundry on the couch, her phone buzzed from across the room.

She didn’t think.

Didn’t rush.

Just let it buzz again.

Brandon was standing by the bookshelf, pretending to organize a few things. He glanced at the screen as it lit up. She caught the movement in her peripheral vision and froze.

When he turned back, her phone was in his hand.

He held it out to her like a waiter presenting a check.

“Someone’s popular tonight.”

Lexie swallowed. “Probably just Amber.”

Brandon handed it over, then went back to the shelf without saying anything else.

She glanced down.

It wasn’t Amber.

It was Chase.

CHASE DURHAM:

Tired of waiting. You said Friday. Don’t flake.

Lexie didn’t respond. She didn’t even open the message.

Just slid the phone screen-down onto the cushion beside her and picked up another pair of socks to fold.

But her fingers shook just enough to tangle them.

Brandon didn’t look back.

But she knew he saw.

The next morning, she woke up late.

She forgot to feed the cat.

She left her planner at home.

She skipped breakfast and drank two coffees instead, and her stomach cramped halfway through the afternoon.

She was unraveling.

Not because she was afraid of being caught.

But because she no longer knew how to act like she wasn’t already guilty.
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She hadn’t meant for it to happen.

It was supposed to be a quick stop—ten minutes at most. Just toothpaste and almond milk. In and out.

Chase had texted:

I’m nearby. Meet me for five. No pressure.

She should’ve said no.

She almost did.

But something in her thumb moved faster than her brain.

Five minutes.

The store was mostly empty. A sleepy little natural market two neighborhoods over where no one she knew ever shopped.

They walked the aisles like strangers, side by side, no touching, no eye contact. His hand hovered a little too close to hers. He spoke low, near her ear, just enough breath in his words to make her feel lightheaded.

“You’re flaking on me too much.”

“I’m not flaking.”

“You’re scared.”

“I’m not scared.”

“You’re still his.”

Lexie stopped in front of the vitamin aisle and turned to him. “I’m whatever I want to be.”

He smiled. “Then prove it.”

They were at the checkout when it happened.

Lexie had just handed over her card when she heard the voice behind her.

“Lexie?”

She turned.

It was a woman from the neighborhood. Sarah something. Lived two doors down, had two kids, always wore tennis skirts and smelled like dry shampoo.

Lexie smiled instinctively. “Oh—hey!”

The woman glanced at Chase, then back at Lexie. “Didn’t know you shopped out here.”

“Trying something new,” Lexie said, breezy.

“You and your… friend enjoy the day.”

There was a pause.

Just long enough to make the word friend feel heavier than it needed to be.

Lexie forced another smile. “Thanks. You too.”

Hours later, she forgot about it.

Thought maybe it hadn’t been weird. That maybe Sarah didn’t see anything at all. Didn’t care.

Until dinner.

Brandon was drying a plate when he said, casually:

“Ran into Sarah on her walk.”

Lexie’s hand froze around the fork she was rinsing.

“Oh?”

“Said she saw you at the market. You were with someone?”

Lexie didn’t turn around. “Yeah. Friend from the gym. I ran into him by chance.”

Brandon made a soft sound, something between a breath and a chuckle.

“What?”

“Nothing. She just seemed surprised. Said you looked… cozy.”

Lexie finally turned. “We weren’t.”

Brandon met her eyes.

Held them.

Then smiled. “Didn’t say you were. Just passing it along.”

He turned away and picked up the next plate.

Lexie stood still for a long time.

Not because she didn’t know what to say.

But because she didn’t believe the smile anymore.
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The bedroom was dark.

Not soft-dark, not sleepy. Just dark—no lamp, no glow from the hallway, only the faint blue outline of the window where the streetlight bled in through the curtains.

Lexie lay on her side, one leg curled over the sheets, her body facing him.

Brandon was still. On his back. Hands folded across his stomach like he was made of glass.

Neither of them spoke.

Neither had touched the other in over an hour—not even during the ritual of brushing teeth side by side or the quiet shuffle into bed. She’d pulled the blanket up to her chest. He hadn’t moved at all.

She whispered, finally: “You okay?”

Brandon nodded once, slowly. “Yeah.”

“You seem far away.”

“I’m here.”

Lexie waited. The silence after his words stretched long enough to feel like a barrier.

She reached out, fingertips grazing his arm. “Can we talk?”

He turned his head toward her. Not fast. Not aggressive. Just enough that his eyes—dark and unreadable—met hers in the dim light.

“Sure,” he said.

But she didn’t speak.

Because she didn’t know what to say without crumbling.

I kissed someone else.

I slept with someone else.

I didn’t mean for it to go this far.

All of it sat on the edge of her tongue like something sharp she’d swallowed whole.

Instead, she said: “I miss us.”

Brandon didn’t blink. “I know.”

She swallowed. “Do you still want this?”

A long silence.

Then: “I don’t know what this is anymore.”

That landed harder than anything else could have.

Lexie pulled her hand back slowly, pressing her palm to her chest like she could stop something from falling through it.

She turned away from him.

Brandon lay in the dark, unmoving, eyes wide open.

He could feel her breath shifting beside him. The slight shake in it. The way her shoulders curled inward.

He didn’t touch her.

He didn’t speak again.

He was no longer waiting for her to admit it.

He was preparing for what came after.


Chapter Twelve


It happened on a quiet morning, when things almost felt normal again.

The sunlight made stripes across the floor. Lexie stood barefoot in the kitchen, wearing one of Brandon’s old flannel shirts, sleeves rolled to her elbows, hair tied up in a loose knot. She was cracking eggs one-handed like she always did, humming off-key to something playing low on the speaker.

Brandon leaned against the counter with his coffee, watching the pan, not her.

“Toast?” she asked.

He shrugged. “Sure.”

She reached for the bread. “You always want two pieces, right, Ch⁠—”

She stopped.

Dead stop.

Brandon didn’t blink.

Lexie’s mouth opened slightly, then curved into a smile so fast it felt mechanical.

“I meant babe,” she said quickly. “God. You got me thinking about Chase this morning—he posted the dumbest workout video. I can’t get it out of my head.”

Brandon took a sip of his coffee.

“Yeah?”

She nodded too fast. “He was doing, like, weighted jump squats in cowboy boots. I thought he was going to blow his knees out.”

He smiled, just enough to show teeth. “Sounds like him.”

Lexie turned back to the eggs, her hand shaking slightly as she flipped the pan.

Her skin felt hot, neck prickling.

She hadn’t said the full name.

But she’d started it.

That sharp “Ch—” still rang in the room like a dropped coin on tile.

And Brandon had heard it.

She knew.

Even if he never brought it up, even if he smiled and kissed her on the cheek and said everything was fine—he had heard it.

He was just pretending.

And that was worse.

The eggs sizzled louder than before.

Brandon stepped behind her, set his mug down beside the stove, and rested one hand lightly on her lower back.

“Smells good,” he said.

Lexie nodded.

But her throat felt tight.

He kissed her on the shoulder.

Just once.

Then walked away.
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She left for the gym just after noon.

Said she might stop at the bookstore afterward. Maybe grab coffee. No rush, she added with a smile that barely touched her lips.

Brandon watched her back out of the driveway through the living room window. He didn’t move until she was fully gone—taillights gone, street empty.

Then he went upstairs.

Straight into the bedroom.

Her gym bag sat at the foot of the bed, half-zipped, just like always. She never fully closed it. Never expected anyone to check.

He didn’t hesitate.

Didn’t even feel nervous.

His hands moved with the calm of someone who had already made peace with what he’d find.

Socks. Deodorant. Small towel. Hair ties.

Then—

A zippered pouch on the side.

Brandon opened it slowly.

Inside was a slim black phone.

Not her usual one. Not in any case. No stickers. No fingerprint smudges.

It was powered off.

He stared at it for a moment.

Held it in his hand, weighing it like it might tell him something just by being touched.

Then he pressed the side button.

The screen blinked on.

A simple lock screen. Just time and date.

And a background photo.

His breath caught.

It was Lexie.

A mirror selfie.

Not posed. Not sexy. Just… personal.

She was in a hotel bathroom—one he didn’t recognize—her hair up in a messy bun, a towel around her body, makeup smudged, biting her lip like she was thinking of something filthy and sweet at the same time.

Brandon stared at the image for a long time.

He didn’t try to guess the date.

Didn’t try to unlock the phone.

He didn’t need to.

This was proof.

The real kind.

The kind that didn’t need to be spoken out loud.

He powered the phone down, placed it back exactly where it had been, and zipped the pocket closed.

Then he walked downstairs, opened the fridge, and poured himself a glass of water.

His hand didn’t shake.

Not once.
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The lights in the kitchen were dim. Not moody, not romantic—just enough to see the dishes.

Brandon leaned against the counter, drying a plate. Lexie stood across from him, arms crossed, hip resting against the sink. Her eyes hadn’t left him in over a minute.

“Can I ask you something?” she said softly.

He looked up. “Of course.”

“Have you ever…” She stopped. Picked at her thumbnail. “Made a mistake you didn’t know how to fix?”

Brandon kept drying the plate. Didn’t blink.

“Sure,” he said. “Plenty.”

Lexie nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

She looked down, then back at him. “And did you… tell the person? Or did you wait?”

He tilted his head like he was thinking about it. “Depends on the mistake.”

A pause.

Lexie’s throat bobbed slightly.

She took a step closer. Her voice dropped, almost a whisper. “What if it wasn’t just one? What if it… started as something small. And then it got too far.”

Brandon set the plate down gently.

The silence between them thickened.

He looked at her.

And he smiled.

“I think people always know,” he said. “Even before you say anything.”

Lexie froze.

Her breath caught just slightly.

He kept going. “Sometimes, the person already knows. They’re just waiting to see if you’ll tell the truth.”

Her lips parted.

She wanted to say something. She did.

But it was like standing at the edge of a cliff with her toes curled over the drop—and no wind, no push, no excuse to jump.

Instead, she laughed softly, almost nervously. “Forget it.”

Brandon nodded. “Okay.”

She stepped past him toward the hallway.

But he didn’t move.

Didn’t follow.

He let her go.

Because her almost-confession was all he needed.

And now, she knew he knew.

[image: ]


The bedroom was quiet.

Lexie had already gone to bed.

She was curled on her side, breathing deep, her face turned toward the wall. If she was pretending to sleep, she was good at it. If she was asleep, it meant she wasn’t worrying nearly as much as she should have.

Brandon stood in the dark, one hand gently parting the curtain.

The street outside was still.

Mostly.

Except for the car.

It had been parked across the street for fifteen minutes.

Too far to see clearly. But not far enough to miss what mattered.

Black SUV. Windows tinted. Engine off. No movement.

Then the door opened.

A man stepped out.

He didn’t move like a neighbor.

Didn’t fumble with bags or keys or a phone.

He stood still. Hands in pockets. Just outside the glow of the streetlamp.

Then he looked up.

Brandon didn’t move.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t step back from the curtain.

The man lit a cigarette. The flame flickered, illuminating just enough to show a smirk—or maybe that was Brandon’s imagination.

But he knew.

He knew it was him.

The body. The posture. The casual defiance.

Chase.

He was watching their house.

Not by accident. Not out of curiosity.

Staking it out.

Like he had some right to it.

Brandon watched until the cigarette burned halfway down.

Then Chase dropped it.

Crushed it under his boot.

And got back into the car.

The headlights didn’t come on for another ten seconds. Long enough to feel like a statement.

Then the SUV rolled slowly away, disappearing down the block like it had never been there.

Brandon let the curtain fall back into place.

Behind him, Lexie shifted in bed.

He turned to look at her.

She hadn’t moved much. Just a little sigh. A flick of her fingers near her cheek.

Still asleep.

Still unaware.

Brandon sat on the edge of the bed.

His jaw tight. Hands still.

He wasn’t just watching anymore.

He was waiting.

And soon⁠—

He wouldn’t be.


Chapter Thirteen


The sound of the knife on the cutting board was steady, rhythmic.

Lexie chopped slowly, eyes flicking up every few seconds to glance across the kitchen at Brandon, who was leaning against the counter near the sink, sleeves pushed up, rolling up damp paper towels and wiping down a spot that had already been clean.

She wasn’t used to this.

Not lately.

Not this version of him.

“You’re really in here tonight,” she said, forcing lightness into her voice as she dropped the diced onion into the pan with a soft hiss.

Brandon looked up. “I figured I’d help.”

She stirred the pan. “You don’t usually jump at the chance to dice tomatoes.”

“I don’t usually get invited,” he said, flashing her a smile.

Lexie gave a small, tight laugh. “You always could’ve joined.”

“You always looked like you wanted space.”

“I guess we’ve both been good at pretending.”

Brandon didn’t answer that. He wrung the towel once, then tossed it in the sink.

There was something easy in the way he moved, something too relaxed. His eyes weren’t tired. His shoulders weren’t tense. He looked like he’d had a good night’s sleep and a better dream. Like nothing in his world was pressing down on him at all.

And that’s what unsettled her.

Because her chest felt tight.

Her skin hot, even in the cool kitchen air.

She wasn’t ready for kindness. Not from him. Not now.

Not when she was still hiding a phone in her makeup drawer and memorizing lies like grocery lists.

“Wine?” he asked.

Lexie blinked. “What?”

Brandon gestured toward the bottle on the counter. “I opened that one you like. From Oregon. It’s been sitting too long.”

She stared at it. “Yeah. Okay.”

He poured two glasses.

No hesitation.

No jokes.

No toasts.

Just handed hers to her, fingers brushing lightly as he did.

She watched his face. Waited for the look. The dig. The passive-aggressive remark tucked behind a sip.

Nothing came.

He just turned back to the island and resumed prepping vegetables like he hadn’t been a ghost for the past week.

Lexie took a sip of wine, then set the glass down too hard, sloshing a little onto the counter.

Brandon didn’t react.

She grabbed a dishcloth. Wiped it up.

“You’re quiet tonight,” she said.

“I’m not mad, if that’s what you mean.”

Lexie looked at him carefully. “I didn’t say you were.”

He smiled again, softer this time. “I know.”

She went back to the stove, stirring without watching.

The scent of garlic and onion filled the room.

It should have felt warm.

It didn’t.

Later, as they ate together at the table for the first time in what felt like weeks, Brandon asked about her day.

Like he meant it.

“What time did you get to the gym?” he asked, spearing a piece of roasted carrot with his fork.

Lexie’s stomach tensed. “Around noon, I think.”

He nodded. “Didn’t stay long?”

“No. Wasn’t really feeling it.”

He wiped his mouth with his napkin. “Still went though. That’s more than I would’ve done.”

She let out a short breath. “Are you… being nice?”

Brandon raised an eyebrow. “You say that like it’s suspicious.”

“Lately? It kind of is.”

He leaned back in his chair. Sipped his wine. “Maybe I just want to change the tone.”

Lexie studied his face.

There was no tightness in his eyes.

No tells. No corners of the mouth twitching. No weight in his voice.

If he was faking, he was better at it than she was.

But it wasn’t comforting.

It was terrifying.

Because people only start being gentle when they’ve made up their minds about something.

After dinner, Brandon stood and collected their plates.

“You cooked,” he said. “Least I can do.”

Lexie nodded slowly. “Okay.”

He walked past her with a brush of his hand on the back of her neck—light, warm, familiar.

It made her shiver.

And not in a good way.

She turned, watching him rinse the dishes. Watching how easily he hummed to himself. Watching how calm he was in her home, in her kitchen, in this moment—while she felt like her skin was one wrong word away from peeling open.

Brandon didn’t ask questions that night.

He didn’t bring up anything that would corner her.

But for the first time… she wished he would.

Because this version of him—this kind version—felt like the setup before a verdict.

And she didn’t know if she was meant to speak first, or just wait to be sentenced.

[image: ]


The plates were scraped clean, silverware resting askew, wine glasses half-full with the last sips they hadn’t noticed they'd stopped drinking.

Lexie sat back in her chair, legs folded under her, arms loose but her hands tight in her lap. Brandon stood at the sink again, rinsing the last of the dishes, humming something that wasn’t a real song—just a melody, like a nervous tick given rhythm.

The kind of sound people make when they’re trying to seem content.

Lexie watched his back.

Watched the way his shirt clung a little tighter when he reached up to hang the towel. Watched the way his shoulders didn’t seem tired anymore.

Her phone was on the counter behind her.

Face-up.

Unlocked.

That was the first mistake.

It buzzed once.

She flinched.

Brandon didn’t turn.

She moved her hand toward it, slow, casual—like it didn’t matter.

The screen lit up before her fingertips reached it.

CHASE DURHAM:

Still wet from last time?

The words felt like a scream in that silent kitchen.

Brandon turned halfway.

Just his head.

Just enough to see the light.

Lexie snatched the phone into her lap, thumb pressing the side button so fast she almost dropped it.

“Everything okay?” he asked, his voice the same.

Casual. Light.

Her heart pounded. “Yeah. Amber. Just being gross.”

He wiped his hands on a towel, nodding. “Classic Amber.”

Lexie forced a laugh. “She thinks she’s funny.”

He gave a half-smile and turned back to the dishes.

Didn’t ask to see it.

Didn’t say another word.

Didn’t press.

And that, somehow, was worse than any fight she could’ve imagined.

Later, she left the phone in the bathroom while brushing her teeth. She tucked it in the drawer beneath the sink—like that would hide it better than anywhere else.

She even turned the notifications off.

When she came back in twenty minutes later, the drawer was open.

Not fully.

Just a sliver.

The phone was still there. Still in place.

But the drawer hadn’t been left that way.

Not by her.

Brandon was in bed, shirtless, lying on his side with the covers drawn halfway up.

He didn’t look up when she walked in.

He just said, “Did you tell Amber I said hi?”

Lexie froze.

Swallowed.

Then forced her voice light again. “No. But I will.”

He smiled against the pillow. “She’ll get a kick out of that.”

Lexie crossed the room with legs that suddenly felt heavy.

She lay down beside him, facing the ceiling.

Eyes wide.

Mind louder than it had ever been.

She didn’t sleep that night.

But she didn’t check the drawer again either.

Because she already knew what the answer would be.
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She touched him first.

It wasn’t bold. It wasn’t needy. It was gentle—her hand sliding over his stomach beneath the blanket, skin warm and smooth, her body curling toward his like it had done a hundred times before.

But tonight, something in the air held still.

Like the house knew better.

Brandon didn’t speak.

He didn’t flinch.

He let her touch him. Let her lips press into his neck. Let her breath settle in that space between wanting and apology.

She moved slowly.

No words.

No urgency.

No performance.

Her mouth found his collarbone, then his chest, then lower. She didn’t ask. Didn’t tease. Just let herself disappear into the space he allowed her.

His hand slid behind her head.

Gently.

Guiding—but not controlling.

When she rose up over him, straddling him beneath the sheets, her thighs shook slightly—not from arousal, but from nerves she couldn’t place.

Brandon looked up at her in the dim light.

His hands rested on her hips. Still. Waiting.

Lexie rolled her hips once, slowly, eyes closing. Then again, more rhythm this time. She felt him inside her, warm and thick, but the connection was quiet. Muted.

Like two actors performing a scene they’d rehearsed but stopped believing in.

She tried to catch his eye, but he was too calm. Watching her like he wanted to memorize the movement but not feel it.

His hands were steady. Thumbs tracing her hipbones. Fingers never pressing hard enough to claim.

He wasn’t pulling her closer.

He wasn’t moaning.

He wasn’t whispering anything.

And for once, that silence didn't feel respectful.

It felt calculated.

She slowed down.

“Brandon,” she said quietly, breathless.

He looked up. “Yeah?”

She hesitated. “Are we okay?”

His hands slid up her sides. Stopped just below her ribs.

“We’re fine,” he said.

Then he sat up beneath her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her neck.

But it wasn’t a kiss of love.

It was a kiss of study.

Of memory.

Of something more final than she wanted to admit.

When he finished, he didn’t groan. He didn’t breathe hard. He just held her there, chest against hers, both of them sweating, their skin sticking slightly where it touched.

Lexie rested her chin on his shoulder.

He stroked her back with one hand.

Long, slow movements.

Mechanical.

Later, they lay beside each other in the dark. Neither had spoken since.

Lexie curled toward him, pulling the blanket tighter.

He lay flat on his back.

Eyes open.

Hands crossed lightly on his chest.

The ceiling above them didn’t move, but it felt like it was dropping closer with each second of silence.

She wanted to say something.

She didn’t know what.

So instead, she reached for his hand.

He let her take it.

But he didn’t squeeze back.
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Morning light filtered through the blinds in thin, uneven lines. The room smelled faintly of sweat, heat, and something she couldn’t name—a lingering sense of yesterday’s restraint. Brandon was already awake, sitting at the edge of the bed, staring at the floor like he had somewhere urgent to be in thought, though the house was still silent.

Lexie shifted under the sheets, careful not to disturb him, but also careful to appear asleep. Her chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, heart still racing from last night.

Finally, she stretched and whispered, “Morning.”

He didn’t look at her. “Morning,” he said flatly, voice calm, neutral.

The tension pressed against her skin, sharper than it had been in weeks. She wanted to reach for him again, to feel that warmth, to dissolve into it, but she also wanted something else—the thrill of a secret, the dangerous pull of control she had felt when the phone buzzed the night before.

“So… where did you go after I fell asleep?” he asked suddenly, not looking at her, hands clasped in his lap.

Her throat tightened. She forced a casual shrug, an innocent tone. “Just went for a walk. Needed to clear my head.”

He nodded slowly. “A walk.”

Lexie could feel the weight of his gaze, even though he wasn’t actually looking at her. The words she’d spoken were safe enough. But the way he said nothing else made her pulse spike.

“And… alone?” he asked.

Her stomach dropped a little. She wanted to answer yes, just to avoid the question. She wanted to answer yes, just to keep the lie simple. But the lie she wanted to tell was sweeter, riskier, more dangerous.

“Yeah,” she said finally, voice soft, convincing—or at least she hoped it was convincing.

Brandon tilted his head slightly. Still no anger, no shout, no confrontation. Just the steady quiet that somehow felt heavier than a fight.

“Hmm,” he said, and returned his gaze to the floor.

She knew he didn’t believe her. Could see it in the subtle tightening of his jaw, the almost imperceptible shift in posture. But he didn’t push. Not now. Not yet.

Lexie swallowed. Relief and shame tangled in her stomach like coiled snakes. The thrill of the lie pulsed in her veins. She wanted to confess. She wanted to scream the truth. And yet, a small, sharp part of her wanted to keep it hidden, just to feel the quiet tension, just to test the boundaries of his restraint.

Breakfast was quiet. She made coffee, poured it into mugs, and placed them on the counter. Brandon didn’t move. He let her do everything. The silence stretched like a taut wire between them, and every glance, every small motion, was charged.

Lexie tried to catch his eye as she set down his mug. A playful flicker of something daring crossed her mind—she imagined him watching her, imagining another man there the night before. She almost shivered with the thought.

Brandon finally said, “Don’t forget your meeting this morning.”

She nodded, distracted. “Thanks.”

He didn’t elaborate. Didn’t ask any more questions. Just returned to the quiet, staring at the counter, pretending she wasn’t the woman who had been both tender and dangerous in the night’s hours.

She wanted to run back to the bedroom, touch him, see if the restraint had broken, see if he would let her slip again into his arms. But she stayed. Kept her distance. Kept her secret.

Because this game—this silent, unspoken test—was intoxicating. And she knew that today, just like last night, the line between pleasure and danger had blurred.

And for the first time in months, she couldn’t stop thinking about crossing it again.


Chapter Fourteen


The morning was already hot, the kind of heat that pressed against the skin and made movement feel heavier, slower. Lexie pulled on a loose blouse, something airy, and a pair of jeans that hugged her hips just enough to feel a little daring. She told Brandon she had errands to run, though half of her mind was already somewhere else.

Brandon leaned against the doorframe, watching her. He didn’t comment on the way her blouse slipped slightly at the shoulder or the way her hair caught the light. But his eyes lingered longer than usual, and Lexie felt it. Every glance, every quiet observation, made her pulse quicken.

“I’ll be back in a few hours,” she said, grabbing her bag.

“Alright,” he replied, voice calm but measured. “Drive safe.”

She smiled—half sweet, half nervous—and stepped out. The air outside hit her like a wave, thick with summer warmth. She breathed it in and tried to focus on the errands she told herself she had, though the truth was far more intoxicating.

She drove to the edge of town, past streets she rarely explored, until she arrived at a small coffee shop tucked between a dry cleaner and a florist. The kind of place that smelled of roasted beans, old wood, and the faint sweetness of pastries. She didn’t know why she chose it, only that the name had caught her eye on a previous drive, and something about it felt like it might lead her somewhere… interesting.

Inside, it was quiet, just a few people scattered at tables, laptops open, coffee steaming in front of them. And then she saw him.

He was behind the counter, wiping a mug with a cloth that had seen better days. His shirt was casual, sleeves rolled up, revealing arms that were toned but not exaggeratedly so. He looked up at her with a smile that didn’t feel practiced—it felt easy, genuine.

“Hi,” he said. His voice was low, just slightly husky, the kind that made her stomach twist in a way she wasn’t expecting. “What can I get you?”

Lexie’s heart kicked in her chest. “Um… just a latte, please. Medium.”

“Coming right up.” He started preparing the drink, hands deft, movements fluid. “You new around here?”

“I… yeah. Sort of,” she said, feeling heat rise to her cheeks.

He smiled again, and it wasn’t just polite. There was an undercurrent, something teasing, something that made her suddenly aware of the way her blouse clung to her skin in the heat. “Well, welcome. I’m Evan.”

“Lexie,” she replied.

They talked. Briefly, casually. Nothing overt. But every word had weight. The way he leaned just slightly closer, the way he asked questions with a hint of curiosity, the way he let his fingers brush hers accidentally—or maybe intentionally—when handing over the cup.

Lexie felt a thrill she hadn’t felt in weeks. Something daring. Something dangerous.

By the time she left the coffee shop, she was aware of the scent lingering on her skin—coffee, warmth, something electric that she couldn’t name. Her mind raced with the memory of his touch, the sound of his voice, the way he looked at her as if seeing her in a way Brandon hadn’t, or maybe hadn’t yet.

When she pulled back into her driveway, Brandon was on the porch, arms crossed, leaning against the railing, staring at the street as if he had been waiting for her all along.

“You’re back,” he said, voice low. Not accusing. Not relieved. Just… present.

“Yeah,” she replied, brushing hair from her face. “Just a quick stop.”

He didn’t ask more. He didn’t comment on the smell of coffee on her skin, the faint warmth she carried. But Lexie could feel his awareness in every line of his body. The way he straightened slightly. The way his gaze lingered longer than usual on her hands, on her hair, on the curve of her jaw.

She wanted to tell him nothing. She wanted to tell him everything.

Instead, she let herself pass him, smile polite, step inside.

That night, Lexie lay awake, replaying the brief moments with Evan. His laugh, the way he had tilted his head when she said something awkward, the brush of fingers against fingers at the counter. Every image burned in her mind, bright and warm. And beneath it all, a shadow of guilt pressed down—Brandon was there. He always was, even when he wasn’t.

When she finally drifted toward sleep, she imagined him, standing behind her at home, watching, waiting. The thought sent a shiver down her spine—fear and desire tangled together in a way that made her body ache.

Brandon, in the other room, could hear her shifting in the bed. He didn’t move to her. Didn’t call her name. Didn’t reach out. But he could feel it—the weight of her secret, the heat she carried, the unspoken tension that had settled between them like a storm waiting to break.

And as he lay there, staring at the ceiling, he realized something: the game had changed. Lexie was no longer just testing boundaries. She was exploring them. And he… he was powerless to stop it.

The scent of coffee lingering, the thrill of secrecy thick between them, and the unspoken question: how far would they let this go before the line finally shattered?


Chapter Fifteen


The afternoon sun burned down hard, making the air shimmer above the asphalt as Lexie slid into her car. She told herself it was just a walk to clear her head, a quick stop at the small grocery store. But really, she was meeting Evan again, and the thought made her stomach flutter with anticipation and nerves.

Brandon was in the house, likely working on one of his projects, headphones on, lost in a podcast or a video. That knowledge was both comforting and terrifying. Comfortable because she could slip away unnoticed, terrifying because the tiniest slip could shatter the illusion she’d carefully built.

When she arrived at the coffee shop, Evan was already there, leaning casually against the counter, eyes scanning the room. When he saw her, a slow smile spread across his face, the kind that made her knees weak without a word.

“Lexie,” he said, voice low, teasing. “You’re early today. Trying to catch me before my charm wears off?”

She laughed softly, the sound light but charged. “Maybe I just needed another coffee… or maybe I wanted to see you.”

Evan’s smile widened, and she felt it in her core, like an electric current passing through her. “I like that answer,” he said, leaning closer, just enough that the heat from his body brushed hers. “You always know how to keep things… interesting.”

Their conversation flowed, easy and casual at first, but every glance, every brush of hands as he handed her the cup, every tilt of his head drew her in deeper. Lexie’s pulse raced. She could feel herself wanting more, needing more, though she had no idea what “more” would even look like.

Across town, Brandon sat in his study, pretending to focus on his laptop but acutely aware of the faint scent that lingered in the house, the subtle shift in Lexie’s energy even when she was present. He couldn’t place it, not yet. But he sensed something had changed—something undeniable.

His phone buzzed with a message. Not from Lexie. Not yet. But just seeing it there, expecting the usual, made him tense. The normal patterns of their life were being disrupted, and Brandon could feel his control slipping, inch by inch.

Lexie left the coffee shop and suggested a walk along a quiet street lined with old brick buildings and small shops. Evan fell into step beside her, close but not touching. The tension between them was palpable, crackling in the space of inches.

“You’re avoiding me,” Evan said suddenly, voice low. “Not physically, but… I can tell you want this.”

Lexie swallowed hard, heart pounding. “I… I can’t,” she whispered, though her voice trembled more with desire than denial.

He smirked, the kind of knowing smirk that teased and invited danger at the same time. “You don’t have to. Just a touch. Just a taste.”

Her fingers itched to brush against his, to feel him closer, to let herself surrender to whatever this was. She knew it was wrong. She knew the consequences could be catastrophic. And yet the pull, the craving, was stronger than her restraint.

Back at home, Brandon had gotten up, drawn by a sudden urge to check on Lexie. Something in his chest told him to look out the window, to see what she was doing. He didn’t mean to spy—he just… couldn’t help himself.

Through the blinds, he saw her, laughing at something Evan had said, her head thrown back, hair catching the sunlight. She was close, too close, to him. And then, without warning, Evan reached out, brushing his hand along hers. It wasn’t a full touch, but the intention was unmistakable. Brandon’s chest tightened.

He swallowed, unable to look away, unable to move. The sight struck him like a punch to the gut. Lexie’s lips curved into a smile he had never seen before—not with him, not for him. His mind screamed to intervene, to call her back, to stop whatever was happening, but his body refused. He stayed frozen, watching, every instinct screaming both fear and… something darker, more twisted.

Lexie felt it too. A shiver ran through her, not from the heat or the sun, but from the knowledge that someone could see her, that someone’s eyes could pierce through her fantasy. And yet, she didn’t stop. She didn’t pull back. The thrill was intoxicating, burning through her veins like fire.

Evan leaned closer, whispering something in her ear, his breath warm against her skin. Lexie’s knees nearly buckled. She wanted him. Needed him. But then⁠—

The sound of the front door opening echoed behind her, sharp and unmistakable.

Lexie froze. Her heart jumped. She turned slightly, seeing Brandon’s silhouette in the driveway, hand on the door, eyes narrowing as he scanned the street.

Evan’s eyes followed hers, sharp and amused. “Uh-oh,” he murmured.

Lexie’s stomach dropped. She backed away slightly, pressing a hand against her chest, heart hammering. The thrill, the desire, the risk—it all collided at once. She hadn’t been caught, not really, but the brush with discovery left her breathless and trembling.

Brandon didn’t move immediately. He just stood there, quiet, watching, the air thick with unspoken questions, anger, and something more complicated that he didn’t yet understand.

Lexie muttered something about needing to get back, barely able to form the words. She turned and walked quickly toward the car, Evan lingering a step behind, eyes locked on hers, as if daring her to risk it again.

Brandon stayed on the porch, chest tight, hands clenched. The smell of her perfume, mingled with the lingering scent of coffee, filled his nostrils. He could feel his mind fracturing, his control slipping further with every passing second.

Lexie had escaped, but only just. Brandon had seen enough to know the game had shifted, and the danger—the thrill, the betrayal, the sexual tension—was only intensifying.


Chapter Sixteen


Brandon woke before dawn, the faint gray light spilling across their bedroom. His chest felt tight, heavy, as if he’d slept on a pillow of anxiety. Memories of yesterday’s near-discovery churned through his mind like a storm he couldn’t control. Lexie lay beside him, serene, face relaxed, hair splayed across the pillow. Nothing in her appearance hinted at the storm of temptation she had walked through, and that only made his chest tighten further.

He tried to focus on the mundane—coffee, the day’s emails, the list of errands he’d left undone—but his thoughts kept drifting to her. To the way she had smiled, the subtle sway of her hips, the sound of her laugh, so careless and bright when she was near Evan. He’d watched, hidden, helpless. And yet, a part of him, a dark, shameful part, had felt something he couldn’t name, a tension that coiled tight in his stomach and spread heat through his body.

Lexie emerged from the bathroom, brushing her hair with slow, deliberate movements. Brandon noticed immediately—the faint smudge of lipstick on the corner of her mouth, the subtle crease in her blouse, as though she’d tugged at it absentmindedly. She caught him staring and raised an eyebrow.

“You’re quiet this morning,” she said, voice teasing but gentle. “You look… tense.”

Brandon forced a smile, swallowing the lump in his throat. “Just thinking about work. You know… Monday, deadlines, emails.” His tone sounded hollow even to him.

Lexie smirked. “Uh-huh,” she murmured, moving closer to brush a hand lightly against his arm. “You’re distracted by something else, aren’t you?”

Brandon’s chest tightened further. He wanted to ask, to demand, but the words wouldn’t come. He let the moment pass, letting her teasing remark hang in the air, because he knew if he pressed, he’d unravel.

By mid-morning, Lexie claimed she had errands to run. Brandon nodded, though the pang in his chest grew sharper. He tried to convince himself it was normal, ordinary, that she just needed coffee and groceries. But he couldn’t shake the memory of Evan’s hands brushing hers, the way their bodies had leaned together, even for a moment.

Lexie walked through the familiar streets of the small town, careful to keep her pace casual, her demeanor relaxed. She told herself it was innocent, mundane. But the thrill in her chest contradicted that notion with every step. Her phone buzzed—a message from Evan, short and loaded with implication: See you soon?

Lexie’s stomach fluttered. She typed back a vague confirmation, feeling the heat rise in her body, the anticipatory pulse of something she could neither name nor resist.

At a small café, Evan was already there, leaning against the counter as he surveyed the room. When he saw her enter, his smile widened, mischievous and hungry all at once.

“Lexie,” he said, low, teasing, as she approached. “You didn’t tell me you were early.”

“I didn’t,” she replied, letting her voice carry a softness that belied the storm of nerves inside her. “I just… wanted to see you.”

Their eyes locked, and the heat between them ignited almost instantly. Evan’s hand brushed against hers as he handed over her coffee, lingering a fraction longer than it should. Lexie’s pulse spiked. She swallowed, trying to contain a tremor in her fingers.

“Careful,” Evan murmured. “We’re walking a dangerous line here.”

Lexie smiled, biting her lower lip. “I like dangerous.”

Brandon, back at home, tried to work, tried to focus on the laptop, but he couldn’t. Something gnawed at him, a persistent unease. Without thinking, he grabbed his keys and drove to the downtown area, pretending a sudden need for supplies.

He parked discreetly, scanning the streets, and froze when he saw them. Lexie and Evan, walking side by side, laughing softly, hands brushing, bodies leaning slightly toward each other. Brandon’s chest tightened painfully. He could feel a mix of fury, helplessness, and a sickening surge of arousal he hated to admit.

They didn’t notice him, and yet, the sight felt like a knife twisting in him. Evan leaned close, whispering something into Lexie’s ear, and she laughed, her head tilting just enough to let him see the curve of her neck. Brandon’s stomach knotted, the urge to intervene clashing with the dark pull of watching, wanting, needing.

Lexie felt the tension too. The brief glance she caught from across the street, a shadow near the curb, sent her pulse racing. She knew Brandon was close—maybe even watching—but the thrill of that knowledge only fueled the fire between her and Evan. She pressed a hand lightly against his arm as they paused at a crosswalk, letting her fingers linger just enough to ignite sparks, a quiet invitation.

Evan’s eyes darkened with understanding. “I like knowing you’re daring me,” he murmured. “Makes it… more fun.”

Lexie swallowed hard. Her heartbeat echoed in her ears. Every fiber of her body screamed for him, for this moment, but she couldn’t risk it—not fully—not yet.

Brandon’s chest tightened further. He didn’t move, didn’t call out. But the sight of them, so close, so intimate in public, left him breathless, trembling. Desire mixed with jealousy, confusion mixed with rage, and he felt completely, utterly undone.

Lexie noticed his gaze—fleeting, distant, unmistakable—and her stomach sank. She wanted to run, to retreat, to melt into her normal life. And yet, a dark, electric thrill surged through her veins. The danger, the exposure, the risk—it all made her ache in ways that nothing else could.

Evan leaned just a fraction closer, whispering something only for her ears. Lexie’s knees nearly buckled. The street, the sun, the casual pedestrians—they all faded as she teetered on the edge between desire and fear.

And then Brandon took a step forward, heart hammering, voice caught in his throat. He didn’t call her name. He didn’t move to intervene. He just stood there, caught between wanting to confront, wanting to flee, wanting to collapse in agony.

Lexie looked at him, panic and exhilaration warring in her eyes. She pressed a hand to her chest, stifling a gasp, knowing she had to escape before the moment unraveled completely. With a quick, deliberate excuse, she pulled away from Evan and strode toward the coffee shop’s exit, Evan following a careful step behind.

Brandon remained on the sidewalk, frozen, watching, chest tight, mind spinning. The air felt thick, suffocating. He hadn’t touched her, hadn’t spoken, hadn’t intervened—but he had seen enough. And the mix of emotions—jealousy, lust, fear—left him raw, shattered, desperate, more obsessed than he would ever admit.

Lexie had narrowly escaped being fully exposed, Evan had fueled the temptation, and Brandon’s emotional turmoil had reached a fever pitch. The lines between desire, danger, and betrayal blurred, setting up for confrontation, temptation, and escalating intensity.


Chapter Seventeen


Brandon waited in the quiet of their apartment, the hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of the floorboards the only sounds. He hadn’t spoken to Lexie since the morning, and the weight of that silence pressed down on him. His chest felt like it was wrapped in lead, every beat a reminder of what he’d seen—her laughing with Evan, the subtle brush of hands, the closeness he could not unsee.

When Lexie finally walked through the door, her expression was careful, composed, but Brandon could read the tension in her shoulders, the slight tremor in her fingers.

“We need to talk,” he said, voice low, deliberate. He didn’t move, didn’t gesture. Just waited.

Lexie paused, setting her keys on the counter. “I… okay,” she said, wary but resigned.

Brandon ran a hand through his hair. “This morning… at the café. I saw you. Both of you. I can’t stop thinking about it.” His eyes met hers, intense, raw. “I don’t know what to feel anymore, Lexie. I want to be angry, I want to yell, but there’s something else. Something that makes me… feel things I hate, but can’t fight.”

Lexie swallowed, the words caught in her throat. “Brandon… I didn’t mean for you to see anything. I wasn’t thinking… I⁠—”

“You weren’t thinking?” he interrupted, voice rising slightly. “Lexie, I saw you laughing, touching him… enjoying it. And part of me, a part I hate, wanted to watch. I can’t stop feeling it. I don’t know if I should hate you or thank you or…” He trailed off, breath catching.

Lexie moved closer, hesitantly, as if measuring the distance between them both physically and emotionally. “I don’t want to hurt you,” she said softly. “I just… I can’t help how I feel. Being with Evan, it’s not about replacing you. It’s… something else. Something I can’t explain. I just know it makes me feel alive, and I…” She paused, voice trembling, “…and I don’t want to lose you.”

Brandon’s jaw tightened. The mix of desire, jealousy, and confusion inside him twisted into something he couldn’t name. His hands itched to reach for her, to pull her close, even as his mind screamed that this could destroy everything.

“You don’t want to lose me?” he asked, voice barely above a whisper, the intensity making her flinch. “Lexie… this is tearing me apart. I watch you, I… I feel something dark and desperate inside me. I don’t know if I can handle it. But I can’t stop.”

Lexie reached out, her fingers brushing his hand lightly. “Then don’t stop. Not yet. I can’t promise it won’t hurt, but I can promise…” She hesitated, searching his eyes. “…that I’m still yours. Always.”

The room grew heavy with unspoken tension. Brandon wanted to speak, to ask questions, to demand explanations, but every word seemed too weak. Instead, he leaned toward her, the pull between them undeniable, the storm of emotions too strong to resist.

Lexie’s lips met his, tentative at first, testing the waters of his willingness, his consent, his desire. Brandon’s hands found her waist, pulling her closer, needing the closeness even as fear churned in his stomach. The kiss deepened, urgent, desperate, full of longing, frustration, and the complex mix of love and lust that had come to define their relationship.

They broke apart for air, foreheads resting together. Neither spoke, but the silence was loaded, each breath heavy, charged with emotion. Brandon felt the ache of jealousy, the sting of desire, and the overwhelming pull of love all at once.

Lexie whispered against his lips, “We can’t stop… not yet. We have to understand this… together.”

Brandon nodded, a shiver running down his spine. “Together,” he echoed, though the word carried a tension that neither of them could fully reconcile.

As they clung to each other, the emotional and sexual charge between them crackled like static, unspoken questions hanging in the air. Outside, the city carried on, unaware of the storm within their apartment—a storm of desire, fear, and the fragile, dangerous bond that held them both together.

This was only the beginning. They had touched the edge of something neither fully understood, and the next steps, the next temptations, would push them further, testing their limits, their trust, and their hearts.


Chapter Eighteen


Brandon sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the city lights outside their apartment window. The glow should have been comforting, but instead it felt like a spotlight, exposing every crack in his chest. Lexie was in the bathroom, the sound of running water masking the shallow rhythm of his own breathing. Every second stretched, heavy with anticipation, dread, and the kind of desire he could neither name nor control.

When Lexie emerged, dressed in a loose silk robe, her hair damp and clinging to her shoulders, Brandon felt that familiar, vicious pull in his chest. She smiled softly, almost apologetically, but it only intensified the ache inside him.

“I thought maybe we should talk again,” she said, stepping closer. “I can’t keep lying… to you, or to myself.”

Brandon’s hands tightened on his knees. “Talk? Lexie, I don’t know if I can talk without losing myself. Every time I see you, I feel… I feel everything. Pain, jealousy, arousal—God, it’s so confusing. I hate that I want it, and I hate that I can’t look away.”

Her fingers brushed against his hand, tentative. “Then don’t look away,” she whispered. “Let yourself feel it. I want you to feel it… all of it. That’s why I’m telling you. That’s why I’m here, with you. I need you to know where I am, what I’m feeling.”

Brandon’s throat tightened. “And if I can’t handle it? What if I break?”

“You won’t,” she said softly. “Not completely. I won’t let you.”

The tension between them was unbearable. Brandon wanted to grab her, hold her, consume her in a mixture of longing and desperation. Instead, he watched as Lexie stepped closer, the silk robe shifting with every movement, revealing the curve of her hip, the line of her neck, the warmth he could almost feel through the air.

“I need to be honest, Brandon,” she said, voice trembling. “There’s someone I saw last night. Just… once. It wasn’t supposed to happen, and it shouldn’t have, but it did. And I can’t lie to you anymore.”

Brandon’s stomach lurched. His pulse spiked, a mix of rage and something darker—excitement he refused to name. “Who?” His voice was tight, brittle.

“Jason,” Lexie admitted, her eyes searching his face for a reaction. “I met him at the gallery. It was… brief, but intense. I couldn’t resist. And I can’t pretend I didn’t enjoy it.”

Brandon’s hands clenched into fists at his sides. His mind screamed, yet a strange heat surged through him. He wanted to curse, to yell, to throw something, but he couldn’t look away. He wanted to see, to understand, to be part of it even if it broke him.

Lexie took a cautious step forward, closing the space between them. “I don’t want to hide it from you. I want you to watch, if that’s… if that’s what we need. Or not watch. I just…” Her voice faltered. “…I just want you to know.”

Brandon swallowed hard, his breath hitching. “Do you want me to watch?” His voice was barely audible.

Lexie’s lips parted slightly. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Part of me wants to, part of me fears what it would do to you. To us.”

The apartment felt smaller suddenly, the air charged with electricity. Brandon’s chest heaved as he rose to his feet. He stepped closer, close enough to feel her warmth, the faint scent of her skin. “Lexie… if I watch, it might destroy me. But if I don’t…” His voice broke. “…I’ll be haunted.”

Her hand reached up to rest on his chest. “Then don’t hold back. Don’t stop yourself. We’re in this now. All of it. Together.”

Brandon’s mind teetered on the edge of reason. The idea of seeing her with someone else made him ache in ways he could neither articulate nor resist. And yet, part of him wanted nothing more than to fold her into his arms, to claim her even as she gave herself to another.

Lexie’s robe slipped slightly as she leaned into him, a teasing brush of skin against skin that made him shiver. “Do you trust me?” she whispered.

Brandon closed his eyes, swallowing the lump in his throat. “I don’t know if I can. But I do. I trust you. Even if it kills me a little.”

The silence that followed was electric, filled with unspoken promises, fear, and anticipation. They both knew that nothing would ever be the same. The next choice Lexie made, the next man, the next moment of temptation—everything would push them further, deeper into a world where desire and pain coexisted, where love and obsession collided.

And neither of them could turn back.


Chapter Nineteen


Brandon sat on the worn leather couch, the city lights spilling through the blinds, slicing the room into sharp, uneven stripes. His hands rested on his knees, stiff and trembling, and he could feel the dry tightness in his throat. Lexie was in the bedroom, moving about quietly, her robe brushing the floor as she adjusted the lighting and arranged the space. The hum of the air conditioner filled the silence, a low, constant reminder that tonight, everything would change.

He couldn’t look away. Couldn’t stop thinking about what he had agreed to, about the image of her with another man—the way she had described it, how she had sounded when she admitted it. The mixture of fear, lust, and disbelief twisted inside him, turning his stomach and tightening his chest. He felt like a man standing on the edge of a cliff, staring into a chasm of desire he was too terrified to jump into, but unable to step back from.

Lexie emerged from the bedroom, the silk robe barely holding the shape of her body, her hair damp and slightly messy from the shower. She smiled softly at him, a mixture of apology and encouragement, and it was enough to make his knees weak.

“Are you ready?” she asked. Her voice was gentle, but it carried an undercurrent of excitement that made his heart race.

Brandon nodded, swallowing hard. “I… I think so,” he said, though the words felt shaky even to him. He rose from the couch, pacing the small living room like a caged animal, trying to shake off the dizzying combination of fear and anticipation.

The doorbell rang, sharp and insistent, cutting through the charged silence. Brandon’s stomach clenched. This was it. Lexie’s choice, his nightmare and fantasy, standing outside the door.

She opened it, and Jason stepped in—tall, confident, and casual in a way that made Brandon’s chest tighten. Lexie’s hand slid into Jason’s arm, brushing against him lightly. The sight of her with someone else, the way she leaned into him just slightly, almost unconsciously, made Brandon’s breath hitch.

“Hey,” Jason said, smiling at Brandon. “Hope I’m not intruding.”

Brandon’s jaw tightened. “No… come in,” he said, his voice low. He watched as Lexie guided Jason toward the living room, her hand slipping from his arm to rest lightly on his shoulder. The brush of her skin against Jason’s arm sent a shiver through him that was equal parts jealousy and… something else, something darker that made his stomach clench.

Lexie turned to him, her eyes soft but direct. “You can watch,” she said, and her voice was steady, calm, but there was a flicker of challenge in it, as if daring him to look away. Brandon’s pulse spiked. He nodded, unable to speak.

They moved closer together, the space between Lexie and Jason charged with a tension that made Brandon’s teeth clench. Lexie’s robe fell open slightly as she leaned into Jason, the scent of her skin drifting toward Brandon in the air. He could feel it, could imagine the warmth, the movement, the sound of her breath mingling with Jason’s.

Jason’s hand brushed against her back, slow and deliberate. Lexie leaned in, pressing against him, her lips hovering just above his. Brandon’s hands tightened on his knees, his body betraying him, aching with a mixture of frustration and hunger.

And then, without breaking eye contact with Brandon, Lexie kissed Jason. Just a brush at first, teasing, exploratory, and then deeper, more insistent. Brandon felt a raw, aching heat surge through him, and he had to remind himself to breathe.

“I… I didn’t think I could handle this,” he whispered to himself, though Lexie heard, tilting her head to glance at him with a soft, knowing smile. “But I need this,” he added, almost as if confessing aloud to the room.

Jason’s hands moved with increasing confidence, sliding along her sides, cupping her hips. Lexie moaned softly, the sound cutting straight through Brandon, twisting him tighter and tighter until it was almost unbearable. He felt like he was both dying and alive in the same moment, the intensity of the scene overwhelming every sense.

Lexie pulled back just slightly, looking at Brandon, her eyes glinting. “You see why I needed to tell you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “You’re part of this. You’re here with me.”

Brandon’s lips parted, his voice caught somewhere between a gasp and a whisper. “I… I know,” he said. “I… I can’t stop watching.”

The room was thick with tension, their breaths mingling, the faint rustle of clothing, the soft moans and gasps echoing in Brandon’s ears. Every movement, every touch, every glance between Lexie and Jason was amplified, magnified, into a sensation that cut straight through him. The scene before him was overwhelming, visceral, and utterly consuming.

And in that moment, Brandon realized he had crossed a line from which there was no turning back. He wanted to stop, to push back, to claim her entirely—but he couldn’t. He was trapped between desire, pain, and the raw, intoxicating pleasure of watching Lexie give herself to another man in front of him.

The night stretched ahead, long and unrelenting. Brandon’s pulse thrummed, his body tense, his mind spinning. He knew this was just the beginning, and yet, he couldn’t imagine ever wanting it any other way.


Chapter Twenty


Brandon sat at the edge of the couch, fingers gripping the cushions so tightly his knuckles were white. The apartment was dim, bathed only in the amber glow of the city lights spilling through the blinds, but tonight, it felt alive, buzzing with anticipation and a heat he couldn’t quite place. Lexie stood in the bedroom doorway, robe undone, skin flushed and glowing, a teasing smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. She looked at him as if she could see everything he was feeling—and she did.

“Tonight,” she said softly, “we don’t hold back.” Her voice was low, sultry, the words sliding over him like warm liquid. Brandon felt a shiver run down his spine. He nodded, unable to speak, feeling simultaneously terrified and desperate.

Jason stepped in behind her, casual but deliberate, the air around him thick with confidence and desire. Brandon’s chest tightened. The image of Lexie pressed against Jason, their hands moving in synchronized familiarity, sent a jolt of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Every sense was alive, every nerve ending on fire.

Lexie turned, brushing her fingers lightly over Brandon’s arm. “Watch,” she whispered, and the word alone made his stomach knot and his heart pound.

They moved together, slowly at first, Lexie guiding Jason into the rhythm of her body, brushing against him, teasing, letting him explore. Brandon watched, helpless, craving, drowning in the sensation of being both spectator and participant in a scene that was meant to break him.

“Do you like this?” Lexie asked, glancing back at him, her lips curved in a mischievous smile. Her eyes held both challenge and invitation. Brandon nodded, though his voice failed him. He couldn’t tear his eyes away, couldn’t stop the flush creeping over his chest, the tightness in his groin that betrayed him completely.

Jason’s hands roamed with increasing confidence, pressing into her, tracing every curve, every inch of exposed skin. Lexie moaned softly, leaning into him, and Brandon felt a heat inside him that was all-consuming. The sight of her surrendering, giving herself to another man so openly, made something inside him crack, bend, stretch—and ache with need.

She leaned back into Jason, pressing her lips to his neck, biting lightly, and Brandon’s breath caught. His body was reacting on its own, aching to reach, to touch, to claim, but he remained rooted, tied to the couch by desire and a sense of helplessness he’d never known before.

“You want this,” Lexie said, almost as if reading his mind. “You want to see me like this.” The smirk returned to her lips, and the way she said it—soft, teasing, full of promise—made his pulse spike.

Brandon felt his hands tighten, the tension building, the room shrinking around him. Every movement, every brush of skin, every whisper of breath between Lexie and Jason was magnified in his mind, impossible to ignore. He felt like he was both breaking and expanding at once, every nerve raw, every sense acute.

Jason bent her back slightly, Lexie gasping, and the sound echoed through the room, cutting straight to Brandon’s core. He felt his body respond violently, achingly, every cell screaming, every muscle tight with desire he could not release. Lexie’s eyes flicked to him again, holding his gaze, daring him, teasing him, and Brandon’s breath hitched in response.

Time blurred. Every second stretched, every motion charged with intensity. Brandon’s mind spun as he watched her, the scene unfolding before him like a fevered dream he couldn’t escape. He could feel the weight of every touch, every gasp, every whispered word.

Lexie leaned back, arching slightly, pressing into Jason as he moved with deliberate, confident strokes. Brandon’s chest tightened, his body on fire with a mixture of jealousy, awe, and unrelenting desire. He couldn’t stop watching. Couldn’t stop feeling the ache deep inside, the raw, consuming hunger that had been building for weeks, now reaching a fever pitch.

She reached down, brushing her hand against Brandon’s knee, a fleeting connection that sent shockwaves through him. The juxtaposition of intimacy and denial tore at him, every nerve screaming, every pulse a reminder of the boundary he had crossed and willingly remained behind.

Lexie’s voice rose, low and breathless. “Brandon…” she moaned, and even though her lips were pressed to Jason, the sound was for him, a tether pulling him deeper into the storm of lust and emotion. Brandon felt a shudder course through him, body reacting uncontrollably, mind unraveling in the heat of her presence with another man.

Hours—or maybe minutes—passed in a blur of motion and sensation. Brandon remained there, utterly consumed, until the room grew still, the air thick with sweat and scent, and Lexie finally sank back, exhausted and glowing, Jason beside her, his hand resting lightly on her hip.

Brandon’s body ached, raw with need, but there was also a strange clarity in the aftermath. He realized that nothing would ever feel the same again—not the quiet evenings, not the mundane moments, not the slow, steady rhythm of life before this night. He had glimpsed the edge of desire, the boundary between pain and pleasure, humiliation and exhilaration, and he could never go back.

Lexie leaned toward him, her fingers brushing his jaw. “You survived,” she whispered, almost tenderly. Brandon nodded, voice caught in his throat.

“I… I don’t know if I’ll ever be the same,” he admitted. And for the first time, he didn’t fight the confession. The intensity, the pain, the desire—it had changed him, irreversibly.

Lexie smiled softly, pressing her forehead to his. “Good,” she said. “I need you like this.”

And in that quiet, intimate moment, the three of them sat in the charged aftermath, the city lights painting shadows across their bodies, and Brandon understood something he hadn’t before: that some desires couldn’t be unlearned, some nights couldn’t be forgotten, and some love—and lust—was far more complicated than he had ever imagined.


Epilogue


The apartment was quiet now, the kind of quiet that only comes after a storm. Brandon sat in his favorite chair, legs drawn up, arms resting on his knees, staring at the faint glow of the city through the blinds. He could still feel it—the heat, the ache, the pulse of that night coursing under his skin like electricity that refused to fade.

Lexie moved around the kitchen, humming softly, making herself a cup of tea. The robe she wore brushed against her thighs as she shifted, and even now, her presence made his heart skip. She caught his gaze and smiled, small, private, full of something he couldn’t name but recognized instantly. Desire. Power. Trust. And maybe, in a way, love.

“Still thinking about last night?” she asked, her voice light, teasing, but not without warmth. Brandon swallowed, feeling that knot of longing and vulnerability tighten again.

“I… can’t stop,” he admitted. “It’s everywhere, all the time.”

Lexie leaned against the counter, sipping her tea, eyes locked on his. “Good,” she said softly, “because I can’t stop either.” Her fingers brushed her lips absentmindedly, a subtle, intimate gesture that made Brandon’s pulse spike.

He realized he wasn’t angry. Not really. Not at her. Not at Jason. Not at himself. He had survived, yes—but more than that, he had seen a side of her, and of himself, that was raw, honest, unfiltered. And he had discovered that desire and love didn’t always follow rules. Sometimes, they thrived in chaos. Sometimes, they burned brighter for being dangerous.

Brandon rose and moved closer, drawn by the magnetic pull of her energy. He didn’t touch her yet—not exactly—but he let himself linger in her space, feeling the warmth, the scent, the lingering heat between them. Lexie tilted her head, inviting, patient, knowing that this moment, too, was theirs to savor.

“I think…” he started, voice low, almost a whisper, “I think I understand now. Not just you, but me. Us. How we work. Even when it hurts, even when it burns.”

Lexie’s eyes softened, and she stepped closer, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her body. “It always hurts a little,” she said, “and it always burns. That’s the point. But it’s worth it. Every single time.”

They stood there, the city humming below, the quiet settling around them, and Brandon felt a strange peace, one he hadn’t thought possible. The ache was still there, the rawness of his desire intact—but it was tempered now by understanding, by acceptance, by a knowledge that what they shared was bigger than fear, bigger than shame, bigger than anything ordinary life could contain.

He reached out, finally, letting his hand brush hers. The touch was electric, a gentle spark that carried everything: memory, anticipation, love, and lust. Lexie leaned into it, pressing lightly against his palm, and for a moment, everything else—the city, the world outside, the consequences—fell away.

“After the fire,” she murmured, “we’re still here.”

Brandon nodded, lips quirking into a faint, tired, satisfied smile. “Yeah,” he said. “Still here. And I think… I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

And in that soft, quiet moment, after the storm, after the heat, after everything that had burned them both and remade them in the process, they simply existed together. No rules, no shame, no hesitation—just the two of them, bound by fire, desire, and an understanding that some connections were unbreakable, even when they hurt.

The city lights flickered, the night deepened, and Brandon realized, with a strange, thrilling certainty, that this was only the beginning of a new kind of life. One that would burn as bright, as messy, and as intense as they dared to make it.

And for the first time, he didn’t want to look away.


His Place Is the Floor


To the ones who ache,

who kneel,

who surrender not with shame, but with open eyes.

To those who know the sting of watching,

the thrill of denial,

and the peace that comes only after obedience.

This story is for you.

Every frame. Every breath. Every broken piece made beautiful.

You are not alone.

You belong.


Chapter One


James sat at the kitchen table staring at his half-empty beer. The television in the living room was still glowing from the game he hadn’t really watched, the sound low, forgotten. Kierra leaned against the counter in her silk robe, hair pulled up in a loose bun, bare legs catching his attention the way they always did. He felt the same old ache in his chest—desire for her mixed with the frustration of knowing their nights together had grown quiet, almost mechanical.

She broke the silence. “We need to talk.” Her tone was steady, not angry, not soft. It made him straighten in his chair like a boy caught in trouble.

“About what?” he asked, trying to sound casual, though his stomach already tightened.

Kierra crossed the kitchen, the robe parting just enough to tease him with a glimpse of skin. She sat across from him, eyes locked on his. “Our sex life. It’s dead, James. You know it, I know it.”

His face flushed. He hated hearing her say it out loud. “We’ve both been busy—work’s been⁠—”

She cut him off with a shake of her head. “Stop pretending. It’s not just work. It’s us. I don’t get wet for you anymore, and when you’re inside me, I don’t cum.”

The words hit like a fist. James swallowed hard, throat dry. “So what do you want me to do?”

Kierra leaned forward, her robe slipping to reveal the curve of her cleavage. “I’ve been thinking about it. And I know what I need.” Her lips curled into a small, dangerous smile. “I need to be fucked properly. By someone else.”

James blinked, stunned, a hundred thoughts colliding. Shock, anger, a flicker of arousal he hated himself for. “You can’t be serious,” he whispered.

“I’m dead serious.” She said it without hesitation. “If you want this marriage to last, you’re going to let me. No tantrums, no begging me not to. You’ll sit back and accept it.”

James’s cock stirred against his will, shame and arousal burning through him. He shifted in his seat, trying to hide it, but Kierra’s eyes dropped and caught the bulge. She smirked.

“You like the thought,” she said softly, almost teasing.

“I don’t,” he lied, voice cracking.

“Then why are you hard?” She stood, walked around the table, and tugged the front of his sweatpants, making the outline of his erection obvious. Her voice dropped to a whisper near his ear. “You want to watch me cum on another man’s cock, don’t you?”

His breath came shaky, the words caught in his throat. He couldn’t answer.

Kierra let go and stepped back, satisfied. “Good. Then you understand the first rule—this isn’t about you. It’s about me.”

James lay in bed staring at the ceiling fan, its blades circling endlessly, the low hum matching the rhythm of his restless thoughts. The sheets smelled faintly of Kierra’s perfume, that soft vanilla musk she always wore to bed. Normally it comforted him. Tonight it was unbearable, because every breath carried her words back into his head.

I need to be fucked properly. By someone else.

His chest felt hollow. He tried to remind himself she was bluffing, maybe trying to jolt him into paying more attention. But the look in her eyes, the calm certainty, told him she wasn’t bluffing at all. His cock twitched under the covers, shameful proof of what he feared most—that some dark part of him wanted to see it.

Beside him, Kierra shifted, the sheets sliding off her bare legs. She didn’t wear pajamas, just the robe she’d slipped out of before climbing in. He caught a glimpse of the smooth curve of her thigh in the glow of the bedside lamp, and his mouth went dry. He wanted to reach for her, to pull her against him, but the weight of her words pinned him to the mattress.

“You’re quiet,” Kierra said softly, eyes closed but voice sharp. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”

James hesitated. “I can’t stop,” he admitted, his voice low.

Her lips curved in the faintest smile. She opened her eyes, turning her head on the pillow to watch him. “Good. That’s what I wanted.”

He clenched his jaw, torn between anger and need. She’s my wife. How can she talk about letting another man inside her like it’s nothing? Yet the image seared itself into his mind: Kierra’s back arched, her moans filling the room while he stood powerless, watching.

Kierra studied him, her gaze heavy. Inside, she felt a twinge of guilt—but it was drowned out by the rush of control. For years she had begged him to touch her longer, harder, to listen when she told him what she liked. He never did. Now, watching him squirm, she felt powerful in a way she hadn’t in years.

“You’re hard again,” she murmured, noticing the rise of the sheets. Her voice carried both amusement and command. “Don’t touch it.”

James groaned softly, caught. “Kierra…”

“No.” She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand, letting the sheet fall from her chest. Her nipples hardened in the cool air, and she made no effort to cover herself. “Only he gets to make me cum. You’ll understand soon enough.”

His heart hammered. The words stabbed deep, but at the same time his cock throbbed painfully. He bit his lip, torn between begging her not to do this and begging her to show him more.

Kierra smirked at his silence, then turned off the lamp. “Goodnight, James.”

Darkness swallowed the room, but James’s eyes stayed open long after. Every creak of the fan sounded like the echo of another man’s thrust.

James stared blankly at his monitor, the spreadsheet in front of him nothing but a blur of numbers. The buzz of the office surrounded him—phones ringing, keyboards clacking, someone laughing too loudly at the other end of the cubicles—but none of it landed. All he could hear was her voice.

I need to be fucked properly. By someone else.

He rubbed his temples, trying to shake it. He imagined Kierra’s face when she said it: calm, certain, a glint of challenge in her eyes. He hated how it replayed in his head like a song he couldn’t get rid of. Hated even more how his cock had swelled under the desk twice already that morning.

Every time a coworker passed behind him, James hunched closer to the desk, terrified they’d see the bulge in his slacks. He scrolled aimlessly, typing nonsense into cells, mind racing with images of Kierra bent over the counter, another man gripping her hips, her head thrown back in a way she never did with him. He clenched his fists, ashamed, but his body refused to let the thought go.

By five o’clock, he was exhausted—not from work, but from the war inside his own head. He drove home in silence, grip tight on the wheel, every red light another chance for his mind to torture him with the same images.

When he walked through the door, Kierra was on the couch, legs curled under her, scrolling her phone. She looked up casually. “Rough day?”

James dropped his bag, loosening his tie. “Couldn’t concentrate.”

“Because of me?” Her tone was neutral, but the lift of her eyebrow dared him to lie.

He hesitated. “…Yes.”

She set her phone aside, straightening her posture. “Good. Then we should talk more about this.”

James swallowed, throat dry. “Kierra, this isn’t normal. Couples don’t just… do this.”

Her eyes locked on his. “Maybe not couples who settle. But I’m not settling anymore. I told you what I need. If you want to stay married, you won’t stand in my way.”

The bluntness made his stomach twist. He paced toward the kitchen, then back, unable to stand still. “And what am I supposed to do while you’re—while you’re with him?”

“You’ll be there,” she said firmly. “You’ll film it. You’ll keep the camera steady. You won’t flinch, and you won’t cry. You’ll capture every thrust, every creampie. That’s your job.”

James felt heat crawl up his neck, shame and arousal tangled into one unbearable knot. “You want me to—just stand there?”

“Not stand. Kneel.” Her lips curved, sharp and certain. “And don’t think for a second you’re allowed to enjoy yourself while I’m being fucked. You don’t touch your cock. You don’t beg me to help you. The only pleasure you get is watching me get what I deserve.”

His knees weakened, though he forced himself upright. His cock pressed hard against his slacks, throbbing. He tried to cover it with his hand, but she noticed.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice low, dangerous.

His face burned. “…Yes.”

“From imagining me with another man. Not even touching you, and you’re aching.” She stood and walked close enough that her robe brushed his arm. She looked down at the bulge in his pants, then back up at his eyes. “Admit it. Say it.”

James’s lips trembled. “I’m hard because I’m imagining you with him.”

Kierra smiled, satisfied. She tapped her finger lightly against his zipper, then pulled her hand away. “Good. Now go to bed like that. You don’t get to cum tonight.”

His breath caught, his body screaming for relief. But he obeyed, shame burning through him as he walked toward the bedroom, painfully hard and denied. Behind him, Kierra picked up her phone again, her smirk hidden in the glow of the screen.

James had just reached the bedroom door when her voice stopped him cold. “By the way,” Kierra called casually, like she was mentioning groceries, “I’ve already been talking to someone.”

He froze, pulse pounding in his ears. Slowly, he turned. She was still on the couch, legs crossed, her eyes locked on his with sharp certainty. “His name’s Eric. He’s coming soon.”

James’s stomach lurched. “Kierra…” His voice cracked, too small, too pleading.

She tilted her head, a smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “You’ll like him. He’s everything you’re not.”

Heat surged through James’s body, anger and panic and a sick, throbbing arousal all tangled together. His cock pressed painfully against his pants, begging for relief. His hand drifted toward it, desperate.

Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t.”

His fingers froze just above the zipper. He clenched his fist, trembling. Every nerve screamed for release, but the warning in her tone pinned him in place.

“Good boy,” she murmured, turning back to her phone. “Save it for when you’re kneeling with the camera.”

James staggered back into the bedroom, cock hard, heart racing, humiliated and helpless. In the living room, Kierra’s thumbs danced across her screen, her lips curling as she typed Eric a simple message: He’s ready.

He desperately wanted to jack off, relieve the straining pressure against his pants but he knew better. He knew by her tone that if he tried, he’d be in trouble. She’d humiliate him even more.

James pulled back the covers, cock stiff, mind racing, and his chest tight. What is she doing to me?


Chapter Two


The doorbell rang just past nine. James’s stomach dropped like a stone, his palms instantly damp. He glanced toward the hallway where Kierra had disappeared fifteen minutes earlier. She’d told him to “get the camera ready,” her voice casual, almost bored, as if this were any other night.

Now she reappeared. His breath caught.

She wore black lace lingerie, delicate straps hugging her shoulders, the cups sheer enough to reveal the darker circles of her nipples beneath. The garter belt clung to her hips, stockings running sleek down her thighs. She’d never worn anything like this for him—not once in five years of marriage.

“Answer the door,” she said, adjusting the strap of her bra with calm confidence.

James’s legs felt wooden as he walked to the door. He opened it to find Eric standing there: tall, broad-shouldered, skin the shade of polished mahogany, a gym bag slung casually over one shoulder. He didn’t need to speak to command presence. His eyes flicked over James, unimpressed, then slid past him toward Kierra.

“Come in,” Kierra purred, her smile blooming.

Eric stepped inside, the air shifting with his confidence. James shut the door, suddenly hyperaware of his own slouched posture, his soft belly pressing against his shirt, his clammy hands clutching the camera.

“Go on,” Kierra said, motioning him toward the corner of the living room. “Kneel. Get the lens steady.”

James’s throat tightened. “Kierra…”

She turned her head sharply, eyes flashing. “Now.”

His knees hit the carpet with a dull thud, the camera trembling in his hands. He adjusted the focus, swallowing hard.

Kierra crossed the room toward Eric, hips swaying with exaggerated grace. She ran her fingers down his chest as she whispered something James couldn’t hear. Eric smirked, setting his bag aside, pulling off his shirt with casual ease. Muscles rippled beneath his skin, every movement purposeful, confident.

James tried to steady the camera, but his hands shook. He hated how his cock stirred, pressing against his zipper. The sight of his wife—his Kierra—standing nearly naked before another man made his chest ache and his groin throb all at once.

Kierra glanced over her shoulder at him, eyes sharp. “Keep the camera on us, James. Don’t miss a thing.”

James nodded stiffly, swallowing the lump in his throat, the lens fixed as Eric’s hands closed around Kierra’s waist.

Eric’s hands slid lower on Kierra’s waist, gripping her hips like he’d owned them for years. She leaned into him, her breasts pressing against his bare chest, her head tilting back in a soft laugh James had never coaxed from her.

James’s knees burned against the carpet, but he didn’t dare shift. The camera felt heavy in his hands, the strap digging into his neck. He focused the lens as Eric bent down, lips brushing Kierra’s collarbone, trailing slow kisses along her skin.

Kierra moaned—louder than she ever did for James. Her fingers curled into Eric’s hair, holding him close, her body arching like she couldn’t get enough. She turned her head, locking eyes with James through the camera. The look was deliberate, smug. “Zoom in,” she said breathlessly.

James obeyed, the camera motor whining softly as the frame tightened around Eric’s mouth against her breast. Eric hooked a finger under the strap of her bra, tugging it down to free one aching nipple. He sucked it between his lips, tongue circling, while Kierra gasped and writhed.

“God,” she moaned, nails raking lightly down his back. “I needed this.”

James’s cock throbbed painfully, trapped in his slacks. He bit the inside of his cheek, forcing himself to breathe steady. His hands trembled on the camera, not from the weight, but from the way his body begged for touch.

Eric pulled back, smirking as Kierra’s bra slipped lower. With a casual flick, he unclasped it. The lace fell away, and her breasts spilled free. James’s heart clenched—he’d seen them a thousand times, but never like this, never presented to another man while he knelt helpless, recording every second.

“Beautiful,” Eric muttered, his deep voice vibrating in the quiet room.

Kierra arched her back, letting him admire her, then slid her hands down his chest, unbuckling his jeans with practiced ease. The sound of the zipper cut through the air, sharp and final.

James swallowed hard, his mouth dry. His cock ached for freedom, pressing against the fabric, but he knew—one slip, one touch, and Kierra would catch him. He imagined her voice, stern and cruel: Don’t. The thought alone made his balls tighten.

Eric shoved his jeans down, stepping out of them, his boxers stretched tight around the bulge beneath. Kierra bit her lip, eyes hungry, then glanced back at James. “Are you getting this?”

James nodded quickly, voice caught in his throat. “Yes.”

“Good.” She hooked her thumbs into her lace panties, sliding them slow down her thighs, bending just enough to flash her ass toward the camera. The black fabric pooled at her feet. She stepped out of them, standing naked and unashamed.

James’s chest heaved, his cock straining against the confines of his pants. He couldn’t tear his eyes from the screen.

Kierra reached for Eric’s waistband, tugging his boxers down, freeing him. James’s breath hitched when Eric’s cock sprang out—thick, heavy, pulsing with life. Kierra moaned softly at the sight, fingers wrapping around it as if it belonged to her already.

She looked straight into the lens, straight at James. “This is what a real man looks like.”

James’s grip on the camera tightened until his knuckles whitened. His face burned with shame, but his cock throbbed harder. He couldn’t deny the truth: he was hard because of her words, her body, her hunger for another man.

Eric chuckled, tilting Kierra’s chin up before kissing her deep, tongues clashing. James swallowed, humiliated and aroused as he filmed the way she melted into Eric’s arms.

And still—no thrusts yet. Just teasing. Just torment.

Eric pushed Kierra gently onto the couch, her back against the cushions, her legs falling open in a slow invitation. James swallowed hard, zooming in as Eric dropped to his knees between her thighs.

The sight of his wife—spread, dripping, eager—hit James like a punch. He’d seen her open for him, but never like this. Her body was alive, trembling with anticipation, nipples stiff, lips parted in hungry gasps.

Eric slid his hands under her thighs, spreading her wider. He lowered his mouth to her cunt and licked slow, deliberate, his tongue tracing every fold. Kierra cried out, a sharp moan that filled the room. It was raw, loud, unrestrained—nothing like the muffled sounds she gave James in their bed.

James’s heart hammered. His hands shook on the camera, the lens wobbling as he tried to hold steady. God, she’s moaning louder than she ever has for me. His chest ached with jealousy, with humiliation, but his cock strained against his pants so hard it hurt.

“Fuck, Eric,” Kierra gasped, gripping the back of his head, grinding herself against his face. “Yes… oh my God, yes.”

The sounds slithered into James’s ears, every wet lick and sucking gasp amplified by the silence of the room. He hated it—hated how it made his cock throb, hated how his body betrayed him. He blinked fast, vision blurring, unsure if it was from the strain of focusing the camera or from the tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

Eric’s tongue worked her mercilessly, his deep groans vibrating against her pussy. Kierra’s back arched off the couch, her hands clutching his hair tight, her voice a chorus of needy cries. “Oh God, don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”

James’s knuckles whitened on the camera. He wanted to look away, wanted to shut it off, but he couldn’t. The lens was his punishment, his confession—every second burned into memory.

Kierra turned her head, eyes locking with James’s. Her face was flushed, lips swollen, eyes wild with pleasure. “Get closer,” she panted, her voice breaking with need.

He obeyed, shuffling forward on his knees until the camera filled with the obscene image of Eric’s tongue buried between her folds, her juices shining on his lips. Kierra moaned louder, watching James’s reaction, savoring the torment etched on his face.

James’s stomach twisted. Jealousy burned hot in his chest, but beneath it, deeper and darker, was the truth he couldn’t deny—his cock pulsed with every moan, every slurp, every desperate cry from her lips.

“Fuck,” Kierra gasped, thighs trembling. “He’s so good. Better than you’ve ever been, James. You hearing this?”

The words tore into him. His throat worked, but he couldn’t speak. He just held the camera steady, trembling, disgusted with himself for how hard he was, how much he needed to watch.

Kierra screamed suddenly, her back arching high as Eric sucked her clit hard. Her moan split the room, raw and primal, shaking James to his core. He’d never heard her like this—never driven her to this edge.

And still, Eric wasn’t inside her yet. This was only the beginning.

Kierra’s thighs clenched around Eric’s head, her body trembling under his tongue. Her moans rose sharp and unrestrained, each one cutting straight through James as he knelt behind the camera. His hands trembled, the lens capturing every obscene detail—the glisten of her cunt, Eric’s tongue plunging deep, the slick sounds filling the room.

James’s cock throbbed so painfully he didn’t even notice his hand moving. Just a small shift, fingertips brushing against the bulge through his pants, a desperate attempt to ease the ache. He groaned softly, too low for the camera’s mic to catch, but loud enough for Kierra.

Her eyes snapped open. Even in the haze of pleasure, she caught him. With a sharp hiss, she slapped his hand away, the sound echoing in the room.

“Did I say you could touch yourself?” she gasped, voice sharp with command even as it broke into another moan.

James froze, guilt burning his face. “I⁠—”

“Only he gets to make me cum.” Her tone was final, merciless. She tightened her grip on Eric’s hair, grinding harder against his mouth as if to prove it.

James forced his hand back to the camera, shame flooding him, his cock throbbing untouched. His breath came in ragged bursts as he focused the lens closer, capturing the way Kierra writhed under Eric’s tongue.

“Fuck, Eric!” she cried, her body arching off the couch, her moans breaking into gasps. Her thighs clamped around his face, her whole body trembling violently. “Yes—yes—fuck, I’m cumming!”

The words hit James like a blade. She screamed, louder than he’d ever heard her, her orgasm raw and overwhelming, her cunt flooding against Eric’s mouth. James kept the camera steady, the lens filling with her shaking body, her face twisted in pure ecstasy.

He felt sick with jealousy, sick with need—but he couldn’t look away. He couldn’t stop watching as Eric slowed, licking her gently through the aftershocks, Kierra shuddering and gasping, her chest heaving with every ragged breath.

Finally, she collapsed against the cushions, sweat glistening on her skin, eyes half-lidded. She turned her head toward James, a wicked smile curving her lips. “That’s how I cum,” she whispered hoarsely, voice dripping with triumph.

James swallowed hard, his cock aching like it would split through his pants. His body screamed for release, but the memory of her slap kept him still, hands locked tight around the camera.

Eric wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning. He looked down at her, then up at James, smirk confident, satisfied. “Now she’s ready.”

Kierra laughed breathlessly, tugging Eric closer by the waistband. “Get the camera steady, James. You’re about to see what fucking really looks like.”

Eric gripped Kierra’s thighs and pulled her toward the edge of the couch, her ass perched right at the cushion’s edge. His cock stood thick and hard, veins bulging as he rubbed the swollen head against her soaked slit.

James focused the lens, his breath shallow. His chest ached with jealousy, but his cock swelled painfully, throbbing against his pants.

Eric pushed forward, slow at first, the tip spreading her folds. Kierra’s moan tore through the room, raw and desperate. “Oh God… yes… finally.”

James’s hands trembled, the camera wobbling. He forced it steady, eyes locked on the viewfinder as Eric sank deeper, stretching her wide. Kierra’s head fell back against the couch, mouth open, gasps spilling out in a rhythm James had never pulled from her.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Eric groaned, his thrusts deep and steady.

James’s throat tightened. Each slap of flesh, each guttural grunt from Eric, each cry from Kierra stabbed at him, tormenting and arousing at once. His cock pulsed with every sound, trapped and aching.

Kierra clung to Eric’s shoulders, nails raking down his back, her voice high and sharp. “Harder—oh God, harder!”

Eric obliged, hips pounding against her, the couch creaking with each brutal thrust. Kierra’s breasts bounced, her cries louder, rawer than James had ever heard.

James blinked through stinging eyes, the camera still rolling. His hands trembled, slick with sweat. He hated himself for the way his cock twitched with every thrust, every moan, every filthy sound filling the room.

Kierra turned her head, gasping between thrusts, her eyes finding James. “Zoom in,” she panted, her voice ragged. “Don’t you dare miss this.”

He obeyed, fingers fumbling on the camera, pulling the frame closer until it filled with the sight of Eric’s cock plunging into her, her pussy stretched and dripping around him.

Eric groaned, his rhythm faltering, his breath coming harsh and uneven. “Gonna cum.”

“Yes,” Kierra cried, wrapping her legs tight around him. “Cum in me—fill me up!”

James’s stomach twisted, his chest tight, but he couldn’t look away. He held the camera steady as Eric drove deep one last time, his body shuddering, cock buried to the hilt. Kierra gasped, her whole body jerking as hot cum spilled inside her.

Her face turned to James, flushed and wild, eyes gleaming with triumph. “Zoom in,” she moaned, voice thick with satisfaction.

James’s lens captured every detail—the slow withdrawal, her swollen cunt stretched open, creamy white spilling out in thick streams. His cock throbbed violently, painful and denied, pressed against the inside of his pants like a caged animal.

Kierra’s chest heaved, sweat glistening across her skin. She reached down, spreading herself wider, letting the camera capture the messy spill. “That’s a real creampie,” she whispered, still panting. “Not that weak drip you give me.”

James’s breath came ragged, his cock aching for even a touch. But his hands stayed tight on the camera, trembling, forbidden.


Chapter Three


The morning sunlight crept through the blinds, washing the bedroom in a pale glow. James sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor. His body felt hollow, drained. The night replayed in his head in jagged flashes: Kierra’s screams, Eric’s groans, the sight of her pussy stretched around another man.

Kierra emerged from the bathroom, hair damp from her shower, wrapped in a towel. She looked fresh, glowing, her skin flushed with that post-sex radiance James hadn’t seen from her in years. She caught his eye in the mirror as she rubbed lotion over her legs. “You’ve been sulking since last night,” she said, almost amused.

“I’m not sulking,” James muttered, his voice flat. “I just… I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel.”

Kierra snorted softly. “You’re supposed to feel grateful. That was the best sex I’ve had in years.” She let the words hang, sharp and deliberate. “You should be happy you got to watch it.”

James’s chest tightened. “I don’t think I can handle it if this keeps happening.”

She turned, eyebrow raised, towel slipping lower across her chest. “Don’t start whining, James. You wanted this, even if you won’t admit it. I saw the way your hands shook, the way your cock bulged in your pants. You were hard the entire time.”

His face burned. He wanted to deny it, but the truth was too obvious.

Kierra smirked. She sat on the bed beside him, towel parting just enough to tease the curve of her breast. “Get the camera.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I want to watch it. Replay everything. I want to see how good he made me cum.”

James hesitated, his stomach dropping. “Kierra, please…”

“Now,” she snapped, voice sharp enough to cut.

He obeyed, retrieving the camera from the living room where he’d left it. His hands felt heavy as he set it up on the dresser, the screen flickering to life. The footage began to play—Eric’s mouth buried between Kierra’s thighs, her voice high and wild as she screamed his name.

Kierra’s lips parted, her eyes fixed on the screen. She moaned softly, reaching to adjust the volume higher. “Listen to that,” she whispered, almost to herself. “God, I sound so alive.”

James sat frozen, shame burning through him. Each moan felt like a dagger, each thrust on the screen another reminder of what he couldn’t give her.

She leaned closer to the screen, her towel slipping off entirely, her body bare and unashamed. “Look at that, James. Look at how deep he was. Look at how I begged him not to stop. You’ve never made me sound like that.”

His cock stirred despite the ache in his chest. He hated himself for it, hated how the sound of her moans made his body betray him all over again.

Kierra noticed the shift in his posture, the bulge forming under his shorts. She smirked, eyes glinting. “You’re hard again, aren’t you? Just from watching me get fucked right.”

James’s throat tightened. “…Yes.”

“Pathetic,” she whispered, her gaze never leaving the screen. “You’re hard for my moans, but not because of anything you did. You’re hard because of him.”

She stretched out on the bed, one hand sliding lazily down her stomach as the video reached the moment Eric came inside her. On-screen, her voice broke with desperate gasps: Cum in me—fill me up!

Her fingers grazed her inner thigh as she sighed in satisfaction. “That’s what real sex looks like.”

James’s cock throbbed painfully, but he didn’t dare move. He just sat, trembling, while his wife replayed every thrust, every moan, talking down to him like a child too weak to measure up.

James tried to keep his eyes on the floor, but the sounds from the camera pulled him back. His gaze drifted to the screen, and that’s when it gutted him.

There she was—Kierra, back arched, sweat on her skin, hair clinging to her cheeks. Her eyes locked on Eric’s face as he drove into her. Not just lust, but hunger, devotion, a wild fire he had never once seen directed at him. She looked like a woman starved finally being fed.

James’s chest tightened painfully, a lump rising in his throat. She’s never looked at me like that. Not once.

On the screen, she begged Eric for more, her voice desperate, breaking. She clung to him like he was her salvation. James’s stomach churned, shame twisting through every nerve.

Beside him, Kierra laughed softly, her tone sharp with cruelty. “Look at my eyes, James. Look at how I wanted him. That’s not something you’ll ever get from me.”

His breathing quickened, heat burning behind his eyes. He wanted to argue, to tell her she was wrong, but the footage screamed the truth. He’d never made her lose herself like that. Never made her beg, never made her moan so raw, so desperate.

His hand clenched into a fist on his thigh. I’m not enough. I’ve never been enough.

Kierra leaned back on the pillows, watching his face more than the screen. She saw the hurt, the realization sinking deep. A satisfied smile curved her lips. “You understand now, don’t you? Why I need this. Why you’ll keep watching.”

James swallowed hard, shame burning hot as his cock twitched again, aching, betraying him. The humiliation only deepened—he wasn’t just inadequate, he was aroused by being reminded of it.

Kierra’s smile widened, triumphant.

Kierra’s eyes lingered on his trembling hands, the hard outline beneath his shorts. She smirked and shifted, lying back against the pillows, spreading her legs casually. “Take off the towel for me,” she ordered, her voice smooth and cold.

James hesitated. “Kierra…”

“Do it.”

He reached forward, pulling the damp towel away. Her skin glistened faintly from the shower, her pussy shaved bare, pink and swollen from the night before. James’s mouth watered at the sight, his cock twitching with need.

“Get down here,” she said, her voice low but sharp. “Put your mouth where it belongs.”

James slid off the edge of the bed, kneeling between her thighs. The video played behind him on the dresser, Eric’s thrusts filling the screen, Kierra’s cries echoing in the room. The sound of her own moans guided him as he lowered his head, tongue slipping over her folds.

Kierra gasped softly, gripping his hair. “Mm… not bad,” she whispered, eyes fixed on the screen. “But not good enough. Not like him.”

James’s chest ached, but he licked harder, desperate to prove himself, desperate to give her something she would want. Her taste filled his mouth, sweet and raw, his cock throbbing painfully as he pressed closer.

On the screen, she screamed Eric’s name. In bed, she moaned at James’s tongue, but her hand tugged his hair, forcing his face harder into her. “Eat me, James. That’s all you’re good for.”

His groan vibrated against her pussy. His body burned, humiliated and aroused all at once.

She bucked her hips against his mouth, her voice rising as her eyes stayed on the footage. “Oh, God—yes, right there. Don’t think this means you’re the man who makes me cum. You’re not. You’ll never be.”

James whined softly, licking faster, his cock pulsing with every word.

“You don’t even deserve this,” she hissed, gripping his hair tight. “You don’t deserve to taste me. But I like watching you beg with your tongue.”

Her moans grew sharper, her thighs trembling around his head. James pushed harder, eager, desperate, aching for her approval. His cock strained untouched in his shorts, the pressure unbearable.

“Fuck,” Kierra gasped, arching her back as she came against his mouth, shuddering, her cries mingling with the echoes of her own orgasm from the night before still playing on the screen. She held him against her until her shivers slowed, then pushed his face away, dismissive.

James panted, lips wet, chin slick, heart pounding. He looked up at her with pleading eyes. “Kierra… please… can I⁠—”

She cut him off with a sharp laugh. “You think you’ve earned that? No, James. You don’t get to fuck me. You don’t make me cum. He does.”

His shoulders slumped, shame and need choking him as she pulled the blanket over her body, already finished with him.

Kierra rolled onto her side, pulling the blanket up to her shoulder, her breathing calm and steady now. “You made a mess last night,” she murmured, nodding toward the darkened sheets where Eric had spilled over her thigh after pulling out for a moment. “Clean it.”

James blinked, throat dry. “What?”

“Take the towel,” she said firmly. “Wipe it up. Now.”

His chest burned, but he obeyed, grabbing the towel from the floor. He crouched by the bed, scrubbing at the damp stains where Eric’s cum had dried into the sheets. The musky scent hit his nose, strong and undeniable. He gagged softly, but Kierra’s sharp eyes caught him.

“Don’t you dare,” she warned.

James swallowed hard, forcing himself to keep going. The smell, the sight, the shame—it all crashed over him at once. His cock throbbed painfully, untouched. Then, before he could stop it, his body betrayed him completely.

A hot rush spilled into his shorts, his cock twitching violently as he came without even touching himself. The sticky warmth spread across his thighs, soaking the fabric, while his chest heaved in short, panicked breaths.

Kierra smirked, watching him from the bed. “Pathetic,” she whispered. “You came just from cleaning up after him.”

James’s cock gave a final weak pulse, then went limp, soft and spent, shrinking inside the mess he’d made in his own clothes. The shame burned hotter than ever.

Eric never went soft. James remembered the way Eric had stayed hard, thick and throbbing, even after filling Kierra. How he had kept her moaning, kept her begging for more. James looked down at himself—shrunk, drained, pitiful.

The difference was undeniable. Eric was everything James wasn’t.

Kierra closed her eyes with a satisfied smile, already drifting toward sleep. James sat there in silence, his shorts sticky, his cock useless, his heart heavy with the truth.


Chapter Four


James sat at the kitchen table, staring into the steam rising from his untouched coffee. The dark circles under his eyes told the story of a night spent tossing, thinking, replaying the video over and over in his head even when he didn’t want to.

Kierra strolled in wearing leggings and an oversized T-shirt, her hair tied in a casual ponytail. She moved with a lightness he hadn’t seen in years, humming softly as she poured herself a glass of juice.

She sat across from him, sipping slowly, eyes locked on his. “Last night was good,” she said, as if commenting on the weather. “But I want more.”

James shifted in his seat. “More… with Eric?”

Her smirk cut through him. “Not just Eric. I want variety. Different men. Different nights. I want to know what it feels like to be fucked in a dozen different ways. I want to taste new cocks, feel new bodies, explore everything I’ve missed.”

James’s throat tightened. “Kierra, that’s⁠—”

“That’s what I need,” she interrupted, her tone sharp. “One man isn’t enough. Especially not you. You’ve had me to yourself for years and you wasted it.” She leaned back, folding her arms. “Now I’m taking what I want.”

His chest clenched. A cocktail of jealousy, shame, and arousal churned in his gut. The words stung, but his cock stirred under the table, betraying him again. He hated himself for it.

“You’ll film it,” she continued calmly. “Every time. Every man. You’ll capture the way I moan for them, the way I cum on their cocks. And you’ll keep your hands off yourself unless I give permission. Do you understand?”

James swallowed hard. His voice cracked when he answered. “Yes.”

Kierra tilted her head, eyes narrowing. “Say it properly.”

He hesitated, then whispered, “I’ll film you with other men. I won’t touch myself unless you say I can.”

Her smirk widened, satisfied. She reached across the table, brushing her fingers across the back of his hand. “Good boy.”

His cock throbbed painfully at the praise, though his heart ached. He wasn’t her partner anymore. He was her cameraman.

Kierra leaned back in her chair, sipping her juice with a calm smile, as if she had just settled something ordinary, like picking dinner plans. Inside, though, her chest swelled with pride. Finally. I’m saying what I want, not begging for scraps. He’s not leading anymore—I am.

She watched James squirm across from her, his fingers drumming nervously against the coffee mug. She could almost see the storm inside him, the battle between jealousy and arousal twisting him up. It thrilled her.

“Do you realize what this means?” she asked, her voice smooth and sharp. “I’m not asking anymore, James. I’m telling you. I’m going to fuck other men. I’m going to let them use me in ways you never could. And you’ll kneel with the camera and capture every filthy second. That’s who we are now.”

James’s chest tightened at her words. He wanted to protest, to stand up and reclaim some dignity. How can she just say this like it’s nothing? Like our vows mean nothing? But the image flashed again—Kierra moaning, begging, her body alive in ways he’d never inspired. His cock twitched under the table, betraying him all over again.

God, what’s wrong with me? Why does this make me hard when it should make me sick?

Kierra leaned forward, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. “And don’t think I don’t see it. Your cock twitches every time I remind you. You thrive on being denied, James. You need this as much as I do. You’ll never admit it out loud, but I can read it all over you.”

James’s face burned. He clenched his fists under the table, torn apart by the truth of her words. She’s right. I hate it, I hate her saying it, but I can’t stop getting hard. I can’t stop wanting it.

Kierra’s smirk grew wider, her pride glowing. This is power. This is what it feels like to be wanted, to be bold, to finally live instead of just enduring.

“You know what the best part is?” she said, her tone triumphant. “I don’t feel guilty. Not one bit. For years, I let you think you were enough. And now? Now I don’t have to lie anymore. I can take what I want, and you’ll stay exactly where you belong—watching.”

James swallowed hard, his chest aching with humiliation. But beneath it all, his cock pressed painfully against his pants, throbbing harder with every cruel word. I should leave. I should hate her. But I can’t. I need this. God help me, I need this.

Kierra stood, brushing her hand lightly against his shoulder as she passed. “Finish your coffee,” she said, her tone dismissive, playful. “We’ve got a long road ahead. And I can’t wait to see how far you’ll let me go.”

James stayed frozen at the table, staring into the black swirl of his untouched coffee. His heart ached, his pride shattered—but his cock was still hard, aching, pulsing with a need he could never admit.

“I have a new guy coming tonight. Be ready. Remember the rules, James. Don’t fuck them up,” she said, straightening her clothes.

James wondered about the new guy. What does he look like? What will he be like? His cock stirred but he dared not touch it. He knew the consequences of doing so without permission. Kierra had made it quite clear.
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The knock came that evening. James’s chest tightened instantly—he already knew what it meant. Kierra looked radiant, standing in the hallway in a short red dress he hadn’t seen before, lips painted bold to match. She didn’t even glance at James as she opened the door.

Damon stood there. Younger, maybe mid-twenties, lean but cut, with a grin that screamed arrogance. His eyes flicked from Kierra’s body to James hovering in the background, and he smirked knowingly.

“This him?” Damon asked, nodding toward James.

Kierra’s lips curved. “That’s my husband. Don’t mind him—he’s just here to film.”

Damon laughed, low and cruel. “No shit. You really make him hold the camera while you get fucked?”

James felt his stomach knot. Kierra didn’t bother to defend him. She just smiled and took Damon’s hand, leading him toward the couch. “Camera,” she ordered sharply, her eyes cutting to James.

His knees bent automatically, his body obeying even as his pride burned. He set the camera up, hands trembling, lens aimed as Damon pulled Kierra into his lap and kissed her hard, sloppy, greedy.

“Damn,” Damon muttered against her lips. “You taste sweet. Bet he doesn’t even make you wet like this, huh?”

Kierra moaned, grinding against him, her voice breaking into a gasp. “He doesn’t.”

James swallowed, shame washing through him as he captured every second—the sound of her moans sharper, wilder, her body grinding with hunger. Damon pulled her dress up, baring her panties, and laughed again.

“You really let this loser fuck you?” he asked, fingers sliding under the fabric, pushing them aside.

“Not anymore,” Kierra gasped, her head falling back.

James’s gut twisted, jealousy sharp, cutting him deeper than before. Damon’s eyes flicked to him over Kierra’s shoulder. “Keep that camera steady, cuck. Don’t wanna miss me giving your wife something real.”

James’s face burned hot, but his cock swelled anyway, throbbing with every taunt. Why am I hard for this? Why can’t I stop?

Damon slid into Kierra with a groan, his cock filling her in one reckless thrust. She cried out, clutching at him, her moan tearing through the room.

“Fuck, so tight,” Damon growled, slapping her ass hard. He turned his head toward James, sneering. “Bet you never got her this wet. Look at her—dripping for me.”

James’s vision blurred with tears, but his cock pulsed painfully. He steadied the camera, every thrust filling the lens, Kierra bouncing in Damon’s lap, moaning louder, rawer, more desperate.

“Yeah, take it, slut,” Damon hissed in her ear, eyes cutting back to James. “You like making him watch, don’t you?”

Kierra’s answer was a scream, her nails raking down Damon’s back as her body bucked. “Yes! God, yes!”

James felt his stomach churn, jealousy and humiliation drowning him, but the truth was in his body—his cock was straining, harder than ever, untouched and throbbing as he filmed his wife surrendering to another man’s reckless thrusts.

Damon slammed into her with a brutal rhythm, each thrust making the couch groan under their weight. Kierra’s voice filled the room, sharp moans, high-pitched cries, sounds James had never dragged from her no matter how hard he tried.

“Fuck, you’re loving this, aren’t you?” Damon hissed against her ear, sweat dripping down his temples. “Bouncing on my cock while that sorry little husband kneels there with his toy camera.”

Kierra laughed breathlessly, her nails digging into his shoulders. “He’s only good for watching.”

James’s stomach twisted, his grip on the camera slick with sweat. His hands shook, but he didn’t stop recording. She means it. God, she really means it.

Damon’s eyes cut toward him, dark with cruel amusement. “You getting this, cuck? You getting a close-up of your wife taking real dick?”

James nodded stiffly, his throat too dry for words.

“Pathetic,” Damon spat, slapping Kierra’s ass hard enough to make her yelp. “He’s hard right now, isn’t he? Can’t even keep his cock down while you’re being fucked properly.”

Kierra turned her head toward James, her moans breaking into a laugh. “He’s throbbing. He can’t hide it.”

James’s face burned. His cock strained painfully in his pants, desperate for release, but the shame was just as sharp as the arousal.

Damon smirked, pounding into her harder, the wet slap of flesh echoing in the room. “Bet he’s never made you scream like this.”

“Never,” Kierra gasped, clutching his back as her body convulsed, her voice wild with pleasure. “Oh God—don’t stop—fuck, yes!”

James blinked through stinging eyes, his vision blurring. His chest ached, his pride shredded. But his cock pulsed harder, betraying him completely. Why does this make me harder than anything else? Why do I need this?

Damon grabbed Kierra’s chin, forcing her to look at James while he fucked her deep, fast, relentless. “Show him your face when you cum for me. Show him what he’ll never get.”

Her eyes locked on James through the lens, her lips parted, her voice a sharp scream as Damon hammered into her.

James’s hands trembled violently, the camera shaking as his body fought against the humiliation and the arousal tearing through him. He wanted to close his eyes, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t stop watching.

Damon grinned, his thrusts growing rougher, more erratic. “Keep that camera steady, cuck. You’re about to see your wife filled for real.”

Damon’s thrusts grew jagged, his breath coming hard against Kierra’s neck. Sweat gleamed on his back as he slammed deep, his cock swelling inside her. “Fuck—gonna cum,” he growled, eyes cutting toward James with that same cruel smirk.

Kierra clung to him, nails raking down his spine, her voice breaking into desperate cries. “Yes! Cum in me—fill me!”

James’s heart lurched. The words stabbed deep, her plea for another man to finish inside her—something she’d never begged him for. His chest ached, his stomach twisted, but his cock swelled painfully, throbbing at the sight.

Damon groaned, burying himself to the hilt, his whole body shuddering as he spilled hot inside her. Kierra gasped, her voice high and raw, shivering around him as her pussy clenched to take it all.

“Zoom in, cuck,” Damon barked, his tone commanding.

James fumbled with the camera, hands slick with sweat, pulling the frame tighter as Damon slowly withdrew. Thick cum oozed from Kierra’s swollen cunt, dripping down her thighs.

Damon slapped her ass, then pointed at James with a sneer. “There’s your wife, stuffed full of me. That’s a real man’s load, not that weak little dribble you give her.”

James’s throat tightened, his vision blurring. His cock pulsed in his pants, useless, untouched. He hated how hot his body ran with the humiliation, how his chest heaved with a mix of shame and arousal.

Kierra moaned softly, fingers sliding between her legs to spread herself for the camera. “Look at me, James,” she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. “This is how it feels to be fucked right. This is what you could never give me.”

Damon chuckled darkly, leaning back against the couch, his cock still slick with her juices. “Pathetic little cameraman. You’ll never know what it’s like to make her scream like that. All you’re good for is kneeling and watching real men wreck your wife.”

The words gutted James. His cock twitched once more, then softened completely, drained by shame. He felt hollow, worthless, the truth ringing louder than anything else—he had never satisfied her. Not like Eric. Not like Damon. Not like any man she’d ever let inside her again.

Kierra’s smile was cruel, triumphant. “And that’s exactly where you belong.”

James lowered the camera, his body trembling, his pride shattered, knowing she was right.


Chapter Five


James sat stiff on the couch, the television flickering soundlessly in front of him. He wasn’t really watching. His mind still echoed with Damon’s taunts, every cruel word replaying in his head like a loop he couldn’t break. Pathetic little cameraman. All you’re good for is kneeling and watching real men wreck your wife.

The sound of heels clicking on the hardwood snapped him back. Kierra entered the living room, purse slung over her shoulder, dressed in a short skirt and blouse that clung to her chest. She looked like she was headed out for drinks, not standing in her own living room.

“Get up,” she said flatly, tossing her keys onto the table.

James blinked. “Where are we going?”

Her lips curved in a dangerous smirk. “Somewhere new. I don’t want to be stuck in this house every time I’m getting fucked. Too safe. Too boring.” She leaned down, her perfume overwhelming, her voice sharp against his ear. “We’re going to a motel.”

James’s stomach lurched. “Kierra, we can’t⁠—”

“We can. And we will.” She straightened, her eyes glittering with the thrill of her own boldness. I feel alive again. And he can’t stop me. He never could.

James’s throat tightened. The thought of strangers hearing her screams, of other people knowing what they were, terrified him. Yet his cock stirred anyway, pressing against his jeans. God, why am I hard? Why do I want to see it, even though it’s killing me?

Kierra smirked, catching the twitch beneath his zipper. “Of course you’re hard. You love this, even when you’re pretending you don’t.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“Shut up, James.” She grabbed his chin, tilting his head up so he had no choice but to look at her. “You’ll bring the camera. You’ll kneel on the dirty carpet while I take cock from a man who doesn’t even know your name. And you’ll film it steady, because that’s your place.”

Shame scorched his chest, but his cock ached harder. His voice cracked when he whispered, “Yes.”

Kierra’s smile widened, victorious. She snatched up her purse again and headed for the door. “Good. Then let’s go find me someone new.”

James followed silently, the weight of the camera bag on his shoulder, his heart pounding with dread and twisted anticipation.

The motel smelled of old carpet and stale beer, the air conditioner humming too loud in the corner of the lobby. James trailed behind Kierra as she strode confidently toward the bar tucked into the back, her heels clicking against the tile. She looked out of place here—too polished, too sharp, her blouse low enough to draw stares, her skirt hugging her ass like an invitation.

James carried the camera bag, head down, stomach tight with dread. What if someone recognizes us? What if they know what we’re here for? His palms sweated around the strap, but his cock stirred anyway, heavy and aching.

Kierra slid onto a stool, crossing her legs deliberately, tugging her blouse a little lower as she leaned on the counter. She ordered a drink, her voice flirtatious in a way James hadn’t heard in years. She laughed lightly at the bartender’s comment, tilting her head just so, the motion calculated to show off the long line of her neck.

James sat one stool away, silent, watching her put on a show that wasn’t for him. His stomach churned with jealousy, but his cock pressed hard against his zipper, throbbing with every flick of her hair, every flirtatious glance. She’s glowing. She’s alive. And it’s not because of me.

She turned suddenly, catching his stare. “Keep that look off your face,” she said under her breath, her smile still plastered on for anyone watching. “You’re not here to pout. You’re here to watch me get what I want.”

James nodded quickly, shame burning in his cheeks.

That’s when he noticed him. Todd. Mid-thirties, maybe, with broad shoulders stuffed into a worn leather jacket, the kind of man who looked like he belonged in places like this. His eyes lingered on Kierra from the end of the bar, and she noticed. She smiled, slow and deliberate.

Todd took the bait. He slid onto the stool beside her, his voice low, confident. “Evening. Haven’t seen you around before.”

Kierra leaned toward him, laughing softly, her hand brushing his forearm as if by accident. “Maybe you weren’t looking hard enough.”

James’s stomach lurched. She’s really doing this. With a stranger. Right in front of me. He shifted uncomfortably on his stool, his cock throbbing against the inside of his jeans.

Todd’s eyes flicked toward James briefly, then back to Kierra. “And who’s he?”

She smirked, her voice dripping with mischief. “Just my husband. He’s here to hold the camera.”

Todd raised an eyebrow, a slow grin spreading across his face. “No kidding?”

Kierra sipped her drink, eyes locked on Todd’s. “No kidding.”

James’s face burned hot, his stomach a knot of humiliation. He wanted to shrink into himself, to disappear. But his cock twitched, harder now, betraying him again.

Todd’s grin widened. He leaned closer, his voice dropping lower. “Well, sweetheart, if you’re serious, I’d be happy to give your husband something worth filming.”

Kierra’s eyes gleamed with triumph. She glanced at James, her smirk cruel, her voice sharp. “Hear that? He already knows his role.”

James’s throat tightened. His cock pulsed. He nodded, silently, his humiliation complete.

James shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, clutching the strap of the camera bag like it was the only thing tethering him in place. The low hum of the TV in the corner, the clink of glasses, the murmur of conversation—all of it pressed down on him. Every sound felt sharper, louder, like the whole room was tuned in to his humiliation.

God, what if someone sees? What if someone knows me? The thought spiraled, his chest tightening as his eyes flicked to the other patrons—an older couple playing pool, a man hunched over the bar with a beer. He imagined them turning, realizing what was happening, watching him kneel with the camera while his wife spread herself for another man. His face burned, sweat beading at his temples.

Beside him, Kierra thrived. She leaned into Todd’s shoulder, laughing loud enough to draw glances. Her hand traced idle circles on his thigh, her body language bold, shameless. Her blouse had slipped just enough to show the swell of her breasts, and she made no move to adjust it.

James’s stomach twisted. She’s putting on a show. She wants them to notice.

Todd caught on quick. His grin widened as he slid his arm around her waist, tugging her closer. “You’re really letting him sit there like this?” he asked, jerking his chin toward James.

Kierra moaned softly—louder than necessary, deliberate—her head falling briefly against Todd’s shoulder. “Mmm… of course. That’s what gets him off. Watching me get what he never could give me.”

James’s cock pulsed hard in his jeans, shame flooding him. He looked around quickly, terrified someone had heard, terrified they’d seen the way his body reacted.

Todd chuckled low, leaning close enough that his voice carried just for their table. “Damn. That’s cold. You’re a mean one.”

Kierra smirked, eyes gleaming as she glanced at James. “I’m honest. That’s the difference.”

She reached down and tugged at the hem of her skirt, sliding it higher, just enough for Todd’s hand to slip underneath. James’s breath caught, panic rising. “Kierra⁠—”

“Shut up,” she hissed, still smiling sweetly at Todd.

Her moan echoed softly, sharp enough to turn a head at the other end of the bar. She didn’t care. If anything, her moan grew louder, more theatrical, her hips shifting against Todd’s hand under the table.

James’s chest pounded. She’s going to get us caught. Everyone’s going to know. Terror clawed at him—but his cock throbbed painfully against the inside of his pants. His body betrayed him again, every beat of his heart driving him deeper into humiliation.

Todd laughed, enjoying every second. “Damn, she’s wet already. You sure you want to let this happen, cuck? I could take her right here on this stool if you don’t hurry up and get that camera ready.”

Kierra turned her head toward James, her eyes sharp, mocking. “You hear that? He could fuck me right here, in front of everyone. And you’d just kneel and film, because that’s all you’re good for.”

James’s throat closed, his cock twitching hard. He lowered his gaze, nodding silently, too broken to argue.

Kierra smiled, victorious, and moaned louder still as Todd’s fingers worked her beneath the table.

The motel room smelled of smoke and old sheets, the faded wallpaper peeling at the corners. A single lamp cast a yellow glow over the sagging bed, its coverlet patterned with tired floral prints. James’s stomach twisted at the sight—it wasn’t just sex now, it was filth, degradation, a place where strangers had done the same thing countless times before.

Kierra dropped her purse onto the dresser and immediately pushed James toward the floor. “On your knees. Camera out. Don’t miss a thing.”

The carpet was rough and stained beneath him, grinding into his knees as he fumbled with the camera bag. His hands shook, his chest tight with dread and arousal. God, this is real. She’s really going to do this, here, with him.

Todd kicked off his boots and stripped without hesitation, his cock thick and hard already. He smirked down at James. “Nice angle you got there, cuck. Make sure you zoom in when I give her what she needs.”

James swallowed hard, shame and fury twisting in his gut, but his cock pulsed in his pants anyway. He aimed the lens at the bed, forcing himself to breathe steady.

Kierra slipped out of her blouse and skirt, tossing them carelessly aside, standing in nothing but a lace bra and panties. She wasn’t shy—she posed, letting Todd’s eyes roam over her body, feeding on his hungry grin. Then she peeled the panties off and climbed onto the bed, arching her back like an offering.

“God, you’re perfect,” Todd muttered, crawling over her.

James’s chest clenched as he focused the camera. That’s my wife. That’s my wife. But the sound of her laugh, the glow in her eyes—it wasn’t for him.

Todd drove into her with one sharp thrust, and Kierra screamed, her voice raw and shameless. “Yes! Fuck—harder!”

The bed groaned beneath them, every slap of flesh echoing in the dingy room. Kierra’s cries bounced off the thin walls, louder than she’d ever let herself be at home. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, her back arched, every thrust pushing another desperate moan from her throat.

James’s knees ached, the rough carpet digging into his skin, but he didn’t move. His hands trembled, the camera shaking as he zoomed in on Todd pounding into her, her pussy slick and stretched around his cock. His heart hammered, his stomach churned with jealousy, but his cock throbbed painfully, straining for release he knew he wouldn’t get.

“Pound me harder!” Kierra screamed, her voice breaking, her eyes rolling back as Todd hammered into her.

Todd laughed breathlessly, gripping her hips and slamming her down on him with reckless force. He looked toward James, his grin sharp and cruel. “Hear that? She wants it harder than you could ever give it.”

James’s chest ached, tears stinging his eyes as he captured it all—the bed rattling, the sharp cries, the raw hunger in his wife’s face. He wanted to shut his eyes, but the camera forced him to watch.

Kierra turned her head, her eyes locking on him through the lens as she screamed again. “Keep filming, James! Don’t you dare look away!”

His cock pulsed painfully at her command, every moan carving deeper into him, every thrust a reminder of what he could never be.

Todd’s thrusts grew ragged, his breath sharp as sweat dripped down his face. “Fuck—I’m close,” he growled, slamming into Kierra with a rough rhythm that made the headboard smack the wall.

Kierra clawed at his back, her body rocking with every brutal thrust. Then, suddenly, she pushed at his chest, panting, eyes glittering. “Wait—pull out. I want it on my face.”

James’s stomach lurched, his chest tightening. No… no, not that.

Todd smirked, pulling free with a wet sound, his cock glistening with her slick. He stroked himself roughly, standing over her as she slid down the bed, spreading her hair across the pillow like she was posing for the camera.

“James,” she panted, looking directly into the lens. “Keep it steady. Don’t you dare flinch.”

James’s hands shook violently, the camera wobbling. His cock strained, throbbing with shame, his whole body trembling.

Todd groaned, his body jerking as the first hot stream shot across Kierra’s cheek. She moaned, tilting her head to take more, the jets splattering her lips, her chin, streaking across her forehead.

“Closer!” Kierra gasped, her voice sharp, commanding. “Get the camera closer!”

James shuffled on his knees, zooming in, the lens filling with the sight of his wife painted with another man’s cum. His chest burned, tears pricking his eyes, but he obeyed. He couldn’t do anything else.

Todd grunted, the last ropes spilling across her nose and mouth. Kierra moaned again, swiping her tongue across her lips, licking it up like candy. She sucked a finger into her mouth, groaning with satisfaction.

“Mmm… that’s how a man finishes,” she whispered, cum glistening on her skin. Her eyes cut to James, sharp and triumphant. “Not inside me—on me. Where you can see every drop.”

James’s cock throbbed painfully, his chest hollow, his pride shredded. He kept the camera fixed as she licked her lips clean, every movement deliberate, every moan a dagger straight into him.

When she finally lowered her hand, streaks still glistening across her face, she smirked. “That’s the shot you were meant to get, James. Not some weak little mess dribbling between my legs.”

Todd chuckled, zipping his jeans without another glance. James lowered the camera slowly, his whole body trembling, knowing he had just filmed his wife reveling in the kind of finish he could never give her.

And worst of all—his cock was harder than ever, untouched, leaking in his pants.


Chapter Six


James sat on the edge of the bed, his face buried in his hands. His chest heaved with uneven breaths, his stomach twisted in knots. The camera bag lay on the floor where he’d dropped it, still sticky from the night at the motel. He couldn’t stop shaking—not just from exhaustion, but from the shame that had eaten him raw.

When Kierra came out of the bathroom, hair wrapped in a towel, skin glowing from her shower, she looked untouched by the night before. Radiant. Alive. She tossed the towel aside, slipped into panties, and sat down across from him without a care in the world.

James lifted his head, eyes red-rimmed. His voice cracked. “Kierra… please. I can’t do this anymore.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Can’t do what?”

“This.” His words tumbled out fast, frantic. “Watching you with them. Recording it. The way they treat me—the way you treat me—I can’t take it. It’s destroying me.”

Kierra leaned back, crossing her arms under her breasts, smirk tugging at her lips. “Destroying you? James, it’s making you. Look at you. You’re more alive than you’ve ever been. You get hard every time I tell you another man is coming over. You came in your pants cleaning Eric’s cum off the sheets. You begged me with your tongue while watching Damon fuck me.”

James’s throat tightened, his face burning. “Because I’m broken. Because I don’t know how else to deal with it. Please, Kierra. Please stop.”

She laughed, sharp and dismissive. “Stop? No, James. This is who we are now. You’re not my lover—you’re my cameraman. My witness. You’re here to see me cum on other cocks and keep your mouth shut about it.”

His stomach churned, his eyes filling again. “I’m your husband.”

“You’re a husband who doesn’t satisfy his wife.” Her tone was flat, merciless. “Eric does. Damon does. Todd did. You? You just kneel and whimper and get hard watching me scream for someone else.”

James shook his head weakly, tears slipping down his cheeks. “It hurts, Kierra. Every time. It hurts so much.”

Kierra leaned forward, gripping his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Good. That’s the point. That’s what makes it real. If it didn’t hurt, you wouldn’t be hard. Don’t lie to yourself.”

His lips trembled, words failing him. She released his chin, sitting back with a victorious smirk.

“This isn’t a debate, James,” she said firmly. “I’m not asking for permission. I’m telling you. And you’re going to accept it, because you’re addicted to it. You’re mine now. Exactly the way I want you.”

James lowered his head, shame burning him alive. His cock pulsed traitorously against his pants, proving her right.

James lay on the bed in his boxers, cock straining against the thin fabric. His breathing came uneven, shallow, like every nerve in his body was wired too tight. Beside him, Kierra lounged casually in her robe, phone in hand, scrolling with a lazy smile.

“You want to cum tonight?” she asked without looking at him.

James swallowed hard, nodding quickly. “Please.”

She smirked, tilting the screen so he could see the messages. Eric: When can I bend you over again? Damon: Your pussy was dripping for me, slut. Todd: Bet your husband’s still jerking off to the video.

Kierra chuckled softly, scrolling back and forth so he couldn’t escape the words. “Look at this, James. They want me. They can’t get enough of me. And what do you do? You lay here twitching like a dog begging for scraps.”

James groaned, his hand sliding down to grip himself through the fabric. “Please, Kierra. Just let me⁠—”

“Take them off,” she said, eyes sharp.

He obeyed, stripping his boxers off, cock springing free, thick with precum at the tip. He wrapped his fist around it, stroking slow, biting his lip as he stared at the screen she held inches from his face.

“Eric makes me scream,” she whispered. “Damon makes me squirt. Todd painted my face with cum while you begged me with the camera. And you… you’ve never made me cum once.”

James moaned, stroking faster, his hips jerking upward in shameful rhythm.

“Stop.” Her voice cut sharp.

He froze, panting, cock twitching angrily in his grip.

“You don’t get to decide when you finish. I do.” She leaned closer, brushing her lips against his ear. “You can edge. That’s all. Stroke until you’re about to blow, then stop. Over and over until I say otherwise.”

James groaned, trembling as he obeyed, stroking again, his thighs quivering as heat built in his gut. Just when he was close, her sharp voice stopped him cold. Again and again she toyed with him, laughing softly while he whimpered.

Finally, he broke. His voice cracked, raw and desperate. “Kierra… I can’t cum without you anymore. Without this. Without watching you with them.” His eyes shone with tears. “I’m broken. You’ve broken me.”

Her chest swelled, pride and power rushing through her veins. It’s mine now. Every drop. Every orgasm belongs to me. She stroked his cheek mockingly.

“You’re not broken,” she said smugly. “You’re mine. You’ll only cum when I let you. And only when I’m full of someone else’s cock.”

James groaned, his cock twitching painfully at her words, his body betraying him yet again.

Kierra smiled, glowing with triumph. I own him completely. Every release. Every ache. Every need.

She leaned back against the pillows, scrolling her phone again, her voice calm and certain. “Go to sleep hard, James. Maybe tomorrow I’ll let you edge again. Maybe not. Either way—you’ll wait until I decide.”

James whimpered softly, his cock throbbing red and angry, but he obeyed, curling up on his side, humiliated, denied, and more addicted than ever.

James curled into himself on the edge of the bed, shoulders shaking, hot tears tracking down his face. The shame felt like a physical weight—he had just confessed the thing that made him weakest and most needy, and the sound of his own sobs made him feel small and exposed. Every pulse in his groin mocked him, reminding him that his body answered her even when his mind begged to run. I’m pathetic, he thought, hating himself for wanting what destroyed him.

Kierra watched him with a slow, satisfied calm. Then, almost tenderly, she reached over and pressed a light kiss to his forehead—an oddly maternal gesture that made him feel younger and more humiliated all at once. Her lips were cool, brief, and her fingers smoothed his hair like she was soothing a child rather than a husband. “Sleep, baby,” she murmured, voice soft but owning him completely.

He let the tears fall, the mix of relief and defeat washing through him, and curled up hard, still painfully hard, even as his chest emptied itself of whatever fight he had left. Kierra settled back against the pillows with her phone in hand, already planning, already arranging, while James lay there raw and small—knowing, with a clarity that hurt, that his place was exactly where she’d decided it was.


Chapter Seven


The wine was already poured when Eric knocked. Two glasses, red, full-bodied, the kind James used to pick out for anniversaries. Kierra had dressed herself in deep burgundy lace, the same color as the wine, the same color as the lipstick she’d applied slowly in the bathroom mirror while James waited outside holding the camera bag.

“You’re going to make tonight perfect,” she told him earlier. “No shaking hands. No begging. Just shut the fuck up and film.”

When she opened the door for Eric, her face lit up like it hadn’t in years. Her voice was soft but bright—genuine. “You look good,” she said, touching his arm like they were on a date, like they had history. Eric smirked, stepping in, towering over James as he entered.

James didn’t get a greeting.

He adjusted the shoulder strap of the camera bag and kept quiet. The camera was already prepped. Full battery. Clean lens. High resolution. Because if he was going to be useless, he might as well be professional.

They sat on the couch first. Not in a rush this time. Eric put his arm around her and pulled her in close. She laughed at something he whispered. James couldn’t hear it. He didn’t ask.

She touched Eric’s thigh when she leaned into him, her nails tracing lazy lines up his jeans. James watched the way her fingers curled under the denim hem, like she'd done it a hundred times.

“Start filming,” she said over her shoulder, not even looking at him. “Now.”

The camera beeped on.

Eric kissed her neck first, slow, wet, loud enough for the mic to catch. Kierra turned into him, moaning before he even touched her breasts. She spread her legs a little wider, skirt riding up, lace thong disappearing between thick curves James hadn't touched in months. His throat tightened, and he steadied the camera with both hands.

“Damn, you smell so good,” Eric murmured against her skin. “Missed this pussy.”

“You gonna take your time with it tonight?” Kierra teased, unbuttoning his shirt like she meant it. “Or are you gonna fuck me like you missed it?”

“I’m gonna do both.”

James watched her giggle—giggle—like a schoolgirl. Her legs swung up into Eric’s lap, and in one smooth move, he lifted her and carried her to the bedroom.

“Bring the tripod,” she called.

James followed, obedient. Silent. His hard-on already twitching in his pants.

They didn’t just fuck tonight. They made love. Or something close enough to it that James felt it in his teeth.

Eric undressed her slowly, kissing each inch of skin he revealed. Kierra closed her eyes like she was being worshipped. Her nipples were hard before the bra even came off. He sucked them both, kissed down her belly, took his time with her thighs.

James adjusted the focus as Eric spread her legs and buried his tongue into her.

Kierra gripped the headboard, gasping, moaning, her voice breathy and real. “Fuck, baby… right there… don’t stop…”

She never called James baby. Not once.

Eric made her cum twice before he even unzipped his pants.

“You getting the angle, James?” Eric asked, glancing over his shoulder. “She’s fuckin’ squirting for me.”

“I’m getting it,” James croaked.

But he wasn’t. Not really. Not anymore. He stood there behind the camera, body tense, his chest burning with something far worse than humiliation.

It was jealousy now. Pure, sick, black jealousy. Not just because she was fucking someone else. Not just because she was moaning louder than she ever had with him.

It was the way she looked at Eric. Soft. Sweet. Like her heart opened up when he touched her. Like this was more than fucking.

Like she felt something.

James tried to swallow it down. Pretend it didn’t matter. Pretend it was still a game. But when Eric kissed her—really kissed her—slow and deep and full of that easy, dominant affection… something cracked.

She kissed him back like she missed him.

She brushed her fingers through his hair.

She smiled into his mouth.

It wasn’t just sex.

And James knew it.

His hands trembled harder now. His breathing hitched. The camera lens caught the moment she pressed her forehead to Eric’s and whispered, “I’ve been thinking about this all week.”

That wasn’t for James.

That was for him.

She flipped over on her knees, ass arched, looking back at Eric like she belonged to him.

“I missed this cock,” she said, licking her lips. “You ready to make me scream?”

“Turn that camera, little man,” Eric ordered. “This view’s just for you.”

James panned right. Focused tight on the curve of her ass as Eric slid in with a deep grunt. Kierra cried out, her body rocking with every thrust.

“Shit… deeper, baby, don’t stop. You fuck me like you own me…”

James clenched his thighs together, squeezing his legs around the pulsing heat building between them. He couldn’t even touch himself. He wasn’t allowed. But his cock didn’t care.

Eric grabbed her hips and fucked her with the kind of power James never had. His balls slapped loud against her ass, over and over, her moans growing desperate, wet, guttural.

“Tell him,” Eric grunted. “Tell him who owns this pussy.”

“You do,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “You own this pussy, baby… fuck, yes…”

James bit his lip so hard he tasted blood.

The camera wobbled.

“Steady,” Eric barked, slamming into her harder. “Don’t ruin my fuckin’ moment.”

James adjusted. He zoomed. Focused on the way Kierra’s pussy stretched around Eric’s thick cock, the creamy slickness coating his shaft.

He came in his pants thirty seconds later. No touch. No permission. Just heat and shame, sticky in his boxers, a humiliated mess behind the lens.

Neither of them noticed.

Kierra was screaming into the pillows, begging for more, her hands clawing at the sheets. Eric pulled her up by the hair and kissed her hard while fucking her from behind.

“You ever scream like this for him?” Eric growled.

“No,” Kierra gasped. “Never.”

The words hit James harder than any slap ever could.

“Look at him,” Eric said, holding Kierra by the chin. “Tell him.”

She turned her head, eyes glazed, mascara smeared.

“You never made me cum like this,” she said. “Never once. And you never will.”

James didn’t respond.

He just kept filming.

And in the pit of his gut, he knew this wasn’t just a fuck session. It wasn’t casual. It wasn’t meaningless. She wasn’t just getting dick. She was getting something else—something James used to believe was his.

He didn’t just lose her body tonight.

He was losing her heart.

Eric pulled out slow, his cock glistening, heavy with slick. Kierra was still panting, her body limp beneath him, thighs twitching from aftershocks. He slapped her ass once—hard—and she gave a soft, exhausted laugh, burying her face in the pillows.

James lowered the camera, his arms aching, his jeans soaked and clinging to him. He was lightheaded. The room was humid with sweat, sex, and the faint scent of wine left untouched on the nightstand.

Eric sat back on the edge of the bed and looked over his shoulder. “You done recording?”

James nodded, voice caught somewhere between his stomach and throat.

Kierra rolled over onto her back, legs still spread, her body on full display like an art piece left behind after the act. She stretched, slow and satisfied. Her eyes finally landed on James.

And she smiled.

Not cruel. Not mocking.

Soft.

That was worse.

“You didn’t touch yourself, did you?” she asked quietly.

James shook his head, lying with his face.

She laughed, and her eyes dropped to the stain on the front of his jeans. Her smile widened, turning smug. “Couldn’t help yourself, huh?”

He looked away.

Eric stood and started dressing. Kierra didn’t move.

She reached for her wine, took a sip, then set it down. Her voice dropped a little when she spoke again.

“You saw it tonight,” she said, locking eyes with him. “This wasn’t just sex.”

James didn’t speak.

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, her cum-slick thighs still glistening under the soft bedroom light.

“This is what I’ve been missing,” she said. “Someone who knows how to handle me. Who doesn’t ask permission. Who makes me feel things.”

James’s throat was dry. His voice came out barely above a whisper. “Do you love him?”

She didn’t answer right away.

Then: “Maybe. I don’t know. But I feel something when he touches me.”

Eric smirked at the door, already half-dressed. “She’ll figure it out.”

Kierra stood and walked past James toward the bathroom, trailing cum down her thighs. At the doorway, she paused.

“Clean up the sheets,” she said without looking back. “Then go sleep on the couch. I don’t want you in my bed tonight.”

The bathroom door shut with a click.

James stood there alone, camera in hand, heart in pieces, his jeans wet with shame. The bed was a mess of sweat and fluids and crushed fabric.

He knelt.

And he started pulling the sheets off.

The bathroom door clicked shut. Water started running a moment later.

James stood there for a few more seconds, frozen, camera still in his hands like a soldier who’d lost the war but hadn’t been told it was over. His eyes moved slowly across the bed—pillows stained with mascara and sweat, twisted sheets soaked in body fluids. The air was still warm, sticky, heavy.

He put the camera down on the dresser, carefully, like it was something fragile. His fingers hovered near it a moment longer before he finally turned toward the mess.

The sheets came off in chunks, clinging to themselves from the wetness soaked deep into the fabric. He avoided looking too long at the dark patch near the center of the mattress—where Eric had finished, where Kierra had screamed his name.

He balled the sheets in his arms, but something made him stop. Something pulled his eyes to the pillow at the top of the bed, where a faint imprint of Kierra’s cheek still pressed into the fabric. A smear of lipstick, a few strands of hair.

She’d been smiling when she came. Laughing, even. The kind of laugh that used to be his reward.

James pressed his face into the pillow before he could stop himself.

It still smelled like her. Her sweat, her perfume, the wine on her breath.

And beneath it—Eric.

A deep, masculine scent. Musky. Foreign. Animal.

He inhaled again, harder. He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t help it.

His cock twitched in his ruined jeans, and his breath hitched.

No... don’t…

But the shame only made it worse.

He dropped the sheets and sank to his knees at the edge of the bed, dragging the pillow down with him, clutching it tight. His face pressed into it again, burying himself in the filth of what he'd just watched. What he'd filmed. What he’d been reduced to.

He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t need to.

It was already building, hot and sick in his gut, crawling up through his spine like a virus he couldn’t stop. His balls tightened. His thighs clenched.

He groaned into the pillow as it hit him.

No hands. No friction. Just the smell of his wife’s sex—another man’s cum still thick in the air—and the sound of her moaning still replaying in his skull like a broken record.

He came.

Again.

Hard.

The release was fast, violent, another wet, throbbing mess into already-damp underwear. It pulsed in waves, each one sharper than the last, his whole body shaking as it poured out of him. No pleasure. Just pressure. Just shame.

He gasped, body curling forward, tears mixing with the drool on the pillow.

When it was over, he didn’t move.

His chest heaved against the edge of the bed, forehead pressed to the mattress, his fingers twisted tight into the fabric.

He felt filthy. Weak. Subhuman.

Like something she could walk past tomorrow and not even glance at.

The water in the bathroom was still running. He could hear her humming through the door.

Happy.

Satisfied.

He forced himself up, legs unsteady. His jeans clung to him, wet and sticking to his thighs. He looked down at himself and saw the second stain, darker than the first.

He wanted to scream. Or hit something. Or disappear.

Instead, he picked up the pillow again and shoved it into the laundry basket with the sheets. The mattress was bare now, the outline of her body still faint in the indentations. He found a spare sheet in the closet, shaking as he spread it over the bed.

She’d told him to sleep on the couch.

He didn’t argue.

Didn’t knock on the bathroom door. Didn’t ask for anything.

He gathered the camera gear and limped out of the bedroom with sticky jeans and hollow eyes, leaving the scent of sweat, cum, and someone else’s love behind.


Chapter Eight


The smell of bacon drew James out of a restless sleep.

His body ached from the couch, back knotted, neck stiff. He hadn’t changed his clothes. His jeans were still damp in the crotch, crusted from what had dried there the night before. He peeled them off without looking and tossed them into the hamper like they were infected.

The coffee machine burbled in the kitchen.

He followed the sound, sluggish, like he was moving through molasses. Kierra stood at the stove in a loose T-shirt, no bra, thong clearly visible through the thin fabric. She was barefoot, humming some pop song under her breath as she flipped bacon in the pan.

“Morning,” she said, not looking up.

James didn’t answer right away.

She plated the bacon, grabbed two mugs, and poured coffee like nothing had changed.

He finally found his voice. “About last night…”

Kierra turned and slid a mug across the island toward him. “What about it?”

“I just…” He hesitated, trying to find the right words. “That was different. You… you kissed him. You said things. It didn’t feel like the others.”

She sipped her coffee. Shrugged.

“So?”

James blinked. “So… is he more than just⁠—”

“I fucked someone else this morning.”

The words hit like a slap.

He stared at her, lips parting. “What?”

She didn’t even flinch. “Guy I met on the way back from the gym. We talked for a bit. He followed me to the parking lot. I let him eat me out in the back seat of his car.”

James felt the air leave his lungs.

“I didn’t even shower after Eric left,” she added, voice flat. “I still had his cum in me when that guy licked me clean. Pretty wild, right?”

He grabbed the edge of the counter for balance. His legs felt weak. “You didn’t tell me. You didn’t record it.”

Kierra finally looked at him.

Her eyes were cold.

Dead.

“I don’t need to tell you everything,” she said simply. “And I don’t need you watching every time.”

The words tore into him deeper than any insult ever had.

“But… that’s the rule,” James said, voice cracking. “I’m supposed to film. That’s⁠—”

“That was a rule you liked,” she cut in. “Made you feel like you were still part of it. Like you had a job. You don’t.”

He felt his face flush with heat, shame and disbelief mixing in his stomach like poison. “You broke the agreement.”

“No,” she said, tilting her head. “I changed it. That’s different.”

James stepped back. “So I don’t even matter now?”

Kierra sighed, annoyed. She leaned on the counter and looked at him like he was a child having a tantrum.

“You mattered while it was fun to tease you. To make you beg. But I don’t need an audience every time I get my pussy eaten in a parking lot.” She sipped her coffee again. “Sometimes I just want to cum. Fast. No lights, no camera, no permission.”

James’s mouth opened but no words came out.

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t make this dramatic. It was ten minutes. He didn’t even fuck me.”

“That’s not the point,” James said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You did it without me. You didn’t tell me. You hid it.”

“I didn’t hide it,” she said. “I just didn’t think you needed to know. What would you have done anyway? Jerk off in the hallway while I moaned his name?”

His throat tightened. Tears stung the back of his eyes, but he forced them down.

She walked past him toward the hallway, mug in hand.

At the doorway she paused and looked back over her shoulder. Her voice was soft, but not kind.

“You’re not the center of this anymore, James. You're just the guy I let sleep on the couch.”

She didn’t wait for a response.

The bedroom door shut behind her.

James stepped back. “So I don’t even matter now?”

Kierra sighed, annoyed. She leaned on the counter and looked at him like he was a child having a tantrum.

“You mattered while it was fun to tease you. To make you beg. But I don’t need an audience every time I get my pussy eaten in a parking lot.” She sipped her coffee again. “Sometimes I just want to cum. Fast. No lights, no camera, no permission.”

James’s mouth opened but no words came out.

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t make this dramatic. It was ten minutes. He didn’t even fuck me.”

“That’s not the point,” James said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You did it without me. You didn’t tell me. You hid it.”

“I didn’t hide it,” she said. “I just didn’t think you needed to know. What would you have done anyway? Jerk off in the hallway while I moaned his name?”

His throat tightened. Tears stung the back of his eyes, but he forced them down.

He stood there, staring at her, but she’d already turned away. Already moving on.

And that was what hurt the most.

It wasn’t the sex. It wasn’t even the lie.

It was the realization that he was no longer needed.

Not as a husband. Not as a lover. Not even as the cameraman.

He used to believe that behind the lens, he still had a role. A place. A thread of connection to her pleasure, even if he wasn’t the one giving it. Every frame he captured was proof he still belonged.

But now?

Now she fucked without him.

Came without him.

Existed without him.

He wasn't a part of her pleasure anymore.

He was just... there.

Kierra walked past him toward the hallway, mug in hand.

At the doorway she paused and looked back over her shoulder. Her voice was soft, but not kind.

“You’re not the center of this anymore, James. You're just the guy I let sleep on the couch.”

She didn’t wait for a response.

The bedroom door shut behind her.

James stood there alone in the kitchen, the smell of bacon turning his stomach. His hands curled into fists at his sides. The silence stretched, long and hollow.

The coffee grew cold.

So did he.

James stepped back. “So I don’t even matter now?”

Kierra sighed, annoyed. She leaned on the counter and looked at him like he was a child having a tantrum.

“You mattered while it was fun to tease you. To make you beg. But I don’t need an audience every time I get my pussy eaten in a parking lot.” She sipped her coffee again. “Sometimes I just want to cum. Fast. No lights, no camera, no permission.”

James’s mouth opened but no words came out.

She tilted her head, studying him now. Her eyes drifted downward, then back up. She smirked.

“You’re hard already, aren’t you?”

James clenched his jaw.

“You are,” she said, stepping around the counter slowly, eyes locked on the bulge forming in his sweats. “God, you’re pathetic.”

He flinched, but didn’t move.

Kierra stopped just in front of him, leaning in slightly, her voice dropping.

“Do you want to hear about it?” she asked, tone almost playful. “What he did?”

He said nothing.

She leaned closer, breath warm against his cheek. “He pulled my tights down in one smooth motion. Didn’t ask. Didn’t hesitate. Just shoved my seat back and climbed on top of me.”

James swallowed hard. His cock throbbed against the waistband of his sweats.

“He was hungry, baby,” she whispered. “Tasted Eric’s cum and didn’t care. Licked all around my hole like he was starved. Groaning into it while my legs were up on the dash. And I just let him. I didn’t even touch him. I just spread my legs wider and moaned.”

James’s knees wobbled. He shifted, trying to relieve the pressure, but it only made it worse.

“You should’ve heard the noises I made,” she said, pulling back, staring into his face. “Loud. Messy. My pussy was still leaking from the night before. And he licked it all up.”

His breathing hitched. He looked down. The bulge was unmistakable now, the fabric stretching with every twitch.

“Don’t,” she said sharply. “Don’t you dare touch it.”

He froze.

She leaned in again, lips brushing his ear. “You don’t get to jerk off to my stories. You don’t earn that.”

His cock jumped at her words.

“You just stand there,” she whispered, biting her lip. “Hard. Dripping. Useless.”

James’s eyes fluttered shut. His fists were tight at his sides, knuckles white, thighs trembling from how badly he needed to release. The ache was unbearable—like his cock was swelling too big for his body, throbbing with every beat of his heart.

“You want to cum right now, don’t you?” she teased.

He nodded slowly.

She smiled. Cold and cruel.

“Too fucking bad.”

Kierra stepped back and turned away, walking toward the hallway with her coffee in hand.

At the doorway she paused and looked over her shoulder.

“You’re not the center of this anymore, James,” she said. “You're just the guy I let sleep on the couch.”

She disappeared down the hall.

James was left alone.

Hard. Pulsing. Denied.

And he didn’t even try to touch himself.

Because somewhere deep down, he knew she was right.

Kierra disappeared down the hall.

James stood in the kitchen, unmoving, his cock pressing hard and angry against the front of his sweats. Every breath made it twitch. Every thought of her—her words, her smile while she told him what that stranger did to her—made the ache worse.

He didn’t touch himself. He wouldn’t dare.

But it didn’t stop the pulsing. The pressure. The maddening need.

And then, without warning, his chest tightened.

Tears blurred his vision.

He wiped them away fast, but they kept coming, hot and steady, running down his cheeks. He leaned on the counter, shoulders shaking, breath catching in his throat as his body trembled between humiliation and desperation.

His cock still throbbed.

Still begged.

The contradiction broke something in him.

He let out a choked sob, pressing his forehead to the cold granite. His knees buckled slightly, legs weak beneath him. The hardness in his pants wouldn’t go away. It pulsed with every heartbeat, taunting him, mocking him.

And she came back.

She didn’t ask why he was crying.

She didn’t even look surprised.

Kierra breezed past him in her gym shorts and sports bra, earbuds slung around her neck, a protein bar in her hand. Her ponytail bounced behind her as she opened the fridge.

James wiped his eyes, trying to pull himself together, but it was too late.

She looked at him.

Then at the bulge in his pants.

And laughed.

“Pathetic,” she said, biting into the bar. “Absolutely fucking pathetic.”

He didn’t answer.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t even breathe.

Kierra turned and walked back down the hallway, chewing as she went, already swiping through her phone like he was nothing more than noise.

James stood there, cock still swollen, cheeks wet with tears, heart hollow.

And she didn’t say another word.


Chapter Nine


The suitcase sat open on the bed, half-packed and wrinkled.

James stood over it like a man watching a coffin being filled. His hands moved without rhythm—grabbing shirts, socks, a pair of shoes that hadn’t seen daylight in months. Every zipper, every folded item, felt heavier than it should have.

He didn’t know where he’d go.

He just knew he couldn’t stay.

The house was quiet, too quiet. No music. No camera hum. No Kierra moaning for someone else. The silence only made the sound of the suitcase zipper louder, final. He paused with his hands on it, breathing through his nose.

Then came the voice.

“I thought you’d be smart enough to unpack by now.”

Kierra leaned in the doorway, arms folded, one hip cocked. Her face wore a half-smile. Not surprised. Not angry.

Amused.

“Where are you gonna go, baby?” she asked, stepping into the room like a cat approaching an injured bird. “Back to your mom’s? A hotel? Maybe sleep in your car, cry in the parking lot after your shifts?”

James looked down at the suitcase again. “I can’t do this anymore.”

She laughed. Not harsh. Just sharp enough to cut.

“Yes, you can. You’ll keep doing it. Because this—” she gestured to the room, the house, herself “—this is what you need. You’re not leaving. You’re folding. Like you always do.”

He didn’t answer.

She stepped closer, her voice softer now, a mock sweetness curling around each word. “You think leaving changes what you are?”

“I’m not your toy,” he muttered, but it didn’t come out strong.

Kierra tilted her head, walking past him now, circling the suitcase on the bed like she was inspecting it.

“You're exactly my toy,” she said. “You just don’t want to admit it today.”

James turned, jaw clenched, breathing shaky. “I’m not hard now. I’m not begging. I’m not fucking kneeling. So maybe you’re wrong.”

She raised an eyebrow.

Then reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head in one slow, fluid motion. No bra. Her breasts bounced free, her nipples already tight. She let the shirt fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her gym shorts and slid them down, inch by inch.

She didn’t rush.

Didn’t speak.

Her thong was soaked.

Kierra stepped out of the pile of clothes and stood there completely nude, confident, controlled. Her eyes never left his.

James’s breath caught in his throat.

His heart pounded.

And like a curse, his cock started to rise.

She smiled.

“Still not begging?”

James backed up a step, but his knees wobbled. His legs touched the edge of the bed.

She walked closer, slow and deliberate, hips swaying, her bare skin glowing in the light from the window. When she stopped in front of him, her scent hit him—familiar, warm, addictive. His knees buckled before he could stop them.

And he dropped.

Right there.

Kneeling.

The suitcase beside him, forgotten.

His eyes locked on the space between her thighs, on the glistening pink just barely visible between soft, trimmed lips. His mouth watered. His cock pulsed.

She ran her fingers down her stomach, then lower.

“I was going to shower,” she said. “But maybe you should remind yourself what you’re throwing away.”

Her fingers slid between her folds, spreading herself open.

He whimpered.

“Look at what you're walking out on,” she whispered, her voice thick with heat. “Look at what you’ll never taste again. You really want this pussy in someone else's mouth tonight?”

James swallowed hard.

She stepped forward, close enough that her inner thigh brushed his cheek.

“Beg,” she said. “If you're gonna stay, you beg.”

He didn’t even hesitate.

“Please,” he whispered. “Please let me taste you.”

Her smile widened.

“There he is.”

He didn’t know how long he stayed there, on his knees, face buried between her thighs.

Long enough for his knees to go numb. Long enough to lose track of his name.

When she finally stepped back, slick and shining from his tongue, James looked up at her like a man resurfacing after drowning. His lips were wet. His face was flushed. His chest heaved like he’d run a mile.

Kierra looked down at him, calm. Her breathing steady, her body already cooling. She picked up her gym shorts and wiped between her legs, casually, like he hadn’t just worshipped her like a dying man begging for salvation.

James stayed on his knees.

His hands trembled.

The taste of her was still thick on his tongue—her, not him, never him. She hadn’t touched his cock once. He’d been rock hard the entire time. But this wasn’t about his release. It never was.

“I was really going to leave,” he said suddenly, voice hoarse.

She looked over, tugging her tank top back down over her breasts. “No, you weren’t.”

“I packed a fucking bag.”

“You zipped a suitcase,” she corrected. “Then you knelt.”

James swallowed hard.

His throat burned. Shame crept up the back of his neck. The pressure in his chest felt too big to contain anymore. He pressed a hand to his chest like he could stop it—control it—but it just kept building.

“I hate this,” he said. The words were quiet. Flat.

Kierra raised a brow. “You hate what?”

“This. You. All of it.” He looked up at her, eyes wet and furious. “I hate what you’re doing to me. I hate what I’ve turned into. I don’t even recognize myself anymore.”

She didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

“I hate that I’m on my knees. I hate that I get hard when you talk about fucking strangers. I hate that you can tell me to stay and I stay. That I don’t even fight it anymore. I hate it.”

His voice cracked at the last word.

Silence stretched between them. Long. Unforgiving.

James’s hands curled into fists against the floor.

“But I need it,” he whispered.

That broke him.

His face crumpled. A sob slipped out—sharp, ugly—and he bit it back, trying to breathe, trying not to fall apart in front of her. But it was too late.

“I need you to tell me when I can cum,” he said, his voice shaking. “I need to hear you laugh at me. I need to see you get off on someone else’s cock. I hate it, but I fucking need it.”

Kierra stepped closer. Not fast. Not soft.

Just steady.

She crouched in front of him, tilting his chin up with two fingers.

His eyes were red, glassy, broken.

“You're addicted,” she said, voice low. “To me. To this.”

James nodded, slowly, like it hurt to admit it.

She studied his face for a moment. Then leaned in and kissed his forehead.

“You’ll never leave,” she said softly.

And she was right.

Kierra didn’t say a word as she stood and walked out.

James stayed where he was, kneeling, dazed, the taste of her still thick in his mouth.

The suitcase was still on the bed, clothes half-folded, a pair of socks hanging off the edge. His hands twitched like he might reach for it again.

He didn’t.

He heard her voice a few minutes later—soft, casual. Somewhere in the house. On the phone.

“Yeah,” she said, walking back into view, already dressed again. “Tonight’s good. You still have the address?”

James stood slowly, legs aching, back stiff. He walked to the hallway just in time to see her hang up. She didn’t look surprised to find him watching.

She was already in her makeup drawer, freshening up like it was nothing.

He stared at her reflection in the mirror. “Who was that?”

She didn’t answer right away. Just applied a fresh coat of gloss, blotted it, and turned.

“Someone who actually makes me cum,” she said. “Unlike you.”

James’s stomach twisted. “You just came.”

“That wasn’t for me,” she said, brushing past him. “That was for you. A reminder. Now this… this is for me.”

He followed her, slow, numb.

“Is he coming here?”

Kierra nodded. “You’ll film it.”

James opened his mouth. Closed it. His cock was already hard again, pressing against his pants like it hadn’t just betrayed him twenty minutes ago.

“I thought…” he tried to say. “I thought tonight was about us. About⁠—”

“It is,” she said. “It’s about you accepting your place.”

She disappeared into the bedroom and reappeared in the doorway ten minutes later, wrapped in a short robe. She was barefoot, legs smooth, skin still glowing from earlier. There was no lingerie this time. No theatrics.

Just her.

And ownership.

“Tripod’s in the closet,” she said. “Bring it to the bedroom.”

James did.

When the doorbell rang, she didn’t flinch.

He recognized the guy. Not Eric. Not Damon. A new one. Black. Tall. Broad shoulders, cocky smile, expensive watch. He introduced himself as Malik, like it mattered.

Kierra kissed him at the door. Tongue deep. No hesitation.

James set the camera up with numb fingers.

By the time he hit record, Malik was already undressing her.

She didn’t undress herself this time—he did. Like she was his. Like James wasn’t even in the room.

They fell onto the bed, mouths tangled, Kierra moaning into his kiss while Malik’s hands slid over her thighs.

James adjusted the focus.

He stood behind the camera.

Hard. Silent.

Forgotten.

Malik kissed her neck as he spread her legs, groaning as he rubbed between her folds.

“Goddamn,” he muttered. “You’re already dripping.”

“I stay wet,” Kierra whispered, staring at the ceiling. “They keep me wet.”

Malik lined up, pushing in slow.

Kierra arched her back and gasped, her fingers curling into the sheets.

James flinched.

The sounds—the slap of skin, the low grunts, the soft yes, right there from her lips—filled the room. He wanted to scream. To cry again. But he did what she told him.

He filmed.

Kierra turned her head mid-thrust and locked eyes with him.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. “Get every angle.”

James adjusted the frame. Zoomed in. Focused.

His cock throbbed against the inside of his jeans. Every time Malik bottomed out inside her, it twitched. Every moan Kierra gave made James ache. He wasn’t sure anymore if it was jealousy, arousal, or both—just that it hurt.

And then Kierra said it.

Soft. Clear. Unforgiving.

“You’re never leaving,” she moaned. “This is your life.”

Malik grinned, pounding harder.

James didn’t reply.

Didn’t cry.

Didn’t speak.

He just stared through the viewfinder, breathing hard, dick stiff and leaking in his pants while his wife got fucked in their bed.

Kierra’s moans grew louder, sharper, more real.

Malik had her bent over now, one hand twisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip as he pounded her from behind. Her ass rippled with every thrust. Her voice echoed off the bedroom walls.

“Harder, baby. Fuck, right there—right there…”

James kept the camera steady, hands trembling.

His cock was rock hard, pressing against the seam of his jeans. He hadn’t touched it once. She hadn’t told him to. And that rule—that sick, awful rule—held him like a leash.

His jaw tightened. He blinked fast.

Tears blurred the viewfinder.

He sniffed. Swallowed.

No one noticed.

Malik was too busy groaning through his teeth as her pussy gripped his cock. Kierra was panting, drooling on the sheets, clawing the mattress like an animal in heat.

She was somewhere else.

Far from James.

“Shit, this pussy’s fucking unreal,” Malik gasped, slapping her ass. “You ever scream like this for your husband?”

Kierra didn’t hesitate.

“Never.”

That broke him.

James’s grip loosened on the camera. His knees gave out. He slid to the floor beside the tripod, breathing hard, tears streaking his cheeks.

He still didn’t touch himself.

His cock ached—throbbed—leaked into his boxers, soaked the waistband. His entire body buzzed with desperation and shame.

“James,” Kierra moaned, looking back mid-thrust, sweat glistening down her spine. “Get a close-up of him finishing in me.”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t speak.

Just nodded.

He dragged himself back up, shaky hands adjusting the angle. Malik pulled her cheeks apart, groaning, and slammed into her one last time with a guttural sound that made James’s stomach twist.

“Fuck—fuck—take it, bitch,” Malik growled.

Kierra screamed into the pillows.

James zoomed in.

Watched her body jolt, watched her twitch and clench around Malik’s thick shaft as he emptied inside her.

When Malik pulled out, Kierra reached back, spreading her pussy open wide.

“Come here,” she said.

James hesitated.

She didn’t raise her voice. Just repeated it, slower.

“Come. Here.”

He let the camera roll.

He crawled across the floor like a dog.

Kneeling between her thighs, his face close to her swollen, used cunt, he stared as cum leaked out in thick, wet globs. His lips parted on instinct.

“Clean it,” she whispered.

And he did.

His tongue touched her, slow at first. Then deeper. His face buried in the mixture of her and Malik, his mouth full of heat, salt, and shame.

He licked until nothing dripped.

He licked until she moaned again.

He licked until he could taste ownership.

When she finally pulled away, James was still on his knees, face soaked, lips swollen, cock aching worse than ever. He wasn’t crying anymore.

He was empty.

Kierra stood above him, one foot between his knees, looking down at what was left.

“You’re not my husband anymore,” she said softly.

James looked up at her.

And whispered.

“I know.”


Chapter Ten


The tripod wasn’t even needed this time.

James was the tripod.

Camera in hand, kneeling. Shirt clinging to his back with sweat. Breathing slow, controlled, the way Kierra taught him to—no shaking, no gasping, no distractions. He was here to capture, not participate.

The bedroom had been cleared of clutter. Just the bed, the lights, and her.

And them.

Alex. Sam. Ray. Dusty. Cody.

All five.

They hadn’t come at once. Kierra planned it. Scheduled it. Like she was hosting a tasting menu, and James was just the staff.

Each man showed up on time.

Each man kissed her differently.

Each man took his turn.

She hadn’t worn lingerie. She wore nothing. She answered the door naked, smiling, kissed them deep, then turned to James and said, “Start recording.”

The camera beeped.

That was the beginning of his new life.

Kierra didn’t fake it. Didn’t perform for him. She performed for them. Moaned for them. Smiled when they complimented her body. Laughed when they slapped her ass. Bit her lip when they called her a whore.

And James filmed it all.

Every angle.

Face. Breasts. Full-body. Close-up between her legs. Low angles when they made her ride. Over-the-shoulder shots when they took her from behind.

“Get it from the dresser,” she’d say, breathless mid-thrust.

“Switch lenses,” when the bed creaked too loud.

“Zoom in on the stretch,” as Ray pushed into her ass, groaning.

James obeyed.

He didn’t argue. Didn’t blink. Didn’t adjust the bulge in his pants, even as it swelled, useless and twitching with need. He didn’t dare touch it.

Kierra never said he could.

Dusty grabbed her hair and pulled her mouth open. “Damn, you trained her well, man,” he laughed, looking right into the lens.

James gave a small nod, adjusting the focus.

“She doesn’t gag,” Dusty added, sliding deep into her throat. “Fuckin’ perfect little slut.”

James’s jaw clenched.

He caught every second.

When Cody laid back and let her ride, Kierra turned her head toward James, sweat dripping from her chin. Her body bounced with every stroke, tits swaying, thighs shaking.

“Make sure you get his cum face,” she said, smiling.

James moved to the side, angling for the perfect shot as Cody groaned, his hands gripping her ass tight.

She milked him dry, slow, moaning loud enough for the mic to catch everything.

Then she didn’t stop.

She moved to the next one.

And the next.

They came inside her. On her tits. In her mouth.

She didn’t clean up between.

By the time Alex came last, her face and stomach were slick, her pussy puffy, leaking down her thighs. Her moans were hoarse, broken, but still needy.

She loved it.

James adjusted the lighting as Alex finished on her cheek.

Kierra turned to the camera, cum dripping from her lips, her eyes locked on him through the lens.

“Still hard, baby?” she whispered.

James said nothing.

He was sweating, panting quietly, his cock an aching lump in his jeans. Flaccid now from the denial, but still sensitive, still begging for something it would never get.

She leaned back on the bed, legs spread, pussy wide open, used, stretched, raw and leaking.

“Get a wide shot,” she ordered. “All of it.”

James obeyed.

He adjusted the focus.

Steady hands.

Auto exposure off.

Camera light on.

She was spread wide in the center of the frame, cum dripping down her thighs, her body used and worshipped and ruined in the most beautiful way he’d ever seen.

And she wasn’t his.

She never had been.

The idea that she was—that they were still a couple, that he still had a place beside her in this house, in this bed, in this life—that was the last lie he’d been holding onto.

And it was dead now.

He wasn’t her husband.

He wasn’t her partner.

He was her audience.

He was the shadow in the corner that made sure every angle was caught, every moan recorded, every thrust preserved forever. He was the one who stayed hard for hours without ever being touched. The one who didn’t cum unless told. The one who cleaned her, edited her, cropped her image perfectly so she could be worshipped the way she deserved to be.

He was the tool. The lens. The tripod.

He was the cameraman.

And fuck… there was relief in it.

Real relief.

Because for the first time since she bent him over this line and made him crawl, there was no confusion left. No blurred lines. No delusion about what he meant to her. About what she saw when she looked at him.

She didn’t look for strength.

She didn’t look for protection.

She looked for obedience.

And he gave it.

Gladly.

He was hard again, even though it ached, even though it had been hours, even though he was leaking and empty and full of nothing but breath and need and shame. He didn’t even want to cum anymore.

He just wanted to be useful.

The men in the room laughed.

Someone slapped her ass.

She moaned and rolled onto her back, her body spread like a gift for the camera, her eyes fluttering.

James zoomed in instinctively. Smooth. Professional.

No shaking now.

No hesitation.

He knew who he was.

And he finally—finally—stopped fighting it.

Kierra shifted on the bed, her legs sliding closed, skin slick, thighs glistening. The other men were already getting dressed, half-laughing, passing around a bottle of water like it had all been just a workout. None of them looked at James.

She did.

Still naked. Still flushed. Her body used, glowing with it. Hair stuck to her cheeks. Lips swollen.

She looked past the lights. Past the camera.

Into him.

Straight into the lens like she was staring down his fucking soul.

And she smiled.

Not cruel. Not playful.

Final.

“Still recording?” she asked, voice low.

James swallowed.

“Yes.”

“Good.” She leaned forward slightly, elbows on her knees, her breasts hanging heavy between her arms. Her face inches from the lens now. “Because I want this part to be clear.”

He adjusted the focus without thinking, framing her perfectly.

“You’re not my husband anymore,” she said. “You’re not my lover. You’re not a man I fuck.”

James’s cock twitched, hopeless.

“You’re the one who films me getting fucked,” she continued. “You’re the one who kneels on the floor with his dick in his pants while five other men make me cum.”

Her voice didn’t waver.

“You don’t get to ask questions. You don’t get to have needs. You don’t get to be anything but what you are now.”

She leaned in closer. Her lips almost touching the glass.

“You’re mine,” she whispered. “And you’re exactly where you belong.”

She paused.

Let it sink in.

Then, the final cut.

“Kneeling. Filming. Never fucking.”

Click.

She reached forward and tapped the button.

Recording stopped.

The screen went black.

Recording ended.

But James kept kneeling.

The room buzzed around him—zippers, casual jokes, the sound of a water bottle crinkling. The smell of sweat and cum and her still hung heavy in the air. The lights stayed on. The lens was still warm under his palm.

He didn’t move.

Not because he was frozen.

Because he was content.

Her words echoed in his skull, repeating like a prayer burned into flesh:

“You’re mine.”

“You’re exactly where you belong.”

“Kneeling. Filming. Never fucking.”

She hadn’t said it with affection. Not with a trace of love.

But she’d said mine.

That word wrapped around him like a leash he never wanted taken off.

She hadn’t forgotten him.

She hadn’t ignored him.

She’d defined him.

And that… made something inside him settle. Not in defeat—but in belonging. There was a role carved out for him now, so clean and sharp it felt inevitable.

He wasn’t her man. He wasn’t her equal.

He was her obedient cuck. Her property with a camera.

And for the first time since this began, the chaos was gone.

No jealousy. No rage. No confusion.

Only clarity.

Only purpose.

He looked up from the camera, breath slow, heart full of something he couldn’t even name—something close to happiness, if happiness could crawl.

He waited.

Still kneeling.

Still hard.

Still untouched.

Waiting for her next command.

Exactly where he belonged.


Locked and Loaded


To the ones who kneel,

to the ones who ache,

to the ones who find freedom in surrender.

And to those who dare to turn the key.


Chapter One


The bathroom mirror didn’t make it easier. Harsh LED lighting lit up every inch of his naked body, casting sharp shadows on skin that looked more pale than usual. Dustin stood there, cock in hand—not hard, not soft either. Just waiting.

On the sink beside him sat the box. No label. No instructions. Just the cold metal contraption he’d been reading about for months. It looked smaller in real life. Smaller and meaner. Like it was designed to punish, not protect.

He picked it up again, turning it in his hand, heart pounding. The weight of it felt heavier than it should. Final.

His fingers trembled as he slid the ring behind his balls, then pressed his cock down into the tube. The metal was smooth, unforgiving. It didn't hurt—but it humiliated. He clicked the cage shut with a shaky breath, the tiny lock snapping closed with a metallic snick.

His reflection looked back at him: a grown man, caged like a dog.

He hated how hard his heart was beating. Hated how his balls throbbed already.

He jumped at the sound of the bedroom door creaking open.

"Baby?" Olivia's voice carried in casual, half-distracted.

Shit.

Before he could grab a towel or close the door, she was already standing there—framed in the doorway, arms crossed, still in her gym leggings and hoodie, a protein shake half-finished in her hand. Her eyes dropped instantly.

The silence was molten.

"...What the hell is that?"

Dustin froze. His mouth opened, then closed again. Nothing came out.

She stepped forward slowly, not angry—curious. She set the shake down on the counter, leaned one hip against it. Her eyes didn’t leave his groin.

“You... locking it up now?” she asked, her voice low. Not mocking. Almost impressed.

He stammered, “I—I was just trying it. I didn’t think you’d⁠—”

"You didn’t think I'd what? Walk in and catch you locking your dick in a fucking cage?" she said, raising her brows. Then, before he could answer, she chuckled. “You kinky little bastard. When were you planning to tell me?”

He wanted to sink through the floor. His whole body flushed with heat. “I don’t know. I was just... curious.”

She stepped closer. Her eyes never left the locked cage. She looked fascinated, almost predatory.

“It’s small,” she said bluntly. “Tiny, even.”

Dustin wanted to look away, but couldn’t.

Her voice softened, took on that tone she used when she wanted something. “Does it lock?”

He nodded once.

“Then lock it.”

His breath caught. “It... it already is.”

She smiled. Not sweet. Not cruel either. Something in-between. Something dangerous.

“Good.” She turned away, walked out of the bathroom like she’d just checked the mail. Left him standing there, caged, shaking, brain on fire.
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Olivia sat on the edge of the bed, one leg crossed over the other, pulling her hoodie off like it was just another night. Like she hadn’t just ordered her husband to cage his cock.

She didn’t say anything. Not right away. She just watched him. Her gaze traveled over his chest, then lower, pausing at the little silver bulge between his thighs.

Dustin stood there awkwardly, trying to hide nothing with his hands. The cage pressed tight against his skin, cold and inescapable. It hadn’t even been five minutes and already he could feel himself pressing against it, twitching with confusion and helpless arousal.

“You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Why?”

He swallowed. “I don’t know. I thought maybe it would turn you on. Or maybe help me stop... you know... bothering you so much.”

Olivia tilted her head. “Bothering me?”

“You haven’t really... been in the mood, lately.”

She smirked. “So you locked yourself up instead of talking to me?”

He looked down, cheeks hot. “I didn’t think you’d... want to hear about it.”

She stood. Walked toward him. Close enough that he smelled the faint sweat from her workout, the sweet vanilla of her body lotion. Close enough that he could feel the heat off her skin. She reached down casually and tapped the cage with one fingernail—tink.

“Do you like it?”

He hesitated. “I think so.”

“Does it hurt?”

“No. Not really.”

She stepped behind him, dragged a single finger across his back, down his spine. “And what if I told you I did like it?”

He turned toward her, surprised. “You do?”

“I didn’t say that,” she said smoothly. “I said what if.”

His mouth opened, but no words came out.

“I think it’s cute,” she said, stepping in front of him again. “Honestly. A little pathetic. But cute. Like... a puppy with a shock collar. Harmless. Loyal. Always ready to beg.”

He flinched, but his cock twitched hard behind the cage, straining uselessly.

She noticed. Smiled. “You really like that, don’t you? Being talked down to?”

“I don’t know.”

She rolled her eyes. “You do.”

Then she turned and walked toward the bed. Her fingers hooked in the waistband of her leggings, sliding them down over her hips. No underwear. Bare ass, soft curves, that smooth skin he hadn’t tasted in months.

She laid back on the bed, spreading her legs with a sigh. One hand between her thighs, the other behind her head. She looked at him casually, like he was the TV remote.

“Sit down,” she said. “On the chair.”

He did, confused.

“You locked it,” she said, her voice thickening. “So you don’t get to fuck me tonight.”

He stared.

She started touching herself.
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Her fingers slid between her folds, slow and deliberate. She was already wet. It caught the light, glistening between her thighs as she spread them a little wider.

Dustin couldn’t stop staring.

He sat on the chair like she told him, hands gripping the sides, the caged bulge between his legs now painfully tight. His cock was trying to swell, pushing hard against steel that didn’t give an inch. He could feel his heartbeat in his balls. The pressure was maddening.

And she knew it.

Olivia looked right at him, her fingers gliding in lazy circles, slick sounds filling the silence between her soft moans.

“You really haven’t touched me in months,” she said, not accusing—just factual. “I forgot how good this feels.”

“I wanted to,” he breathed. “I’ve wanted to every day.”

She hummed. “You had a weird way of showing it.”

Her fingers dipped deeper, two now. She arched her back, mouth parting in a quiet gasp. Dustin’s jaw clenched. He leaned forward slightly, eyes wide, hypnotized.

She opened her eyes and caught him staring.

“Don’t move.”

He froze.

“Hands on the chair. Back straight.”

She kept fingering herself, wetness building as her moans grew louder. Her thighs trembled slightly with each slow thrust. Her nipples were stiff and visible through her thin tank top, brushing against the fabric as her hips started to rock.

“God,” she whispered, eyes fluttering closed. “You have no idea what it’s like to finally touch myself without you whining about it.”

His cock throbbed violently behind the bars.

She looked at him again. Her expression was different now—glazed over, hungry, electric with power.

“You want to be inside me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You won’t be. Not for a long time.”

His hands gripped the chair tighter. He whimpered without meaning to. She smiled.

She spread herself wide with her fingers, letting him see everything. Her clit was swollen, pink and needy, glistening with her arousal. She rubbed tight circles around it, faster now.

“Do you know what I’m thinking about?” she asked.

He shook his head.

“I’m thinking about someone else doing this. Someone not locked in a little cage like a neutered dog.”

His breath caught in his throat.

She groaned louder, hips lifting off the bed. “Someone with a real cock. One that actually works.”

He couldn’t speak. He was sweating, mouth dry, heart pounding.

She cried out, legs shaking, back arching as her orgasm hit. She fucked herself through it with practiced, greedy strokes. Her moans were loud—raw, unfiltered. Not like the ones she used to give him. These were real.

When she finally relaxed, her legs fell open wide, her fingers dripping.

She glanced over at him, flushed, glowing, her cunt still twitching between her thighs.

“You did good,” she said breathlessly. “Now keep sitting there.”

Dustin swallowed hard. “Are you... are you gonna unlock me now?”

She laughed. Actually laughed. Short, cruel, amused.

“No, baby. You don’t get to cum. You gave that up.”

She stood, picked up her phone from the nightstand, and slipped her leggings back on—slowly, no underwear. She didn’t even bother cleaning herself up. Her wetness soaked into the fabric, leaving a visible patch that made his stomach twist.

She walked out of the room, tossing her tank top over her shoulder.

A few seconds later, her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

He looked down.

Jace: Friday still on?


Chapter Two


Dustin woke up with the cage pressing against him like punishment.

It wasn't just physical. It was psychological—aching, humiliating, constant. Every time he stirred in his sleep, every time a half-forgotten dream pulled him back into her scent, her taste, the memories of her body, the cage reminded him: no. No touch. No release. No ownership. Not anymore.

He lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling. Olivia’s light footsteps moved around in the kitchen. He heard the fridge, the pop of the toaster, the low hum of music from her phone.

She was humming.

He sat up slowly, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. His balls ached. The cage felt heavier than it had the night before. He padded into the kitchen wearing only a T-shirt and boxers, the tiny steel bulge clearly outlined in the thin fabric.

She didn’t turn right away. She was in one of his old T-shirts—oversized, stretched around her hips, clinging to her ass. No shorts. No panties. Her bare legs caught the light as she moved between the counter and stove.

“Morning,” she said cheerfully.

He tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “Morning.”

She turned finally, holding her mug in one hand and her phone in the other. Her eyes dropped immediately to the cage. She didn’t even try to hide her smile.

“Still locked up?”

He nodded.

She walked over and pressed her fingers against the metal through his boxers. Light. Teasing. She didn’t look at him—she watched her own hand.

“You didn’t even try to take it off?”

“No,” he said quietly.

She took a sip of coffee, not moving her hand. “Good.”

She let go and went back to the stove like she hadn’t just fondled his prison.

They ate in silence at first. He poked at his eggs. She scrolled her phone with lazy fingers. Every so often, it buzzed. A faint little smirk tugged at the corners of her mouth.

Finally, she broke the quiet.

“Do you remember Jace?”

He looked up, confused. “What?”

“From my old job. The guy who used to flirt with me at happy hour. Tall, always smelled like cologne and trouble.”

“Yeah… I remember.”

“He still texts me.”

Dustin’s fork stopped.

“He always used to ask if I was ‘still married to that boring guy.’”

His stomach turned. “He said that?”

She smiled. “He’s not wrong.”

His jaw tightened.

“I told him you were experimenting now,” she said casually. “That you were exploring new ways to please me.”

“You told him about the cage?”

She raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t have to. He got the hint.”

Another buzz. She glanced at her screen and laughed.

“He wants to get drinks. This Friday.”

“What did you say?”

“I said maybe.” She sipped her coffee. “Depending on what I find to wear.”

She looked directly at him then.

“You’re coming with me today. I need a new dress.”

She didn’t wait for agreement. She tossed him a pair of jeans and told him to grab the keys.

By the time they got to the mall, Olivia was on a mission. She walked ahead, her hips swaying just enough to draw eyes from every man they passed. She wore skin-tight leggings and a crop top that showed off her stomach and the swell of her tits. She didn’t care who stared.

Dustin noticed. She knew he did.

At the first boutique, she grabbed hangers like they were weapons. Tiny dresses. Clingy skirts. Tops that barely qualified as clothing. She held each one up against her body and watched his reaction.

“This one’s slutty, right?” she asked, holding a red one with a neckline that plunged past her sternum.

“Yeah.”

“Think he’ll like it?”

He tried to hide the look on his face. Failed.

She smiled. “I think so too.”

She tossed it in his arms. “Carry this.”

He followed her through the store, holding her growing pile of potential fuckwear. She didn’t slow down.

At one point, a young male clerk offered to help. Olivia turned around, holding a short black dress against her thighs.

“Is it too tight in the back?” she asked, turning to show off the curve of her ass.

The clerk stammered. “Uh—n-no, ma’am. I think it fits perfect.”

She laughed. “Tighter is better, right?”

Dustin watched the kid’s eyes drag across her hips. Olivia didn’t even glance his way.

They left the boutique, and she ducked into a lingerie store next.

She picked up a matching lace bra and panty set—white, see-through, pointless.

“You think I should wear anything under that dress?”

He shook his head.

She leaned close, her voice low. “Good answer.”

In the changing room, she made him wait on a bench just outside the curtain. Other women passed by, smirking at the man holding armfuls of women’s clothing, clutching a purse that wasn’t his.

Then her voice called out.

“Dustin. Come zip me.”

He stepped inside.

The curtain fell closed behind him.

The black dress clung to her like it had been poured onto her skin. It stopped halfway down her thighs and dipped between her breasts. Her back was bare, and the zipper was halfway up.

She didn’t wear anything underneath.

“Help me,” she said, watching him in the mirror.

He stepped behind her and tugged the zipper slowly, trying not to brush her skin, failing anyway. Her warmth bled through his fingertips.

“You’re shaking.”

“I’m not.”

“You are,” she said. “You’re about to explode in that little cage.”

He said nothing.

She turned to face him, tits pushed up, dress hugging every inch of her.

“Tell me you want me to wear this for Jace.”

His lips parted, then closed.

Her voice turned sharp. “Say it, Dustin.”

He exhaled. “I want you to wear it for Jace.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I want you to wear that dress so he’ll want to fuck you.”

She smiled.

“Good boy.”

She took out her phone and snapped a mirror selfie. He caught a glimpse of the screen. She was sending it. To him.

“Who was that for?”

She slipped the phone back into her purse. “Not you.”

They ate lunch in the food court. She handed him her bag and her purse, then walked three feet ahead. Like she didn’t know him. Like he was an assistant.

Her phone kept buzzing.

She was smiling the whole time.

He finally asked.

“You’re really going to meet him?”

“Maybe,” she said, chewing a fry. “He says he wants to fuck me bent over a hotel sink. With the mirror in front of me.”

She dipped a fry in ketchup.

“He asked if I’d let you watch.”

Dustin went silent.

“You’d watch, wouldn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’d kneel. Like a good little husband.”

She licked her fingers. “And when he came inside me, you’d lick it out.”

He stared.

“Say you’d do it.”

He looked around. “Olivia, not here…”

She leaned over the table, her voice soft and deadly.

“Say. It.”

His breath hitched.

“I’d do it.”

She smiled.

“You’re gonna be such a good little clean-up boy.”

On the drive home, he stopped at a gas station. Said he had to pee.

Inside the bathroom, he locked the door and yanked his jeans down. The cage was pulsing. His cock was trying so hard to get hard it hurt. He tugged at the base, tried to pull it out, tried to rub himself against the porcelain edge of the sink.

Nothing. No relief.

He gripped the sink and stared at himself in the mirror. A man. A prisoner. A cuck.

At home, she disappeared into the bedroom.

He waited on the couch.

When she emerged, she was wearing the dress again. Heels. No bra. No panties.

“You think I should wear this Friday?”

He couldn’t look away.

“I think he’ll love it.”

She stepped closer.

“He’s gonna take me from behind. Grab my hair. Make me scream his name.”

Her hand slid over the cage.

“And you’ll be in the next room, listening.”

His voice cracked. “Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please unlock me.”

She laughed. “Oh, baby. No. You’re going to feel every minute of it.”

She pushed him onto the couch and straddled his face.

“Lick me,” she ordered. “Pretend it’s already his cum.”

He obeyed.

And she came.

Not for him.

Not because of him.

In spite of him.


Chapter Three


Dustin had checked in an hour ago. The suite was nice—too nice. Queen bed. Crisp linens. Soft lighting. Candles on the dresser. Wine chilling in a silver bucket. Two glasses, polished. One man. One mission.

Make it romantic. Then disappear.

He stood in the center of the room, staring at the door that connected to the second suite. Locked. Waiting.

He adjusted his pants for the tenth time, useless. His cock hadn’t gone soft in hours. Every heartbeat made the cage tighter. Every breath made it worse.

His phone buzzed.

“We’re in the lobby. Be ready.”

He stepped to the mirror. Tried to fix his hair. Tried to look… neutral. Not aroused. Not broken. Just invisible.

He heard the elevator.

He opened the door just as it dinged.

And there she was.

Olivia walked out like she owned the place. Her heels clicked against the polished tile, the black dress clinging to her curves like it had been painted on. No bra. No panties. Hair curled, lips glossy, eyes sharp.

She didn’t smile at him.

She didn’t say hi.

She handed him her phone.

“Put it on the charger in the other room. Don’t open it. Don’t look at it.”

He nodded. “Yes.”

Behind her was Jace.

Tall. Confident. Dressed in a button-down and tailored slacks, like he was headed to a fucking date night. His eyes flicked over Dustin once—dismissive. Then straight back to Olivia’s ass.

“You remembered the wine?” she asked, still not looking at Dustin.

“Yes.”

She turned to Jace, her voice soft and sultry. “You thirsty?”

“For you,” he said, grabbing her ass without hesitation.

She giggled—high and real and young. The same giggle she used to give him.

Dustin’s stomach turned.

“Go,” she told him. “Prep the room. I’ll knock when I’m ready.”

He nodded and stepped aside, holding the door open as they passed. Olivia brushed his arm with her fingers—deliberate. Jace didn’t even look at him.

The door clicked shut.

Locked.

Dustin stood in the empty room.

His chest felt tight.

He poured the wine with shaking hands, placed the glasses on the table, lit the candles, fluffed the pillows, wiped the bathroom mirror one last time.

Then he sat on the edge of the bed.

And waited.

Ten minutes passed.

Then twenty.

Then he heard it.

A low chuckle. Jace’s voice—muffled but deep.

Olivia laughing. Moaning.

Then a thump—the bed. Springs squeaking.

He stood. Moved to the wall.

Then he heard her.

“Fuck… yes… just like that.”

His legs gave out. He slid to the floor.

It started slow. Giggling. Kissing. Then the rhythm changed.

Her moans got louder. Longer. She begged.

“Deeper… yeah… just like that…”

Then Jace’s voice, rough and cocky.

“Tight little pussy, baby.”

Slap.

She gasped.

“Harder.”

Another slap.

Dustin’s heart slammed in his chest. His cock fought the cage so violently he thought it might snap off.

“He’s next door,” she said between moans.

“Let him fucking hear it,” Jace growled.

“Oh my God, YES…”

He pressed his forehead to the wall.

Sweat beaded down his back.

He imagined them: Jace pinning her down, that thick cock splitting her open, Olivia biting the pillow, crying into it, stretching around someone who wasn’t her husband.

He imagined her eyes rolling back.

He imagined her cumming.

And then he didn’t have to imagine anymore.

She screamed.

“I’m cumming! F-Fuck, don’t stop!”

The bed slammed again.

Then Jace’s voice.

“Take it. Take that dick like your husband can’t give you.”

“I am, I AM! Yes!”

“He locked his cock so I could wreck you.”

“Yes! Yes! It’s yours now!”

Dustin clutched the carpet, convulsing. He couldn’t breathe.

“Say it,” Jace demanded.

“It’s yours! It’s your cock now!”

He didn’t know how long it went on.

He didn’t know how many times she came.

At one point, she screamed his name—Dustin—not with love, but with mockery.

“You listening, baby?! This is what a real man feels like!”

He pressed his hands over his ears.

It didn’t matter.

Then silence.

A moan.

A deep grunt.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum…”

“Inside,” she begged. “Fill me.”

“You sure?”

“He’ll clean it.”

“Fuck yes…”

Then a long groan.

Then wet, messy, squelching sounds.

Then nothing.

The knock came ten minutes later. Gentle.

He stood on rubber legs. Opened the connecting door.

She was on the bed, naked, sprawled out, her body shining with sweat. Her hair was a mess. Her pussy… was destroyed. Red. Puffy. Glazed with cum.

She didn’t say anything.

She just looked at him.

Pointed to the floor.

“Knees.”

He obeyed.

She rolled onto her side, lifted one leg.

“Clean me.”

His tongue touched her folds.

She was still warm.

He tasted Jace’s cum immediately. Thick. Bitter. His stomach turned—but his cock tried to fight the cage again. It hurt.

He licked slowly. She moaned.

Jace was watching, naked from the waist down, his cock already starting to stiffen again.

“You’re lucky,” he said. “That’s prime shit.”

Olivia laughed.

“Get deeper,” she whispered. “He came hard.”

He licked every inch. The creases of her thighs. The soft folds. The dripping, oozing mess just inside her hole.

Then her ass.

Then her clit.

She trembled again.

“You’re making me cum a second time,” she said with a grin. “That tongue’s finally good for something.”

She came on his face, gripping his hair.

Then she pushed him away.

“Done.”

He backed up, shaking.

Then Jace stood up.

“Round two?”

Olivia looked at Dustin.

“You’re not done.”

She got on all fours.

Jace grabbed her hips and slid inside like it was nothing.

Olivia’s moan shook the walls.

Dustin stayed on the floor and watched.

Jace pounded her from behind, smacking her ass, spitting on her back, calling her his little cum dump. Olivia moaned louder, taking it, begging for more.

“Don’t stop.”

“Make me scream.”

“FUCK ME HARDER.”

Dustin couldn’t move.

His wife was getting destroyed inches away, filled again while his face still tasted the first load.

When they finished—both panting, used, coated in sweat—Olivia rolled onto her back.

“Clean me again.”

He did.

No questions. No hesitation.

She grabbed his chin after, wiped the mess off his lips with her thumb, and smiled.

“You make a better cumrag than a husband.”

She rolled into Jace’s arms and closed her eyes.

“Leave the key,” she mumbled.

Dustin nodded.

Placed it on the dresser.

Walked out.

And sat in the other room until the sun came up.


Chapter Four


Dustin didn’t sleep.

Not because he didn’t want to.

Because he couldn’t.

The sounds were still in his ears. Wet slaps. Loud moans. Her cries—real ones—the kind she never made with him. The kind that came from something deep, something unapologetic.

And afterward? Nothing.

No knock. No voice.

She didn’t check on him.

She fell asleep in his bed, wrapped around a stranger.

He sat in the chair by the window, naked under a hotel robe. His cock was still swollen, pressing hard against the cage. It throbbed with every heartbeat—blue, angry, ignored.

His face still smelled like her. Her cum. His cum. Their sweat.

He hated himself for licking her that deep. For swallowing. For craving it.

But he’d do it again.

He already knew.

8:14 a.m.

The door between rooms opened with a soft click.

He looked up.

Olivia stepped in, barefoot, still wearing Jace’s button-down shirt—untucked, unbuttoned. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Not even the courtesy of panties. Her skin looked kissed raw. Her thighs were stained. Her hair a mess. She looked like someone who’d been fucked unconscious and woken up glowing.

She didn’t say good morning.

She didn’t even greet him.

She walked to the bed and sat down, crossing one leg over the other. Her lips glistened with dried spit. Her pussy was completely exposed, casually visible.

Her phone buzzed.

She ignored it.

“Get me coffee,” she said.

He stood. “Yes.”

He moved like a ghost through the lobby—barely aware of his steps. Elevator. Machine. Creamer. Sugar. Plastic stirrer. Styrofoam cup.

He didn’t make eye contact with the concierge. Didn’t speak to anyone.

He returned and handed her the cup.

She took it like a queen expecting tribute.

“Sip first,” she said.

He did.

She smiled. “No poison, then.”

She drank.

They sat in silence for several minutes.

She didn’t ask if he slept.

He didn’t pretend.

“Let’s talk,” she said eventually, voice casual.

“Okay…”

Her eyes didn’t leave the coffee cup.

“You watched. You listened. You tasted.”

He nodded.

She tilted her head.

“What are you now?”

He cleared his throat. “I’m yours.”

“Not good enough.”

“I’m your cuck.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Lower.”

He swallowed.

“I’m your clean-up boy.”

She smiled.

“Now we’re getting somewhere.”

She stood, walked toward the mirror. Her bare ass peeked out beneath the hem of Jace’s shirt. She glanced back at Dustin.

“You know I’ve never cum like that before, right?”

He didn’t respond.

She turned and faced him.

“I mean it. You’ve never made me scream like that. Cry like that. Shake like that.”

She walked closer. Slowly. Like a cat stalking prey.

“You think it’s because of the size? The experience?”

She leaned down, face inches from his.

“It’s because I wasn’t thinking about your pleasure. At all.”

His cock strained painfully inside the cage.

She reached down, tapped it.

“You’re still hard.”

He shuddered.

She stood up. “Pathetic.”

“Strip.”

“What?”

“Now.”

He hesitated.

“Do it, or this ends.”

He obeyed.

Robe off. Shirt. Pants. Everything.

Now he stood naked in front of her, locked and throbbing.

She paced around him.

“Look at you. A grown man with a locked cock. No control. No say. Just a pair of balls and a tongue that’s finally useful.”

She stood behind him, whispering.

“You’re not a man anymore. You’re an appliance.”

He moaned softly, ashamed.

She slapped his ass.

“Turn around.”

She reached into her overnight bag and pulled out the cage key.

“On your knees.”

He dropped instantly.

She bent down, unlocked the cage slowly.

The metal popped open.

His cock sprang forward, angry and swollen.

It pulsed in the open air, red and leaking.

She stood and stared at it.

Then she slapped it hard.

He gasped.

“Disgusting,” she said. “You think that gets to be free now?”

He shook his head.

“I unlocked you so I could humiliate you more.”

She sat on the edge of the bed.

“Come here.”

He knelt between her legs.

She spread them wide.

The smell hit him instantly.

Old cum. Sweat. Musk. Her arousal. Still warm. Still slick.

“Start with my thighs,” she said.

He licked slowly. Tenderly.

“Use your tongue. No lips.”

He obeyed.

He worked his way up, licking the mess that had dripped down her skin all night. Every inch. Every salty reminder that he was last in line. Just a mouth. Just a mop.

She grabbed his hair.

“Now my pussy.”

He hesitated.

She shoved his face forward.

“Now.”

He licked her gently. Then deeper.

Her folds were red. Puffy. Still gaping slightly. His tongue slipped inside easily.

She moaned softly. Not because she needed it.

Because she owned it.

He tasted Jace again. Thicker now. Drier. He swallowed.

She made him push his tongue deeper. She guided his head like he was a machine.

When she finally came, it was quiet. A single breath.

Like releasing pressure, not passion.

She stood, still naked, and walked to the bathroom.

“Follow me.”

He did.

She turned on the shower.

“On your back.”

He laid on the tile floor.

She stepped over him.

Squatted.

And pissed.

It was hot. Loud. Direct. It hit his chest, then his stomach, then puddled at his thighs.

He didn’t move.

She swayed slightly, humming.

When she finished, she stood and rinsed herself off.

“You’ll wash me now.”

He crawled forward, gently soaping her legs, feet, pussy, back. She held her hair up and let him scrub like a servant.

When she stepped out, she toweled off quickly.

Then held out the cage.

“Lock it.”

He did.

The click was louder this time.

Like a verdict.

She put on fresh panties.

No bra.

Her nipples poked through her thin shirt.

She watched him from the mirror while she applied makeup.

“You’re not a husband anymore.”

“I know.”

“You’re not even my partner.”

He said nothing.

“You’re my clean-up boy.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll serve every bull. You'll prep the room, set the tone, then disappear.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll kneel when I cum. You’ll lick it. You’ll smile.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll thank me for the opportunity.”

“Yes.”

She turned around and smirked.

“Good boy.”

She walked back to the bed and laid down, spreading her legs.

“Clean the sheets.”

He froze.

“I want your tongue. Every inch.”

He lowered his face to the mattress.

The scent was powerful.

Her cum. His cum. Sweat. Jace.

He dragged his tongue over the fabric, soaking it with his own saliva.

She watched from the headboard, lazily rubbing her clit.

“You’re so useful now.”

He kept licking.

She came again.

Soft. Lazy. Indulgent.

“Clean my thighs.”

He moved to her.

She moaned.

“You’re getting better.”

He didn’t respond.

She grabbed his face and forced him to look up.

“Do you like your job?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like being my little maid?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like knowing other men stretch me open?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like swallowing their cum?”

He paused.

“…Yes.”

She smiled.

“Then you’re ready.”

They checked out by noon.

She wore the same black dress—no underwear.

He carried the bags.

She let him kiss her foot before they left.

In the car, her phone buzzed.

She didn’t hide it.

Aaron: Still on for Saturday? Got something big for you.

She showed Dustin the screen.

He didn’t blink.

“Yes,” he said.

She smirked.

“You’ll be there.”

She leaned in, kissed his cheek.

Then whispered:

“To clean me. And taste him.”


Chapter Five


She made the rules the following night.

Not during sex.

Not in the heat of a moan, or mid-humiliation.

No.

She waited until they were home. Quiet. Clean. No noise except the ticking of the clock on the wall. They hadn’t spoken since the hotel. Dustin had cooked dinner, set the table, poured her wine.

She hadn't touched him.

She hadn’t even looked at him.

She just sat across from him in silence, sipping her wine, wearing one of his T-shirts with no bra underneath.

He didn’t eat. He couldn’t. His stomach twisted every time he caught her scent—the lingering aroma of cum and sweat and satisfaction that didn’t belong to him.

After her third glass, she stood.

And spoke.

“Come here.”

He stood immediately.

“Living room. Strip.”

He obeyed.

He stood in front of her, naked. Cage locked. Body aching. Face flushed.

She walked a slow circle around him.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said.

He stayed silent.

“I like this. Us. The new version.”

He nodded once.

“But I’m tired of you not knowing your place.”

She stopped behind him. Close. Her breath tickled his neck.

“So I’m making rules.”

She stepped around in front again.

“And you’re going to follow them.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Say it clearly.”

“Yes, Olivia.”

She smiled.

She went to the kitchen drawer. Pulled out a notepad and pen. Sat back on the couch.

Dustin stayed standing.

She began writing, slowly, deliberately, saying each rule aloud as she wrote it.

“Rule One: You will remain locked unless given written permission. Spoken permission will no longer count.”

She looked up.

“You understand that?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t get to ask. You don’t get to beg. If your cock gets hard, it stays caged.”

He nodded.

She smirked.

“Get used to waking up aching.”

She continued.

“Rule Two: You will book all hotel rooms for me and any guests. You will prepare the bed. The wine. The lighting. The music. You will clean it afterward with your tongue and your hands.”

He swallowed hard.

“Rule Three: You will not speak to my bulls unless spoken to. You will not address them as equals. You will refer to them as ‘Sir’ or by their name only if they approve it.”

“Rule Four: You will kneel when I am being fucked.”

She paused, tapped the pen against her lips.

“Actually, no. Let's revise that.”

She scribbled something out and rewrote it.

“Rule Four: You will kneel at all times when I am naked.”

Dustin’s knees bent without thinking.

She grinned.

“Good boy.”

She wrote for fifteen more minutes.

Each rule more degrading than the last.

“You will swallow what I give you without question.”

“You will not cum without my written consent.”

“You will eat your meals at my feet, from the floor.”

“You will present your tongue before bed, in case I need to use it.”

And finally:

“If I want you to watch, you will watch. If I want you to leave, you will leave. You are my property—not my partner.”

She signed the bottom.

Then held the pen out.

“Sign.”

He took it, hand shaking, and wrote his name beneath hers.

The moment the last letter curved onto the page, she closed the notepad and stood.

“Good,” she said softly. “Now we’re clear.”

She walked into the bedroom.

He stayed kneeling.

She returned a few minutes later.

Wearing lingerie.

Not for him.

A red bra, sheer. Thin straps. Barely containing her tits. Matching panties already soaked. Her heels clicked against the hardwood as she walked in slow, deliberate steps.

Dustin’s mouth fell open.

His cock throbbed violently inside the cage.

She noticed.

“Tsk.”

She walked over, stood in front of him.

“Rule Six,” she said. “You will learn to suffer silently.”

She tapped the cage with her toe.

“You’re leaking.”

He looked down.

Sure enough, a trail of clear fluid had dripped down his shaft. Precum. Pointless. Denied.

She crouched in front of him, eye to eye.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want relief?”

“Yes.”

She leaned in.

“Not tonight.”

The doorbell rang.

He froze.

She didn’t.

She turned to him, smiled, and said:

“Stay kneeling.”

She walked to the front door and opened it wide.

Aaron stepped in.

He was older than Jace.

Bigger.

Thicker.

Smiling.

He wore gym clothes. His arms were huge. His chest strained the shirt. His eyes scanned Olivia slowly—appreciating everything.

Then he looked at Dustin.

Didn’t flinch.

“Is this the clean-up bitch?”

She laughed. “He is.”

Aaron grinned.

“Cool.”

She poured him a drink.

Dustin stayed on the floor, naked, caged, kneeling like a trained animal.

Aaron sat on the couch. Olivia sat beside him, legs crossed.

They talked. About work. The gym. Her outfit.

She didn't acknowledge Dustin for twenty minutes.

Then, casually, she said:

“Show him your tongue.”

He did.

Aaron raised an eyebrow. “Damn.”

She laughed.

“You’ll see how good he is after.”

Eventually, Aaron stood.

“Ready?”

She nodded.

Dustin tried to stand.

She held up a finger.

“No. Rule Four.”

He dropped back down.

She led Aaron to the bedroom, hand in his.

Dustin crawled behind them.

She stripped slowly, Aaron watching from the bed. Her bra hit the floor. Her panties peeled off sticky and wet. Her body was already flushed.

Aaron’s cock was out—thick, hard, bigger than Jace’s.

Dustin couldn’t look away.

He was trembling.

She climbed into Aaron’s lap and straddled him.

“You want to watch?” she asked Dustin.

He nodded.

“Too bad.”

She tossed a blindfold at him.

He tied it on.

Everything went dark.

He heard her moan as she slid onto Aaron’s cock.

Her voice was softer this time. More intimate.

“God, you’re wide…”

“Stretch me…”

“Fuuuck, that’s deep…”

Then the bed rocked.

Slaps echoed.

Her gasps got louder.

His name never came up.

Not once.

Eventually, she moaned louder—sharper—then cried out.

“I’m gonna cum…”

“Fill me… do it…”

“Let him clean it…”

Then Aaron’s groan. One final thrust.

Then silence.

The blindfold came off.

She lay flat on the bed, thighs still spread. Aaron pulled out slowly. Cum dripped out instantly—thick and white.

She patted the edge of the bed.

“Dustin.”

He crawled over.

She spread her pussy wider.

“Clean.”

He obeyed.

This time, the taste was stronger.

She groaned as his tongue slid inside.

Aaron lit a cigarette and watched.

She came again as he licked.

She didn’t say thank you.

When he was done, she patted his cheek.

“Good little cum cleaner.”

Then:

“Bed. Floor. Now.”

He curled up at the foot of the bed like a dog.

Naked. Locked.

Olivia fell asleep in Aaron’s arms.

Dustin lay awake.

Hard.

Empty.

Caged.


Chapter Six


Dustin no longer questioned anything.

Not the cage.

Not the hotel routine.

Not the taste.

Not the ache.

Not her silences.

Not her moans.

Not even the other man’s cum in his mouth.

He had started to find comfort in the humiliation.

Like a stray dog finding a routine in scraps.

He existed now inside a very specific role: Olivia’s invisible support system, always present, never acknowledged, only activated when needed.

He was the tongue.

The scheduler.

The lock-keeper and the clean-up bitch.

And Aaron had become more than a bull.

He was Olivia’s favorite.

The fourth time she met Aaron, it wasn’t in a hotel.

It was at their house.

Their marriage bed.

Their shower.

Their living room.

She didn’t ask permission.

She told Dustin two hours before Aaron arrived.

“Put fresh sheets on the bed. Clean the bathroom. Light a candle. And shave.”

He blinked. “Shave?”

“My pussy, dumbass. I want it smooth for him.”

By the time Aaron showed up, Dustin had already set the mood.

Low lighting.

Soft playlist.

Silk robe hung on the door.

Wine chilled.

His cock hurt from the cage, throbbing with every beat of his pulse. The ring dug into the base, and the tip had started to get raw from the constant pressure. But it stayed on. Because Olivia said so.

Aaron entered with a cocky smirk and a gym bag slung over one shoulder.

He smelled like sweat and aftershave. Thick arms. Big smile.

“Hey, little maid,” he said to Dustin.

“Hello, Sir.”

He dropped his bag in the foyer like he owned the place.

Olivia came down the stairs in a short silk robe, no bra. Her nipples pushed through the thin fabric.

“You two getting along?” she said sweetly.

Aaron laughed. “He knows his place.”

“Good.”

She walked over and kissed Aaron—deep. Tongue. Moan. Grinding her hips forward so he felt the wet spot already soaking through the robe.

Aaron looked at Dustin and smiled. “You don’t get those anymore, huh?”

Dustin just nodded.

She pulled Aaron upstairs.

Her robe hit the floor on the third step.

Dustin sat on the bottom stair.

He could hear everything.

The giggles. The slaps. The “Fuuuck, that’s tight.”

Then the creak of the bed.

Then her first moan. High. Immediate. Real.

Then her second. Louder. A cry.

Then…

“Harder, Aaron… pull my hair.”

“Choke me a little—yeah, like that—yes—yes—FUCK⁠—”

“Oh my God, you’re in my stomach⁠—”

And then came the begging.

And the sound of the headboard slamming.

He didn’t move.

Not even when she screamed Aaron’s name loud enough to shake the walls.

Eventually, the house went quiet.

He waited.

Ten minutes. Then twenty.

Then his phone buzzed.

“Come upstairs. Bring the tongue.”

She was lying on the bed, naked, legs open.

Her body was flushed pink, hair a mess, thighs coated in sweat and fresh cum.

Aaron sat in the corner chair, shirtless, legs spread, cock hanging thick and dripping.

She didn’t say hello.

She just pointed between her thighs.

“Knees.”

He dropped.

She yawned.

Then grabbed a vape and hit it, exhaling while his tongue touched her skin.

He licked slowly, cleaning her hole, her folds, her clit.

She didn’t moan this time.

She was too satisfied.

Too used.

She just breathed. Checked her phone.

Occasionally stroked his head with her fingertips.

“Like a pet,” Aaron chuckled.

She grinned. “No. He’s not that useful.”

When he finished, she made him clean Aaron’s cock.

Aaron didn’t flinch as Dustin licked the shaft, tasting her arousal mixed with the salty sting of her bull’s cum.

When he was done, Olivia kissed Aaron deeply.

Then looked at Dustin.

“Put the collar on.”

He retrieved it from the drawer.

Thick. Leather. Steel ring at the front.

She buckled it herself. Tight.

“Now clean the floor. I leaked.”

He dropped to all fours and licked the hardwood.

Aaron filmed him on his phone.

“You got a name for this series yet?” he asked Olivia.

She laughed.

“Housebroken.”

That night, Dustin slept on a towel at the foot of the bed.

When he woke, Olivia was straddling Aaron’s face, riding his tongue, moaning so loud it made Dustin hard again—pointlessly, painfully.

She came, twice.

Then she looked down at Dustin.

“You know what hurts the most?”

He blinked.

“Knowing you’re so easy to replace.”

He nodded.

And agreed.

From that week on, Aaron came twice a week.

Tuesdays and Fridays.

Every session began the same.

Every one ended with Dustin on his knees, licking cum from between her legs.

Sometimes from her ass.

Once, from her mouth.

She stopped calling it clean-up.

She started calling it communion.

“Your reward,” she whispered, every time she squatted over his face.

“Taste what a real man gave me.”

“Drink, my little disciple.”

“Swallow our truth.”

One night, after an especially brutal session where Aaron came in her three times in a row—twice inside, once on her back—Olivia laid beside Dustin on the floor while Aaron slept upstairs.

She was still naked.

Her cunt still leaking.

She stared at the ceiling.

“I want to get bred.”

Dustin flinched.

“You…”

She looked at him.

“I want to feel him cum in me and know it’s permanent. That I’ll carry it.”

His voice shook. “And me?”

She smiled.

“You’ll raise it.”

That night, she didn’t let him lick her clean.

She smeared the cum across her pussy lips with her fingers, then pulled up her panties.

“I want to sleep in it.”

By the end of the month, she was scheduling Aaron’s visits herself—without telling Dustin.

She’d walk in from work, toss her heels across the room, and say:

“We’re hosting tonight. Set the room.”

“Make a smoothie for him. He’s bulking.”

“I want the good towels washed and ready.”

“No eye contact during round one.”

“Foot rub when he’s done. He likes it firm.”

Dustin nodded. Every time.

Then came the collar protocol.

If she snapped her fingers, he dropped to his knees.

If she said “tongue,” he presented.

If she said “service,” he stripped.

She started using the word "it" more often.

“I need it clean.”

“It didn’t do a good job last night.”

“I’m gonna leave it caged all week. It’s better that way.”

He started referring to himself that way, too.

“It’s sorry, Miss.”

“It will try harder.”

“It lives to serve you.”

Aaron noticed.

He loved it.

He’d spit on Dustin when he walked in.

Slap his cheek after clean-up.

Call him “it” with pride.

“You got him trained,” he said one night, smirking as he adjusted his pants after his third load in her.

She stroked his chest, kissing his neck.

“I haven’t even started.”


Chapter Seven


The night before she left, Olivia packed a small overnight bag. She didn’t rush. She folded each outfit carefully, humming softly to herself. Dustin stood by the doorway, naked, caged, and silent, watching her lay out lingerie like it was armor.

A red set. A black thong. A silk robe.

Three different perfumes.

No pajamas.

She packed two condoms, then added four more.

“Just in case,” she said, not looking up.

He didn’t speak.

She added her plug, lube, and the silver collar Aaron liked putting around her neck during round two.

Then she zipped the bag, set it on the chair, and finally turned to him.

“Keys.”

He handed over both.

His car key.

His cock key.

She took both, slid them into her purse, and looked at him like she was packing away a tool she no longer needed.

“You’ll drive,” she said. “But you don’t speak. You don’t ask questions. You drop us off and wait. Understood?”

He nodded.

“Say it.”

“I understand, Miss.”

She smiled.

“Good boy.”

She wore black yoga pants that fit like a second skin, a tight top that didn’t bother with a bra, and a smile Dustin hadn’t seen in months—not since Aaron.

Confident. Effortless. Owned.

They left just after noon.

Aaron was already waiting in the driveway.

He tossed his gym bag in the trunk like it was his own car and slid into the backseat next to Olivia.

She leaned in and kissed him. Deep. Wet. Open-mouthed.

Dustin didn’t look in the mirror.

The drive took just under two hours. Olivia rested her bare feet on the center console, her toes brushing the gearshift. Aaron kept one hand on her thigh the whole time, fingers drifting higher, sometimes dipping between her legs just enough to make her gasp.

At one point, Dustin caught a glimpse in the mirror—her hand resting on Aaron’s hard cock, gently stroking it over his sweatpants while she whispered in his ear.

They laughed. Whispered more.

Dustin gripped the wheel tighter, his cage screaming, cock aching so hard it pulsed behind steel.

Still, he said nothing.

They arrived at the spa resort just after two.

A luxury suite, balcony view, champagne waiting in a silver bucket.

Dustin parked in the guest lot.

Aaron got out first.

Olivia didn’t follow immediately.

She leaned toward the passenger window and looked at Dustin like she was giving instructions to a dog.

“You’ll stay in the car.”

He blinked. “For how long?”

“As long as we’re here.”

Her voice was calm. Matter-of-fact.

“No room. No clean-up. No messages. You wait.”

He opened his mouth.

She raised a finger.

“Or go home and stay locked until I decide to come back.”

He swallowed hard.

Then nodded.

She smiled sweetly.

“I’ll let you know if we need anything… servant.”

She kissed his cheek—soft, almost tender.

Then walked away with Aaron, hand in hand, hips swaying like she owned the world.

The first hour was manageable.

He read his phone. Watched some YouTube. Scrolled Instagram.

But every few minutes, he’d glance up at the hotel.

The lights on the balcony. The heavy curtain that moved when the door opened.

The faintest echoes of a laugh.

His stomach twisted every time he thought he saw movement behind the glass.

Two hours passed.

Then three.

No messages.

The sun dipped lower.

The car got cold.

He pulled a blanket from the trunk and wrapped himself inside it, but the metal of the cage felt like ice against his skin.

Still, he waited.

At 6:17 p.m., his phone buzzed.

Not a message.

A video.

He opened it.

Olivia. On the bed. Naked. Collar around her neck. On all fours, face to the camera.

Aaron’s voice behind her.

“Tell him.”

She looked back over her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, makeup smudged.

“I’ve never been fucked this deep,” she moaned.

Aaron’s hand slapped her ass. Then he thrust.

She screamed.

“Tell him what it feels like.”

“It feels…” she gasped, “like I’m being used.”

“Like I’m not a wife.”

“Like I’m a fucktoy.”

“And I love it.”

Then the screen filled with Aaron’s cock, sliding into her soaked pussy.

End of video.

Dustin watched it five times.

He didn’t touch himself. He couldn’t.

The cage was too tight. The metal had dug deep grooves into the skin now. Every twitch was pain.

But he didn’t want relief.

He wanted to be needed.

He wanted to be useful again.

Another hour passed.

Then another.

No word.

He got out of the car once, walked to the lobby, and hovered near the entrance.

He wasn’t on the reservation.

He wasn’t welcome.

He stood there like a stray dog outside a restaurant, hoping for scraps.

But none came.

By midnight, he’d started hallucinating.

Little things.

The sound of her moan in the wind.

The imagined vibration of his phone.

The scent of her sweat floating through the cracked window.

At one point, he thought he saw her on the balcony.

She wasn’t.

He fell asleep curled in the backseat, cage pulsing with his heartbeat, face pressed into the blanket that still smelled like her perfume.

The next morning, the sun woke him.

His phone buzzed once.

A single message.

“Be in the lobby at noon. Bring coffee. Shut up.”

He arrived early.

Black coffee. Two sugars. Her favorite.

He stood by the fountain, dressed in the same clothes as yesterday.

She came down at 12:07.

Alone.

Radiant.

Wearing a short white sundress, fresh makeup, hair brushed, skin glowing like she’d just spent the night getting worshipped head to toe.

She took the coffee without looking at him.

Then sipped.

“Good boy.”

Aaron appeared behind her, still zipping his pants.

He grinned.

“Thanks for the ride, little man.”

Then they walked past him.

Together.

The car ride home was silent.

No conversation.

No acknowledgment.

Aaron slept.

Olivia scrolled her phone.

Dustin didn’t exist.

At the house, Aaron got out and walked inside without a word.

Olivia stayed in the car.

Then finally turned to Dustin.

“You missed a spot shaving.”

He blinked. “What?”

She pointed to her inner thigh.

“You missed a spot. I had to shave it myself.”

He opened his mouth to apologize.

She cut him off.

“You’re not cleaning tonight.”

He froze.

“I don’t want your tongue near me.”

She opened the door.

“Drive to the pharmacy. Pick up Plan B. He didn’t pull out.”

He did.

She didn’t speak to him again that night.

She took a shower alone.

Locked the bedroom door.

He slept on the floor outside it.

Still caged.

Still forgotten.


Chapter Eight


It started with the quiet.

Not coldness. Not cruelty.

Just absence.

Olivia stopped asking questions.

She stopped offering instructions.

She no longer corrected him. No praise, no scolding.

Just silence.

Dustin still did everything.

He laid out her clothes in the morning. Warmed her coffee. Polished the mirrors. Changed her bedsheets after Aaron left. Cleaned her toys. Set the thermostat how she liked it.

But now, she didn’t nod. Didn’t say thank you.

She just moved past him, lips pursed in thought, phone in hand, heels clicking against wood floors like punctuation marks to sentences he didn’t deserve to hear.

He waited, thinking it was a phase.

It wasn’t.

By the fourth day, he was unraveling.

She sat at the kitchen table, scrolling through her iPad. Legs crossed. Hair tied up. Tank top tight across her chest, no bra. Dustin stood in front of her, hands folded behind his back, trying not to stare.

Trying not to ache.

He’d cooked her breakfast. Poached eggs, avocado toast, fruit on the side. The plate was perfect.

She didn’t even glance up.

“Miss…” he whispered.

Nothing.

He stepped closer.

“I wanted to know if there’s anything else I can do today. Anything at all. Please.”

She looked up—just long enough to raise one finger.

Silence.

He froze.

She went back to scrolling.

He stayed in place for almost fifteen minutes.

Eventually, she stood, took the coffee, and walked past him.

He turned, heart racing.

“Miss—”

She didn’t stop.

She spoke only once.

“You’re not here to be heard. You’re here to obey.”

Then the bedroom door shut behind her.

He knelt on the floor. Right there in the kitchen.

Waiting. Hoping.

It felt safer than standing.

Standing felt… presumptuous.

Later that day, he tried again.

He knelt beside her bed while she applied lotion to her thighs.

The cage throbbed. His mouth was dry.

“I—I just miss serving you properly,” he whispered.

Still no answer.

He tried again.

“Miss, please, I feel⁠—”

She cut him off.

Her eyes met his for the first time that day.

“You feel?” she asked quietly.

He nodded. Hope surged in his chest.

Then her voice hardened.

“That’s not your purpose.”

That night, she fucked Aaron in the living room.

Dustin wasn’t invited to kneel.

He wasn’t even invited to the room.

She told him to mop the laundry room.

While she screamed another man’s name ten feet away.

He didn’t sleep.

The next morning, Olivia found him kneeling outside her door.

She stepped over him, went to the bathroom, closed the door.

The shower started.

Still no words.

He broke the silence.

It was almost noon.

He entered the living room while she watched TV.

Knelt in front of the couch.

His voice shook.

“I feel… useless.”

She blinked, then muted the show.

“You are,” she said.

Flat. Icy.

“You’re not a man. You’re not a husband. You’re not a lover. You’re not even my pet.”

He swallowed.

“Then what am I?”

She looked him dead in the eyes.

“I’m still deciding.”

He burst into tears.

Real ones.

He didn’t sob. He didn’t wail. He just cried like something in him had quietly, finally given out.

She didn’t comfort him.

She let him kneel and weep.

Then, after a long, tense silence, she stood.

“Come. Now.”

He followed on all fours.
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She led him into the guest room.

It was empty—furniture moved, curtains drawn, hardwood floor freshly mopped. In the center stood a plain wooden chair. Straight back, four legs, no cushion. One of the old dining chairs they never used anymore.

She circled it once.

Then looked at him.

“This is your spot now.”

He blinked. “Miss?”

She pointed to the floor beside it.

“You kneel here every night. Until I say otherwise. No talking. No looking at your phone. No thinking unless I allow it.”

His voice cracked. “For how long?”

She tilted her head.

“Until I forget you’re there.”

He swallowed.

Then dropped to his knees beside the chair.

That first night, she left him there for three hours.

He could hear her upstairs—laughing during a phone call, the occasional clink of ice in a glass, the rhythmic sound of the shower she took alone. He waited in silence, cage pressing against his thighs, knees on cold hardwood.

He didn’t dare move.

When she finally appeared, she opened the door, glanced in, then turned the light off.

“Don’t get up,” she said.

The door shut again.

He slept there. Kneeling.

The next night: four hours.

The night after that: six.

By the end of the week, his legs would go numb by hour two. His knees bruised. His spine screamed for relief. But he stayed.

Because that chair wasn’t just furniture anymore.

It was a symbol.

A throne for her absence. A monument to obedience.

A place where he could prove himself—even when she wasn’t watching.

On the eighth night, she stayed with him.

Not beside him. Not speaking.

She brought a book. Sat in the chair. Crossed her legs. Read for two hours while he knelt silently at her feet.

Her perfume made him dizzy.

She didn’t say a word until she closed the book.

Then she leaned forward and spoke gently.

“Every second you spend on your knees makes you more mine.”

His eyes watered.

“I want to be yours.”

She smiled. Then corrected him.

“You are. Wanting has nothing to do with it anymore.”

The next night, she brought a bell.

Set it on the chair.

“If I ring this, you move. If I don’t—you don’t.”

He nodded.

But she didn’t ring it. Not once.

He stayed there from 6 p.m. to 2 a.m.

No food. No water. No acknowledgment.

When she came to collect the bell, she didn’t look at him.

Just picked it up and walked out.

On the twelfth night, he cried again.

No sounds.

Just quiet, defeated tears while he knelt beside the chair, staring at his reflection in the dark window.

He didn’t recognize his own face anymore.

His hands shook. His stomach growled. His knees ached.

And still, he didn’t move.

When Olivia finally opened the door, she stood in the doorway and said:

“You’re ready.”

He looked up, dazed.

“For what?”

She stepped into the room.

“For prayer.”

[image: ]


She stood in front of him, barefoot, robe tied loosely at the waist. No makeup. No bra. Her hair slightly damp from a late shower. The scent of vanilla and skin filled the room.

He was still on his knees beside the ritual chair.

She placed a small folded towel beneath them—first time she’d ever softened the spot.

“I’m going to speak,” she said.

“You’re going to listen.”

He nodded, eyes low.

She crouched in front of him, not to comfort—but to instruct.

“I’m going to give you words. Not because you deserve them. Not because I forgive you. But because I want you shaped a certain way.”

He nodded again.

“No,” she said. “Words.”

“I understand, Miss.”

“You’re going to repeat everything I say. Clearly. Fully. No shortcuts. You’ll say it until it becomes truth.”

“Yes, Miss.”

She sat back in the chair.

Crossed her legs.

Let silence fill the space until he couldn’t take it.

Then she began.

“My pleasure is her power.”

He repeated it, voice thin.

“My pleasure is her power.”

“My body is her property.”

“My body is her property.”

“My thoughts are not my own.”

“My thoughts are not my own.”

“Her will replaces mine.”

“Her will replaces mine.”

She made him start again.

This time, slower.

Then again—louder.

Then with his eyes up.

Then with his hands behind his back.

Then with his mouth open, tongue out, like a dog panting between verses.

She snapped her fingers.

“Stop.”

He froze.

She stared at him for almost a full minute.

Then said:

“From now on, when you think of sex, you think of me having it with someone else.”

He swallowed.

“Yes, Miss.”

“When you feel your cock ache, you say ‘thank you.’”

“Yes, Miss.”

“When I let you speak, it’s a gift.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“When I let you kneel, it’s a privilege.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“And when I ignore you… it means you’re doing well.”

He paused.

Then nodded slowly.

“…Yes, Miss.”

She leaned forward and rested her hand lightly on the top of his head.

“You’re not broken.”

He blinked.

“You’re becoming.”

He trembled.

She caressed his cheek, almost lovingly.

“You’re shedding what you were. And what’s left will be better. Simpler. Useful.”

His lips parted.

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m yours.”

“Not enough.”

“I’m your property.”

“Go on.”

“I’m not a man.”

“Keep going.”

“I’m a reflection of your will.”

She smiled.

“Now say the prayer again.”

He did.

Over and over.

She let him go until his voice cracked.

Until his body shook from exhaustion.

Until his knees throbbed and his jaw locked.

Then she finally stood.

Walked behind him.

And whispered:

“I’m proud of you.”

His whole body tensed.

He gasped—like the words were air.

She kissed the back of his neck.

And left the room.

He stayed kneeling until morning.

Repeating the prayer silently in his head.

Over and over.

Until he wasn’t even sure if it was his thought anymore.
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The chair stayed in the center of the room.

It wasn’t moved.

It wasn’t discussed.

It simply became part of the house—like a small altar.

And every night, without being told, Dustin knelt beside it.

At first for hours.

Then all evening.

Eventually… from the moment Olivia got home until she told him to crawl to bed.

He stopped asking for clean-up.

He stopped checking his phone.

He stopped expecting anything.

Only the chair mattered.

Only her voice—when she chose to use it—mattered.

One night, Olivia came home late.

Aaron was with her.

Dustin was already in position, waiting.

She didn’t acknowledge him.

They passed by him like he was furniture.

He heard them upstairs.

The wine uncorking.

The sound of heels dropping.

Her laugh echoing down the stairwell.

He didn’t move.

An hour passed.

Then two.

Then the door opened.

She walked in—alone.

Still in her black dress, lips smudged, hair slightly wild.

She stood behind him and said nothing.

Then Aaron appeared in the doorway.

T-shirt half-on. Muscles soft with post-sex sweat.

He raised an eyebrow.

“…Damn.”

Olivia smiled.

“He’s doing better.”

Aaron circled the chair slowly, eyeing Dustin like a museum piece.

“He hasn’t moved?”

“Not unless I let him.”

“Hasn’t touched you?”

“Not in weeks.”

Aaron looked down.

Dustin stayed kneeling. Eyes on the floor. Cage flush against his pelvis.

Aaron bent slightly.

“He can hear us?”

She nodded.

“He understands everything.”

Aaron knelt in front of Dustin.

Snapped his fingers once.

No reaction.

Aaron smiled.

“…He really doesn’t want anything else, does he?”

Olivia stepped beside them.

“No. He used to.”

She ran her fingers through Dustin’s hair.

“But I took that away.”

She pulled his head gently against her hip.

“And he’s better now.”

Aaron leaned back on his heels.

“What is he?”

Olivia answered without hesitation.

“He’s not a man.”

Aaron waited.

“He’s a vessel. For my will. My routine. My mess.”

She looked down.

“He’s not broken. He’s trained.”

Dustin whispered something.

Barely audible.

Aaron looked up.

“What was that?”

Olivia knelt beside Dustin and tilted his chin.

“Say it again.”

Dustin swallowed.

Then whispered:

“Thank you… for using her.”

Aaron blinked.

Then laughed.

It wasn’t mocking.

It was startled. Respectful.

Like he was seeing something rare.

He looked at Olivia.

“You really did it.”

She smiled.

“Almost.”

Then she turned to Dustin.

“Kiss his hand.”

Dustin crawled forward and pressed his lips to Aaron’s palm.

Then knelt again.

Silent.

Still.

Aaron stayed for dinner.

Dustin ate nothing.

He remained at the chair.

Reciting his mantras in his head.

One word at a time.
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The next morning, Olivia called him into the bedroom.

Dustin crawled.

She was already dressed—jeans, tight black top, minimal makeup. Casual, but beautiful. Effortlessly powerful.

She sat on the edge of the bed, a small metal box beside her. It looked like a jewelry case.

She patted the floor between her feet.

He knelt.

She opened the box.

Inside: his cage key.

The real one.

Polished. Cold. Familiar.

He hadn’t seen it in weeks.

His eyes went wide.

His heart pounded.

“Do you want it?” she asked.

His throat tightened.

“I… I don’t know.”

She smiled.

“Yes, you do.”

He stared at the key.

“Why are you showing it to me?”

“I want to give you a choice,” she said.

Then leaned in slightly.

“A real one.”

She held the key between two fingers.

“This ends everything. I take off the cage. I let you cum. We go back to normal.”

He stared.

“And you’d go back to being Dustin. My husband. My equal.”

She paused.

“You’d sleep in my bed. You’d touch me. You’d fuck me.”

She said it flatly. Not seductively.

Like an offer.

Not a promise.

He swallowed.

“And… if I say no?”

She put the key back in the box.

Snapped it shut.

“Then I throw this away.”

“Where?”

“Somewhere you’ll never find it.”

His cock pulsed behind the cage, just hearing her voice wrap around that word.

She stood.

“You’ve seen what you are now.”

She paced slowly in front of him.

“You don’t crave release anymore. You crave control.”

She pointed to his knees.

“You crave service.”

She stepped closer.

“You crave the pain of knowing I’m satisfied—without you.”

He whimpered.

And it sounded like thanks.

She opened the box one last time.

Held the key in front of him.

“Take it.”

He stared.

Hand trembling.

Then—he shook his head.

Tears welled again.

“No…”

She waited.

“…I don’t want it.”

Her eyes darkened.

“Say it again.”

“I don’t want it.”

“Beg me to keep it.”

He nodded, voice cracking.

“Please. Please, Miss. Keep it. I don’t deserve it. I don’t want to be free.”

She stepped back.

Held the key above the jewelry box.

“You sure?”

“Yes. Please… lock me forever.”

She tilted her head.

“You want to stay mine?”

“Yes.”

“Even if I never touch you again?”

He shuddered.

“Yes.”

“Even if I love someone else?”

He didn’t hesitate.

“Yes.”

“Even if I forget your name?”

He whispered.

“I already have.”

She dropped the key into the box.

Snapped it shut.

Then walked to the bathroom.

He heard running water.

Then something sizzle.

When she returned, the box was empty.

The air smelled faintly metallic—like something had been melted down in the sink.

His eyes widened.

“…Did you…”

She smiled gently.

“No going back now.”

She walked over to him.

Crouched.

Held his face.

“You’re beautiful like this.”

He trembled.

She kissed his forehead.

Then stood.

“You’re not my husband anymore.”

He nodded.

“You’re not a man.”

He nodded again.

“You’re mine.”

“…I’m yours.”

She placed one finger on his caged cock.

“And this is mine.”

He moaned.

Not from pleasure.

From something deeper.

Something… complete.

That night, she tucked him into a blanket beside the bed.

Not on it.

Beside it.

No chains.

No cuffs.

He didn’t need them.

She didn’t kiss him goodnight.

She just whispered:

“You’re safe now.”

Then turned off the light.


Chapter Nine


It began with a lock on the bedroom door.

Not the usual one.

A digital keypad.

She installed it without telling him. Dustin only discovered it when he brought Olivia her freshly laundered nightwear and found the door sealed.

He tapped once.

No answer.

Tapped again.

Still nothing.

Then the sound of Aaron’s voice—laughter—through the wall. And her voice, too. Soft, amused, completely uninterested in what existed on the other side of that door.

He sat down in the hallway, folded her laundry neatly on his lap, and waited.

For four hours.

At 2 a.m., the door opened.

She stepped out, barefoot, hair a mess, cheeks flushed, wearing Aaron’s t-shirt. Not even looking at Dustin.

She walked past him, headed to the kitchen, poured herself a glass of water.

When she returned, she stopped in front of him.

Looked down.

Then pointed to the floor next to the baseboard.

“Dust. You missed a spot.”

Then she shut the door again.

No mention of the laundry.

No eye contact.

No instructions.

That night, she didn’t speak to him again.

The next morning, he tried to return to his routine.

He prepared her breakfast, arranged her vitamins, laid out her underwear and perfume.

She moved through the house like he wasn’t there.

He tried kneeling near her seat at the dining table.

She moved her chair two feet to the left.

He knelt again.

She stood and ate at the kitchen counter.

That afternoon, she texted him one sentence:

“You no longer have tongue privileges.”

He didn’t reply.

He couldn’t.

There was nothing to say.

The old rituals were gone.

No more clean-up.

No more hotel prep.

No more moans behind thin walls while he waited, cock locked, heart pounding.

Now, Olivia kept him out of everything.

The cage stayed on.

The key was still gone.

But the eroticism… had been amputated.

And what replaced it wasn’t cruelty.

It was worse.

Neglect.

He wasn’t punished.

He wasn’t teased.

He was just… invisible.

When Aaron came over now, Dustin wasn’t told.

He’d hear the front door, maybe a laugh.

Then silence.

He was allowed to clean afterward, but only the outside of the room.

No laundry. No sheets. No toys. Those were her domain now.

He was never told how long they’d been inside.

He was never sent videos.

And when he asked—once, meekly—she smiled softly.

“Don’t ruin what little you’re allowed.”

Eventually, he stopped asking.
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It was on the ninth day that she finally spoke to him again.

She stood at the sink, freshly showered, wearing a robe that didn’t close all the way. Her thigh peeked through the opening with every slow movement. Her collarbone glistened with oil. Dustin knelt behind her, silent, still, afraid to even look.

She turned around, drying her hands.

“Stand up.”

He blinked.

“Now.”

He rose to his feet.

She looked him over—head to toe, eyes cold and clinical.

“You're not working anymore.”

His breath hitched.

“Miss…?”

She crossed her arms.

“You’re not my cleaner. Not my servant. Not my fuckless husband. You're not anything unless I say.”

His lips parted.

“I don’t know what to⁠—”

She held up a hand.

“I’ve reassigned you.”

She stepped into the hallway and motioned.

He followed.

At the end of the hall stood a small end table with three drawers. On top: a folded set of her panties, a timer, and a lined notebook.

She gestured to the panties.

“From now on, you will fold these perfectly. Daily. Every pair.”

He nodded.

“You will start over if they are crooked. You will time yourself. You will log each result. You will aim to improve.”

His eyes dropped to the notebook.

The title read:

“Duties of a Non-Man”

His heart twisted.

She kept going.

“You will not speak unless spoken to.”

“You will not kneel in my presence unless I ring the bell.”

“You will not ask questions.”

“You will not use words like ‘I feel,’ ‘I miss,’ or ‘I want.’”

She stepped closer.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss.”

She tilted her head.

“Repeat it.”

“I will not speak unless spoken to. I will not kneel unless the bell rings. I will not ask questions. I will not use words like ‘I feel,’ ‘I miss,’ or ‘I want.’”

She touched his face.

“You’re doing better.”

Then turned and walked away.

That night, he folded thirty-six pairs of panties.

Twenty-nine were rejected by his own standards.

The cage throbbed the entire time.

Not from arousal.

From absence.

From the ache of being nowhere near her world.

By the end of the week, he had logged 219 folds.

Average time: 41.3 seconds.

He studied each entry like it was scripture.

Olivia never checked his work.

Not once.
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A few days after the reassignment, Olivia introduced the new rule:

He would follow her.

Everywhere.

Not beside her.

Not behind her.

Exactly six paces back.

No more. No less.

She didn’t explain why.

She didn’t tell him what it meant.

She just pointed at the floor behind her one morning, looked him in the eye, and said:

“Count every step. Stay six behind. If you lose the count, start over.”

Then she turned and walked away.

And he followed.

It was harder than it sounded.

She moved through the house in unpredictable patterns. Stopping, turning, retracing her steps, stepping into rooms and then leaving again seconds later. Each change forced him to adjust, recalculate, start again.

She never told him whether he was doing it right.

She never turned to look.

Sometimes, she paused in front of mirrors, applied lipstick, and left—while he stood there in silence, barely breathing.

Other times, she’d sit on the edge of the couch, pull up one leg, and scroll through her phone—completely ignoring him.

Once, she got on the phone with Aaron, walked in loops around the living room for 47 minutes, and never once acknowledged Dustin’s presence.

By the end, his legs were cramping. He had to bite the inside of his cheek just to stay upright.

She walked past him with a glass of wine and whispered:

“Still six.”

He almost sobbed.

At night, she made him write reflections.

What he had learned.

How often he had lost count.

Where his discipline had failed.

Each entry was signed at the bottom with the phrase she now made him say before sleep:

“Six behind. Silent. Grateful.”

She stopped letting him sleep in the same room.

Not on the floor.

Not at the foot of her bed.

Not even outside the door.

He slept in the laundry room now.

On a folded towel.

Next to the detergent.

One night, Olivia had guests over—two girlfriends from college. Dustin wasn’t told ahead of time. He only saw them when they walked in and found him folding panties by the hallway table.

The women didn’t scream.

They didn’t laugh.

They just looked at him. Then at Olivia. Then at the cage.

“Oh my god,” one whispered.

Olivia smirked.

“Don’t mind him. He doesn’t talk anymore.”
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It was a Sunday afternoon when Olivia called him into the living room.

Aaron was already there—feet up on the coffee table, a beer in one hand, his phone in the other. Shirtless. Casual. Comfortable.

The TV was on, muted.

Olivia sat beside him, legs tucked under her, one arm draped across the back of the couch.

She didn’t look at Dustin when he entered.

“Stand there,” she said, pointing to the spot between the rug and the fireplace.

He obeyed.

Naked.

Caged.

Still.

She took a long sip from her glass.

Then set it down and opened a folder.

He hadn’t seen her holding it before.

Inside: printouts from his folding logs. Notes. Timestamps. One of his “reflection” entries, annotated with red ink.

She flipped through the pages slowly.

Then turned to Aaron.

“Well?”

Aaron raised an eyebrow.

“He looks thinner.”

“He’s eating less. I haven’t said he could.”

Aaron chuckled.

Olivia nodded toward Dustin.

“He’s clocked nearly 400 folds. Panties, bras, even socks. Timed. Corrected. Improved.”

Aaron let out a low whistle.

“And the distance thing?”

“Still six behind. Never closer. Sometimes further, but never closer.”

She glanced up.

“Except last Wednesday. You lost count in the hallway.”

Dustin’s throat tightened.

“I… I miscounted after you doubled back into the office, Miss.”

Aaron looked amused. “He admits it.”

Olivia smirked.

“I’ve broken the shame reflex. Now he reports errors before I notice.”

Aaron sipped his beer.

“I gotta admit… I thought he’d snap by now.”

Olivia’s voice dropped.

“He did. In Chapter Eight.”

They laughed.

Dustin didn’t move.

He wanted to disappear—but not from shame.

From the overwhelming need to be perfect.

Olivia turned to him at last.

“Say the phrase.”

He inhaled.

“Six behind. Silent. Grateful.”

She closed the folder.

“Aaron and I have been talking. And we agree you’ve improved in your compliance. But your usefulness has plateaued.”

His lips parted.

“I… I can improve.”

She raised a hand.

“You’ll listen.”

He dropped his gaze.

She leaned back into the couch.

“Your presence is neutral. You no longer disrupt. But you don’t enhance anything. You are background. Atmosphere. Like white noise.”

Aaron chimed in.

“Or furniture.”

Olivia nodded thoughtfully.

“Decor with feelings.”

Dustin’s knees trembled slightly.

She noticed.

“Does that upset you?”

“…No, Miss.”

“Why?”

He swallowed.

“Because… background is still part of the room.”

She grinned.

Aaron blinked, impressed.

“…Holy shit.”

Olivia stood.

Walked up to Dustin.

Took his chin between her fingers.

“You’re not a cuckold anymore.”

He flinched.

“You’re not even a servant.”

He blinked.

“You’re my object.”

She looked him over.

“You don’t get sex. You don’t get punishment. You don’t even get shame. You’re a fixture. You exist to hold space.”

Then she ran one finger down the cage.

“And I’m deciding if that’s even still too much.”

He moaned softly.
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The room was dim when she called him in again.

The evening had stretched into silence. Aaron was gone. Olivia sat in the bedroom, lamp low, robe loose, legs folded under her.

She didn’t tell him to kneel.

He did it anyway.

She didn’t look at him for a full minute.

Then she reached into her nightstand drawer.

Pulled out a single item:

A lipstick.

She held it out.

“You’re going to sharpen this.”

He blinked.

“…Miss?”

She placed it in his hand.

“You’re going to sharpen it. Slowly. Evenly. Carefully.”

He stared at the stick of color like it was sacred.

“You’re not going to use too much pressure. You’re not going to break it. You’re not going to rush.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

She pointed to the small sharpener on the dresser.

“Go.”

He moved to the dresser, knees aching, hands steadying as he picked up the sharpener.

It was delicate.

He turned the lipstick slowly, carefully, millimeter by millimeter.

He worked for minutes, then seconds, then held it up to the light.

Still not right.

He started again.

Over and over.

He didn’t know how long he spent on it.

Maybe fifteen minutes.

Maybe thirty.

When he finally brought it back to her—perfectly rounded, not a blemish on the edge—he was shaking.

She took it.

Inspected it.

Then held it up.

“Well?”

“…It’s ready, Miss.”

She set it down beside her.

Didn’t use it.

Didn’t praise him.

She just whispered:

“That’s all I needed from you today.”

He froze.

Breath hitched.

Something inside him collapsed quietly.

Because for the first time in weeks, he had done one thing that made her speak to him softly.

Not to control. Not to punish.

Just to use him.

And that was enough.

She stood, pulled the robe tighter, and walked past him.

At the door, she paused.

Then, without turning around, said:

“Tomorrow, you’ll polish my shoes.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

He sat there for another hour, hands resting in his lap, cage pressing against his thigh, heart slowing.

The lipstick lay on the nightstand.

He didn’t touch it.


Chapter Ten


The knock came just after noon.

Dustin was already standing at the door.

Not because he’d been told to.

But because he knew.

Olivia had said nothing that morning. Not even a glance.

But there’d been three extra place settings at the table for breakfast. One empty glass. A fresh towel on the guest room door.

And that silence.

Not cold.

Not cruel.

Just… final.

He opened the door without hesitation.

The man standing on the porch was taller than him. Broader. Calm, confident. Leather bag in one hand. Fresh haircut. Neutral smile.

“Hey,” the man said.

Dustin nodded.

“Come in.”

He stepped aside.

The man entered without asking questions.

Dustin took the bag.

Led him down the hall. Showed him the guest room—the one Olivia had redecorated two days ago. Soft gray sheets. A scented candle. An empty drawer already pulled out for use.

The man glanced around, nodded once.

“Smells clean.”

Dustin bowed his head slightly.

“I made sure, sir.”

The word came out easily now.

Not forced.

Not theatrical.

Just natural.

He returned to the front door.

Closed it quietly.

Olivia stood in the kitchen, watching.

No greeting.

No acknowledgment.

Just a long, unreadable look.

Then she said:

“Strip the bedding after lunch. Move your towel to the laundry room. You’ll sleep there now.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

She turned away.

The new man—his name was Marcus—settled in quickly.

He didn’t ask who Dustin was.

He didn’t need to.

He sat on the couch that evening, feet bare, legs stretched out, while Olivia curled up beside him. They shared a glass of red wine, talked softly about nothing at all, while Dustin stood exactly six paces away, hands folded.

He wasn’t waiting for orders.

He wasn’t expecting approval.

He was present.

At one point, Marcus turned to him.

“You need anything?”

It was genuine. Casual.

Dustin smiled.

“No, sir. I have everything I need.”

That night, Olivia didn’t speak another word to him.

But she left the guest room door slightly ajar.

He saw Marcus’s shoes placed neatly by the bed.

He saw Olivia’s robe on the floor.

And he knew.

There was nothing left to witness.

Nothing left to clean.

Nothing left to interrupt.

Just the sound of her contentment.

And the shape of her life without him at the center.

He stripped his old bedding in silence.

Folded the sheets tightly.

Carried his towel to the laundry room.

Laid it down on the cool floor.

And knelt beside it, staring into the dark.
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Morning began without a word.

The sound of Olivia’s shower was the signal.

Dustin moved through the house in silence: starting coffee, setting out vitamins, folding the edge of the bath mat. He didn’t knock. He didn’t wait. He simply prepared what needed to be prepared.

By the time she entered the kitchen, he was standing at the far edge of the counter.

Six steps away.

Hands clasped.

Eyes down.

She didn’t acknowledge him.

She sipped the coffee. Ate a few berries from the bowl he’d rinsed.

Marcus wandered in minutes later—barefoot, shirtless, scratching at his chest.

He kissed her neck.

She smiled.

Dustin stood still, breathing slow.

He was no longer tempted to speak.

No longer nervous about doing something wrong.

She hadn’t punished him in weeks.

She hadn’t needed to.

She had trained the silence into him.

Later that day, Olivia handed him a small box.

Inside were three cloth labels, sewn with thread.

Each read something different:

• “Property”

• “Noise Not Needed”

• “Background”

She handed him a needle and a spool.

“Sew one into your inside shirt collar,” she said. “Choose carefully. You don’t switch after.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

She turned and left the room.

He didn’t rush the choice.

He laid each label on the counter.

Touched the letters gently with his fingers.

Each one fit.

Each one was true.

But only one felt final.

He chose “Background.”

That night, Olivia saw the label.

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t speak.

She simply brushed a hand lightly over the back of his shirt, just once, as she walked past.

He nearly wept.

By the end of the week, his rituals were automatic:

• Towels checked by 6:30

• Fridge restocked by noon

• Panties folded by color, not style

• No eye contact unless summoned

• Last words before bed:

“Silent. Still. Yours.”

And when he knelt in the laundry room, staring at the hum of the dryer, he no longer felt pain.

He felt function.


You WantedThis


For the ones who watched, and never looked away.

Even when it hurt. Especially then.


Chapter One


The sound of the blinker clicking filled the car like a metronome set to mild irritation. Johnny turned into their neighborhood without saying a word. His knuckles rested lightly on the bottom of the steering wheel, right thumb flicking at an invisible itch on his jeans.

Angelina sighed, her body turning toward the window. The streetlights painted her in pulses of gold and shadow. She hadn’t said anything in ten minutes, not since they’d thanked their hosts and stepped into the car.

“That was... long,” Johnny said, finally.

She gave a quiet laugh. “That’s your word for it?”

“Well. ‘Agonizing’ seemed rude.”

“Too polite, still.” She turned her head, looking over at him. “Did you see Kara’s face when Ben called her his ‘rock of stability’?”

Johnny smiled, eyes still on the road. “You mean right before she downed her third glass of rosé?”

“Fourth,” Angelina said. “I counted.”

They both laughed, a short-lived spark of shared resentment.

The car grew quiet again as Johnny pulled into their driveway. The porch light was still on, casting a yellow glow over the front steps. He didn’t move to shut off the engine.

Angelina pulled her heels off and set them on the floorboard. “God, I hate those nights. Everyone pretending they’re just... thriving. Every couple acting like they’ve still got sex three times a week and dream vacations planned and zero debt.”

Johnny leaned back in his seat. “Well, maybe Ben and Kara are happy. Sort of. In a mortgage-and-Xanax kind of way.”

“You think we’re like them?” she asked, softer this time.

He turned toward her, eyebrows raised. “I mean, I don’t think I’d call you my ‘rock of stability’ in front of people.”

“Better not,” she smirked. “You’d never get laid again.”

That made him laugh out loud. “True. I’d be exiled to the couch with the dog we don’t have.”

Angelina leaned her head back against the seat, stretching her neck slightly. She was still wearing the black dress she’d bought last month for this kind of event—something low-cut but not low-class, stylish but comfortable. Johnny had told her earlier she looked amazing, and she had pretended to roll her eyes even as she smiled.

She glanced sideways at him now, her voice casual. “You ever notice how Kara stares at anyone under thirty like she’s trying to remember what it feels like to be touched?”

“Yikes,” Johnny muttered. “That’s mean.”

“It’s not,” Angelina shrugged. “It’s accurate.”

He didn’t argue. The silence after her statement stretched longer this time.

Then: “There’s this guy at work,” she said, eyes still facing the windshield.

Johnny didn’t respond right away. He waited for her to keep going.

“He works in the warehouse. Kareem. He supervises shipping. I think Kara would combust if she saw him.”

Johnny made a hmm noise, not quite dismissive, not curious either. “You flirting with warehouse guys now?”

Angelina smirked. “Maybe I like a man who actually lifts something heavier than a spreadsheet.”

“Ouch,” Johnny said, mock wounded. “Guess I’ll cancel my gym membership I wasn’t using anyway.”

She laughed again, and for a moment it felt easy between them.

Then he asked, “You’re joking, right? About the flirting?”

“I mean…” She trailed off, voice playful but unreadable. “He’s hot. And kind of... obvious. You know? Says things like, ‘You ever let your husband see you in that dress?’ Like that.”

Johnny blinked. “He said that?”

Angelina nodded, slow and smug. “Right in front of the vending machine.”

He snorted. “What’d you say?”

“I said I don’t usually wear dresses for the vending machine.”

Johnny grinned, then looked over at her, face half-shadowed by the dashboard lights. “But you didn’t tell him to back off?”

“Didn’t feel like it,” she said, evenly. “Why would I?”

There was a pause. She was watching him now.

“Because you’re married?” he offered, more like a question than a rule.

Angelina raised her eyebrows. “Wow. Look at you. Remembering.”

He rubbed his face with one hand. “Okay, okay. I walked into that.”

She unbuckled her seatbelt, but didn’t move. Her legs curled up under her slightly. “Don’t pretend you don’t get off on it a little.”

“What?”

“The idea of it,” she said. “Some guy thinking about me. Wanting me.” She looked straight at him. “Doesn’t that turn you on even a little?”

He blinked, thrown. “I don’t know. I mean... maybe? Kind of? I guess.”

She tilted her head. “What if I said it turns me on?”

Johnny exhaled through his nose. “Jesus.”

“I didn’t say I was going to do anything,” she added. “I’m just saying. It’s not like you’ve been jumping me lately either.”

He turned in his seat to face her more fully. “You’re saying I’ve been slacking?”

“I’m saying we’ve been... boring,” she said. “Don’t act like you haven’t felt it.”

He didn’t argue. They both sat there, letting that truth settle in the air between them like steam on the windshield.

Then Johnny said, “You want to shake things up... what, you want to mess around with this guy?”

She didn’t answer right away. She watched him instead. Waiting. Testing.

“You want me to?” she asked, voice low.

“I didn’t say that.”

“You kind of did,” she said. “When you didn’t tell me to stop flirting. When you asked what he said.”

He rubbed the back of his neck, the heat of the wine finally creeping up. “You’re reading way too much into it.”

She reached across the center console and touched his thigh lightly. “Say the word,” she whispered. “Tell me to do it.”

Johnny met her eyes. His stomach twisted, hot and cold all at once.

“Try it once,” he said. It came out before he could stop it. “If you want.”

Angelina smiled—but not kindly. It was a slow, dangerous curl of the lips.

“I’ll pretend you didn’t mean that,” she said, opening her door.

Johnny sat there, heart pounding, unsure if he was scared or turned on.

Or both.
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Johnny shut the car door behind him a few seconds later, keys still in hand. The porch light hummed above them as he caught up to her on the steps. Angelina was already unlocking the front door, her heels dangling from one hand like a pair of defeated weapons. She didn’t say anything as they entered the house.

Inside, the air was cooler than expected. The thermostat had dipped while they were gone. Johnny pulled off his jacket, hanging it on the hook by the door. Angelina walked ahead of him toward the kitchen without turning on the main lights, letting the small under-cabinet glow illuminate her way.

“You want something?” she asked over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” he said, voice still tight. “I’ll take whatever’s left in that red.”

Angelina bent down to grab the bottle from the wine fridge, hips shifting slightly in the tight black dress. Johnny watched her—more out of habit than intent—and his mind played tricks on him. For a moment, he imagined another man’s hand sliding up the back of her thigh instead of his own.

She straightened, poured two glasses at the counter, and slid one across to him. He caught it without a word.

“Are we gonna talk about what you said in the car?” she asked.

Johnny didn’t answer right away. He sipped his wine first, letting it buy him a few seconds. “Which part?”

“The part where you dared me,” she said. “To fuck Kareem.”

“I didn’t say it like that.”

Angelina leaned her hip against the counter. “That’s exactly how it sounded.”

He shrugged. “It was a joke. Sort of.”

“Sort of?” she echoed.

Johnny looked at her, really looked at her. Her hair had started to fall out of its clip, strands loose around her face. The dress still hugged her in all the places he hadn’t touched in too long. She wasn’t flushed anymore. She looked steady. Calm. Like she had already made a decision and was waiting to see if he could handle hearing it.

“You brought him up,” Johnny said. “I didn’t.”

“Yeah, because it’s been in my head,” she said. “And you—” She shook her head slowly. “You didn’t even flinch.”

“I didn’t think you were serious.”

“Maybe I wasn’t,” she said. “Until you dared me.”

Johnny set the glass down. “I didn’t mean it like a real dare.”

Angelina took a sip from her own glass. “What did you mean it like?”

He hesitated. “I don’t know. Like... part of the game. Fantasy. People talk about that stuff sometimes. Right?”

Her lips twitched. “You want me to mess around just so you can get off hearing about it?”

“No,” he said too quickly, then added, “I mean... I don’t know. It’s not like I’ve ever thought about it seriously. I didn’t think you had either.”

Angelina swirled her wine slowly in her glass. “Maybe I have.”

The silence in the kitchen stretched again. The refrigerator kicked on. Somewhere down the hall, a pipe creaked.

Johnny leaned on the island with both hands, his shoulders tight. “You really think about that kind of thing?”

“I think about a lot of things,” she said.

“Like what?”

She gave him a look, teasing but sharp. “You sure you want to know?”

He nodded.

Angelina walked slowly around the island until she was standing directly in front of him. She reached out, lightly tugged at the collar of his shirt. “Sometimes I think about what it would feel like,” she said, “to let someone else have me. Just to know what I’ve forgotten. What it feels like to be... wanted like that.”

Johnny swallowed. “You don’t think I want you?”

She didn’t answer that directly. “When’s the last time you couldn’t keep your hands off me?”

He didn’t answer either.

She kept going. “Kareem looks at me like he knows exactly what he’d do with me. Like I’m not just somebody’s wife in a dress.”

Johnny’s throat went dry. “What would he do?”

Her voice dropped, slow and deliberate. “I don’t know. But I think about it sometimes. What it would feel like if someone wasn’t polite. If someone just took me.”

Johnny flinched—not visibly, but internally, something in his chest tightened.

“You want that?” he asked, voice strained.

She leaned in closer. “I want to be seen,” she whispered. “Wanted. And not just in theory. I want to feel like I still matter when I walk into a room.”

Johnny stared at her, unsure if he was supposed to touch her or back away. Instead, he said the only thing he could think of:

“You said he flirts with you?”

Angelina smiled, like he’d finally caught up. “Every chance he gets.”

“You flirt back?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “Depends on how bored I am. Or how mad at you.”

That one stung, but Johnny didn’t push back. He felt it. They both knew their rhythm had gone dull. Work, chores, bills, occasional sex that felt more like scheduling than passion.

“Do you want to sleep with him?” he asked finally.

Angelina met his eyes. “Do you want me to?”

He opened his mouth, closed it. The wine was burning his stomach now.

She brushed a finger along his cheek. “Say the word, Johnny. Say ‘yes’ and see what happens.”

He looked down, breathing shallow. “We’re just talking.”

“Sure,” she said. “For now.”

She stepped back with her wine glass in hand and walked toward the hallway, hips swaying just a little. Johnny watched her go. He didn’t follow.
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Johnny stayed in the kitchen for a while. Long enough for the hum of the refrigerator to become the only sound in the house again. He finished the rest of his wine, even though it had gone warm in the glass. The inside of his mouth felt dry, his thoughts looping like a broken track.

He finally moved—turned off the light, passed through the hallway, and stopped in the doorway of their bedroom. The door was open.

Angelina was sitting at the edge of the bed, her back to him, bent slightly forward as she unzipped the back of her dress. Her skin glowed faintly under the soft light of the bedside lamp. The zipper made a quiet rasp as it came down.

He leaned on the frame. “You going to bed?”

She didn’t look back. “Eventually.”

“You mad?”

She slid the dress off her shoulders, letting it pool around her waist before stepping out of it completely. “Should I be?”

Johnny watched her. The sight of her in nothing but black lace underwear stirred something low and dangerous in his stomach. There had been a time when just catching her like this would’ve made him pull her to the bed. No talking. No hesitation.

But things felt different now. Slower. More calculated. He didn’t move toward her.

Angelina walked toward the closet. “It’s funny.”

“What is?”

“You’ve never told me no before. About anything.”

Johnny frowned. “I didn’t say yes, either.”

She grabbed a long T-shirt from the dresser. “Exactly.”

He stepped into the room, slower than he wanted to. “You really would do it?”

She pulled the shirt over her head. “If I thought you wanted me to.”

“That’s not an answer.”

She turned to face him now, arms crossed lightly over her chest. “I think you want it more than you’re willing to admit.”

Johnny stared at her. The lighting made her eyes look darker than usual. Her face unreadable.

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

“That’s a lie.”

He didn’t argue. Because maybe she was right.

He sat down on the bed, suddenly tired. She stood across from him, still watching, like she was waiting for a switch to flip.

“Tell me what he’s like,” Johnny said after a moment. “Kareem.”

Angelina’s mouth curled into a subtle, dangerous smile. “He’s tall. Strong. He always smells like sweat and soap. You know the kind of guy who doesn’t have to try? Who doesn’t care if you say yes or no because either way, he knows how it ends?”

Johnny’s throat tightened. “You’ve imagined it.”

She stepped closer. “What do you think about when you jerk off?”

He blinked. “What?”

“When you’re alone,” she said. “Do you think about me? About us? Or about something else?”

He hesitated.

Angelina’s voice lowered. “What if I told you I’ve thought about him when you’re inside me?”

His jaw clenched.

She sat down next to him, their thighs barely touching. “It’s not because I don’t love you. It’s not that at all.”

Johnny looked at her, voice quiet. “Then what is it?”

“I want to feel something sharp,” she whispered. “Something real.”

Her fingers reached over, touched the top of his thigh. She didn’t move them. “We’ve been playing it safe too long.”

Johnny swallowed. “You said you’d do it if I wanted you to.”

“I did.”

“What if I said yes?”

Her eyes flicked up. “Are you?”

He held her gaze. “Just once.”

She tilted her head. “Just to get it out of our system?”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

Angelina’s smile returned—smaller this time, but no less dangerous. She leaned in, kissed his cheek, then his neck. Her breath was warm against his ear.

“You’re not ready,” she whispered.

He closed his eyes. “Try it once.”

The room went still.

Angelina pulled back, stood slowly, and looked down at him. “Okay.”

Johnny looked up. “Okay?”

She didn’t answer. She just turned, crossed the room, and flipped off the light.


Chapter Two


Johnny blinked into the dark, unsure if she was done talking, or if something had just begun.

He heard the sound of her moving across the room—bare feet against the carpet, the faint brush of her shirt coming off. The quiet shift of the bedsheets a moment later.

Then stillness.

His eyes adjusted slowly. The lamp’s light was gone, but the room wasn’t pitch black. A bit of glow came through the curtains from the street outside, enough to shape her body in the bed next to him. Her bare legs stretched out, one slightly bent. She wasn’t under the covers.

He could smell her skin. Warm, faintly floral, familiar but different somehow. Charged.

She didn’t speak.

He lay down beside her. For a few seconds, neither of them moved.

Then Johnny reached out and touched her hip. She didn’t pull away. She shifted slightly, encouraging it. The curve of her waist under his palm made his breath hitch. He slid his hand up, tracing the side of her ribcage beneath her shirt.

Still no words.

His mouth found her neck first. She turned her head, exposing more of it. When he kissed her, her body arched just slightly — not toward him, but like she was meeting a rhythm already in her mind.

Her hand found the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down without a word.

It was happening fast — faster than usual. There was no build-up, no long kisses, no fumbling with protection. Just heat and motion.

Johnny pushed inside her, and the sharp gasp she let out hit him square in the gut. He froze.

She didn’t.

She pulled him in deeper with her thighs and moved under him like she knew exactly what she needed. She was wetter than she usually was at the start. Her hands gripped his back like she was already halfway to the edge.

Johnny braced himself above her, eyes straining to read her expression in the low light. Her mouth was slightly open, and her eyes were almost closed — not in tenderness, but in focus. Like she was somewhere else.

He couldn’t stop himself.

“Are you thinking about him?” he whispered.

Her body responded before her mouth did — a sudden clench, a low sound that came from deep in her chest.

Johnny froze again.

“Angelina.”

She opened her eyes. Looked straight at him.

“You want the truth?” she asked, voice low.

He hesitated. Then nodded.

“I’m thinking about someone who’s not afraid to fuck me like I need it,” she whispered.

Johnny’s breath caught. His hips moved on instinct.

“Is that what you want?” he asked.

She pulled his face down to hers, kissed him hard, then said, “I want you to feel what it’s like to be second.”

The words sliced through him — and somehow, turned him on more than anything she’d said all year.

His hands gripped her harder. The sex turned rougher, faster. Her voice grew louder.

Each time she gasped, it didn’t sound like it was for him. It sounded like she was letting him borrow her body. Like someone else already owned the place.

Johnny felt himself nearing the edge, but he didn’t want it to end yet. Not without knowing for sure.

“Did he touch you?” he asked.

She smiled under him — a slow, cruel little curve of her lips.

“Not yet.”

That “yet” echoed in his skull as he came.

Afterward, he collapsed beside her, breathing like he’d run a mile.

Angelina rolled onto her side, her back to him.

Neither of them said a word for several long minutes.

He wanted to ask what she was thinking. He wanted to pull her close.

He didn’t do either.

The only thing he did was listen to her breathing — slow, steady, satisfied.

He was still hard.

And he didn’t know what that meant.
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The ceiling didn’t look any different than it had the night before, but Johnny had never stared at it quite this long. Faint light crept in through the blinds — just enough to tell him morning had arrived, but not enough to tell him what kind of morning it would be.

Beside him, Angelina slept on her stomach, the sheet low on her back, her hair a mess across the pillow. She hadn’t moved since they’d finished. Not even to turn toward him. He couldn’t remember if she’d said goodnight.

He turned his head to look at her now. Not in a sweet, sleepy-husband way. In a what are you thinking? way. He wanted to reach out, to touch the bare skin of her back, trace it like he used to when they were still newly married. But the space between them felt longer than it looked.

Her breathing stayed steady. She was out cold. Or pretending.

Johnny sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. The hardwood felt cool under his feet. He rubbed his face, trying to make sense of the weight in his chest. His body felt good — more than good, actually. But his brain… not so much.

Everything she’d said the night before was still echoing in his head. Words like second and someone who’s not afraid to fuck me like I need it.

He stood, walked quietly to the bathroom, and closed the door behind him. Not slammed. Just… shut.

Inside, he looked at himself in the mirror. The early light made his face look pale. His eyes were bloodshot. There was a small bite mark just under his jaw. He hadn’t noticed it until now.

He ran the water and splashed some on his face, then just stood there, dripping, hands braced against the counter.

What had he actually said last night? Try it once.

What had she heard?

Was it a green light? Or a bluff he thought she wouldn’t call?

When he walked back into the bedroom, the bed was empty.

The covers were thrown halfway off, and he could hear her in the kitchen. The smell of toast and coffee was already making its way down the hall.

Johnny pulled on a shirt, still unsure whether this was going to be a normal Sunday morning or something else entirely. His heart beat faster than it should’ve.

In the kitchen, Angelina stood in her robe, buttering toast with a casualness that felt rehearsed. The coffee was already poured — one mug for her, one for him, like always. No music. No TV. Just clinking dishes and the low hum of their shared silence.

“Morning,” Johnny said, cautiously.

She didn’t look up. “Morning.”

He slid into the chair across from her at the table. The toast was already on a plate in front of him. Black coffee, no sugar. Like always.

He took a sip. “You sleep okay?”

Angelina shrugged. “Fine.”

He nodded, chewing the edge of his lip.

“I, uh... I keep thinking about last night,” he said, watching her face.

She looked up then, briefly, and raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. Just... wasn’t like our usual.”

“No,” she agreed. “It wasn’t.”

He waited, hoping she’d elaborate. She didn’t.

“You really think you’d go through with it?” he asked.

She didn’t blink. “What part?”

“You know what part.”

Angelina leaned back in her chair and took a slow sip of her coffee. Her face was unreadable. Calm, almost amused.

“You said, ‘Try it once.’”

“I know what I said,” Johnny muttered. “But maybe I wasn’t really⁠—”

“Sure you were,” she said, cutting him off softly. “You didn’t stutter. You weren’t drunk enough to blame it on the wine. You looked me in the eye and told me to try it.”

“I didn’t think you'd take me seriously.”

Angelina smiled — not cruelly, but with a kind of cool confidence that made him feel younger and dumber than he wanted to admit.

“That’s the thing, Johnny,” she said. “You want the fantasy. You just don’t want the fallout.”

He swallowed hard. “So what now?”

She stood, grabbed her plate, and walked to the sink. “Now we go about our day like normal.”

“That’s it?”

“For now.” She rinsed the plate and set it in the dishwasher. Then she turned back around and gave him a look he couldn’t read. “Unless you don’t want me to do anything.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it again.

Angelina smiled faintly, as if she knew that exact silence would be his answer.

She walked past him, her hand trailing briefly over his shoulder — not affectionate. Not cold, either. Just... a touch to remind him she was still there.

“I’m going to shower,” she said over her shoulder. “You want in, you’ve got about thirty seconds.”

He sat there, frozen, while her footsteps faded down the hall.

He didn’t move.

Not yet.


Chapter Three


The warehouse always smelled like cardboard, motor oil, and old concrete. Angelina hated it — until lately. Now, the smell hit her different. Dirty. Real. Like sweat and sex and bad decisions waiting to happen.

She walked through the breakroom with her coffee in hand, heels quieter than usual, a soft-click instead of the usual stomp. She wasn’t late, but she hadn’t rushed either. Monday morning. Everyone moved slow. That was her excuse, anyway.

She caught her reflection in the vending machine glass: loose blouse tucked into a fitted pencil skirt. Nothing out of bounds for the office, but everything hugged a little tighter than usual. Her makeup was minimal except for the lipstick — a new shade. Darker. A little meaner.

She heard him before she saw him — Kareem’s voice carrying from down the loading corridor, deeper than it should’ve been, as if it had weight.

He was laughing with one of the newer hires. Something about a tire shipment arriving late.

Angelina took her time getting her badge out of her purse. When he turned the corner, she was facing the vending machine, pretending to debate between granola bars and candy.

“New lipstick,” he said, casually, as he passed behind her.

She turned slightly, just enough to look over her shoulder.

“You noticed.”

He didn’t slow down. “Can’t not notice.”

She gave a small smile and went back to the vending machine, but she was watching him in the glass reflection. Kareem moved with that unhurried, wide-shouldered confidence that made everyone else look like they were trying too hard.

“You here early today?” she asked, louder than necessary.

He paused near a stack of pallets. Looked at her over his shoulder.

“I’m always here early.”

She pressed the selection for a granola bar. It thumped down into the tray.

“Hm,” she said. “I guess I don’t pay attention.”

Kareem raised an eyebrow. “I know you do.”

She crouched to retrieve the bar, slow and deliberate. When she stood up, she made sure to turn toward him fully, her blouse shifting just slightly as she straightened. His eyes dipped once — barely — then flicked back up.

“You don’t flirt like the other guys,” she said.

“I’m not one of the other guys,” he said.

That line hit her harder than she expected.

He walked back toward her, not too close, but enough to make her shift her weight to one foot, almost without realizing it.

“You ever let your husband see you like this?” he asked, voice low.

Angelina tilted her head. “You said that last week.”

“I know. Still true.”

“You keep repeating it, people might think you’re serious.”

Kareem’s expression didn’t change. “What if I am?”

Her stomach fluttered — that sharp little drop that hit right when the flirtation stopped being playful and started being dangerous.

She smiled like she wasn’t affected. “I think you like getting a rise out of me.”

“I haven’t touched you,” he said, calm and plain.

That stopped her for half a beat.

She crossed her arms. “And if you did?”

He smirked, but didn’t move forward. “Why don’t you tell me.”

She wasn’t expecting him to throw it back like that. She thought about firing something clever in return — but nothing came fast enough.

Kareem gave her a look like he was already bored of the game. “Let me know when you stop pretending.”

Then he turned and walked away.

No goodbye. No wink. Just walked.

Angelina stayed there by the vending machine, her heart pounding in her chest, her thighs pressed a little too tight together.

He hadn’t flirted like she thought he would.

He didn’t chase.

And now she wanted it worse.
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The garage door groaned open just after seven.

Johnny looked up from the stovetop, one hand still stirring a pot of boxed pasta, the other holding his phone where he’d been scrolling through work emails he didn’t care about. He glanced at the clock. She was usually home before six.

He heard her heels on the tile a few seconds later, that familiar sound that always landed with a little more confidence than the day warranted.

“Hey,” she called from the front door, casual, like she’d just stepped out to grab the mail.

Johnny raised his voice. “Hey. Dinner’s nothing special.”

Angelina came into the kitchen, still in her work clothes. The same skirt and blouse he’d seen her leave in, but they looked different now — a little wrinkled, like she’d been sitting too long. Or maybe not just sitting.

She dropped her bag on the counter and kissed him on the cheek. Her lips were cool, lightly glossed. She smelled like something different — not her usual body spray. Maybe something borrowed from a sample in the women’s restroom. Or something new. He couldn’t place it.

“You’re late,” he said, not accusing, just observing.

She slid onto one of the stools and opened a bottle of water. “I stayed late. Reports were a mess today.”

He nodded. “Yeah?”

“Mondays,” she added, with a shrug. “You know.”

He stirred the pasta again, letting the silence stretch just long enough for her to feel it. She didn’t fill it.

“You want red sauce or just butter?” he asked.

“Surprise me.”

He finished plating quickly. Two bowls, two forks, two glasses of the same dry red from the night before. He carried them to the table and sat across from her.

They ate mostly in silence. The TV was off. The dishwasher hummed faintly in the background, but otherwise it was just forks and chewing and occasional glances.

Johnny cleared his throat. “You good?”

Angelina didn’t look up. “Yeah. Why?”

“You’re quiet.”

“I’m always quiet when I’m hungry.”

He smiled, but it didn’t stick.

She looked at him now, really looked at him. “You okay?”

“I could ask you the same thing.”

She reached across and touched his hand lightly. “I’m fine. Long day. That’s all.”

“Right.”

They finished eating. She offered to do the dishes. He let her.

He stood in the hallway afterward, brushing his teeth while listening to the water run in the kitchen. His eyes fixed on the towel rack, unmoving, while his mind replayed her voice. Reports were a mess today.

She’d lied so easily. Too easily.

Or maybe he was reading into it. Maybe it was nothing.

But something in her eyes had changed. That was real.

Later, in bed, Johnny reached for her. Not in a possessive way. Not even aggressive. Just a quiet hand under the covers, a familiar touch on her hip, the signal they’d always used when words weren’t needed.

Angelina didn’t say anything. She turned slightly, opening her legs just enough. No invitation, no resistance. He moved between her thighs, adjusting himself, kissing the side of her neck as he entered her slowly.

She made a soft sound — polite, almost.

The room stayed silent aside from the slow rhythm of their bodies and the quiet creak of the bed frame. Her hands didn’t touch him. Her mouth didn’t kiss back. Her eyes stayed shut.

Johnny kept moving, but the sensation was more friction than connection.

Then — something changed.

Her hips moved differently.

Her breath caught, deeper now. Her legs tightened around him, drawing him in harder. Her head tilted back against the pillow, lips parting.

Johnny blinked.

It was sudden.

Like someone had flipped a switch in her. Like she wasn’t reacting to him — she was reacting to something inside her head.

Her fingers gripped the sheets.

She made a low sound in her throat. Not a moan — a hum. As if she were testing how much she could feel.

He kept going, eyes on her face now.

Her mouth opened wider. Her nails dug in.

But she still hadn’t touched him.

Not once.

And her eyes were still closed.
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Johnny paused.

Not a slow, gentle pause — a hard stop. Still buried inside her, but motionless now, hands braced on either side of her body, trying to read her face in the dark.

Angelina didn’t move either. She exhaled through her nose and slowly opened her eyes.

The room held that same faint silver glow from the streetlight outside, just enough to catch her expression — not surprised, not bothered.

Johnny stared down at her, chest rising fast. “Are you even here right now?”

She blinked once, then again, like she was coming back from somewhere far away.

“Why do you ask that?” she said, soft and even.

He didn’t answer at first. He pulled back slightly, hands shifting on the mattress. He wasn’t angry — not exactly. But he was cold now. Like someone had poured water over his skin mid-act.

“I know that look,” he said.

Her legs were still around him. She didn’t release him.

“What look?”

“You’re not with me. You’re not here.”

Angelina didn’t argue. She just stared at him. Calm. Controlled.

Johnny’s voice dropped. “Who are you thinking about?”

Silence.

She held his gaze, not blinking.

“Angelina,” he said again. “Say it.”

A beat passed. Then another.

Finally, she whispered, “You told me to.”

It knocked the breath out of him.

He shifted his weight off her and rolled to the side, slipping out of her. The sudden absence made her body flinch slightly, as if she hadn’t expected him to pull away that fast.

He sat up, one hand on his forehead, not looking at her. “Jesus.”

She didn’t reach for him. Didn’t try to explain.

He turned back to her, still sitting on the edge of the bed. “That wasn’t… roleplay.”

“No,” she agreed.

“You were thinking about him.”

She didn’t speak.

He looked at her again. “Say it.”

Angelina’s voice was low. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”

“You’re not supposed to actually—” He stopped himself.

She sat up then, sheet still pooled around her waist, breasts bare in the glow of the window. “You didn’t want to know I was thinking about him. But you wanted me to.”

Johnny didn’t respond. Because that was it. That was the truth of it. The thought had turned him on in the dark — until it became real.

Angelina studied him for a moment, as if deciding whether to press or back off.

“You think you can open that door and control what happens on the other side?” she asked.

“I didn’t think you’d walk through it so fast.”

She smiled faintly. “Maybe I was already halfway there.”

Johnny didn’t know what to say to that. Every word felt too small.

He stood, walking toward the bathroom in silence.

Behind him, Angelina slipped under the covers. Not apologetic. Not angry.

Just still.
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The bathroom light was still on when Johnny came back, though he’d turned it off minutes ago. The glow was in his head now — buzzing behind his eyes, flashing across every blink like a warning he couldn't unsee.

He crawled into bed without a word. The sheets were cold on his side, barely rumpled. She hadn’t moved much since he left.

Angelina lay facing away from him, the sheet halfway down her back. The muscles along her spine were relaxed, her shoulder bare and still. She might have been asleep. Or pretending again.

Johnny stared at the ceiling. Then at the back of her head. Then back to the ceiling.

No one spoke.

No one apologized.

His body still hummed. The heat hadn’t left. Not entirely.

Even now, in the silence, the tension felt raw and real — like a live wire between them, crackling just beneath the covers.

He heard her shift slightly.

Then again.

Then her breath changed.

Not the way it sounded when she was falling asleep — slower, deeper. No, this was something else.

Deliberate.

Rhythmic.

Johnny turned his head.

The sheet was moving — not much, just a slow, steady ripple near her hip.

She was touching herself.

Right beside him.

His chest tightened. He didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

She kept going.

The sound of her fingers against her skin was barely audible, but it was there. Just enough to make his pulse jump. Her breath deepened. Her shoulder twitched forward slightly, like her body couldn’t hold still under her own hand.

She didn’t look at him.

Didn’t say his name.

And then, so quietly he almost missed it:

“Kareem.”

Johnny’s whole body clenched.

He stared at the ceiling again, jaw tight, heart pounding. His cock throbbed under the sheets. He hated it. Wanted it. Needed it.

She said it once.

Just once.

No drama. No repetition. Just a name slipping from her lips like it belonged there.

He reached down under the sheet.

He didn’t touch her.

Didn’t try.

He finished quietly.

Messy. Fast. Ashamed.

Angelina didn’t stop.

She kept going.

And when she finally came — softly, breath catching once — she didn’t say anything at all.

She rolled over onto her back. The sheet barely covered her now.

Johnny kept staring at the ceiling, his chest still rising hard.

Still, no one spoke.

But everything had changed.


Chapter Four


The TV was on, but muted. Some late-night rerun of a cooking show no one watched on purpose. Contestants frantically chopping herbs and screaming at boiling water, lit by blue studio lights that flashed silently across the living room. The only sound was the soft hum of the dishwasher running in the kitchen and the occasional creak from the ceiling fan overhead.

Angelina sat curled in the corner of the couch, one knee drawn up against her chest, toes hooked under the hem of Johnny’s old hoodie. The fabric smelled like laundry detergent and sleep — a little stale now, but familiar in a way that made her feel even more restless.

The wine on the table was her second glass. The first had been poured at nine. The second — poured at eleven — hadn’t made it past the halfway mark. It sat now, untouched for over an hour, next to her phone.

The screen was still lit. She hadn’t let it go dark.

Kareem – Mobile

You looked good today. Again.

The message had come through on Friday. Three days ago. She hadn’t replied. Not out of resistance. Out of fear that if she did, something would tip over. Something fragile and balanced and irreversible.

She could’ve deleted the thread. Could’ve blocked his number.

She hadn’t done either.

She reread it again.

You looked good today. Again.

It wasn’t even dirty. But it hit different. It felt… known. Possessive, almost. Like he wasn’t asking for permission to want her. Just stating a fact.

She could feel it in her chest. In her skin.

Angelina set the phone down. Stared at the dark TV screen and caught her reflection — dim, soft, tired-looking. Her lipstick was long faded, just a faint stain now. Her hair was loose, messy around her shoulders. She looked like someone who hadn’t quite decided what kind of night it was going to be.

The clock on the oven read 12:38 AM.

She picked the phone back up. Opened the keyboard. Typed:

You

Paused.

Backspaced.

Typed again:

You up?

Deleted.

Her thumb hovered. She let out a long, slow breath and finally typed:

You busy?

Her finger hovered again. Then she hit send.

She dropped the phone like it had burned her hand.

Her pulse thudded in her throat.

A hundred thoughts came flooding in at once — What the fuck are you doing. You can’t take it back. You can’t lie if you send it. You can’t un-send it. You can’t pretend it was a joke. You can’t tell Johnny it was just a message if it’s already⁠—

Ping.

Reply.

Kareem:

Come through.

Two words. No emojis. No punctuation. Just quiet certainty.

She stared at it for a full minute.

That was it?

Not where you at? Not now? Just Come through.

Like he already knew she would.

Like it had never been a question.

Angelina stood up. Her legs felt heavier than they should’ve. Her body hummed, not with excitement, but with the electric pull of something she wasn’t supposed to want.

She moved to the hallway in near silence. Her feet avoided the floorboards she knew would creak. She passed the framed wedding photo by the stairs and didn’t look at it.

In the bedroom, she paused in the doorway. Johnny was asleep, turned toward the wall, one arm curled beneath his pillow. His breathing was steady. Soft.

He looked peaceful.

She stood there for a few seconds longer than she meant to. She could still feel him inside her from the night before. Not in a tender way — more like a ghost. A memory with edges that weren’t sharp enough.

She turned away.

In the bathroom, she checked her face. No makeup left. Just faint eyeliner and flushed cheeks. Her lips were bare. She didn’t bother fixing them.

She didn’t change clothes either — just adjusted her hoodie so it hung low over her hips and covered most of the cotton shorts she still wore from earlier. She ran her fingers through her hair, untangling the worst of it, but didn’t brush it.

Back in the hallway, she hesitated again. Then, slowly, she reached under her shorts.

Slid her panties down her legs.

She stepped out of them carefully and left them on the floor, just outside the bedroom.

One last thing to cross a line with.

Her keys were by the door. Her phone stayed on the couch.

She opened the door quietly and slipped out into the warm night air.

The street was still. No wind. Just the sound of crickets and the occasional hum of an air conditioner from across the road.

She walked to the car with steady steps.

Got in.

Turned the engine on.

And drove.
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The apartment was exactly what she expected.

Second floor. Concrete stairs. One dull porch light over the door. No plants. No doormat. A mailbox with the number peeling halfway off. She stood outside for a second longer than she needed to. One hand on the railing. The other clenched around her car keys.

The porch light buzzed. A moth flew lazy circles around it.

The front door opened before she knocked.

Kareem filled the frame, bare-chested in sweatpants, a sheen on his skin like he’d just finished working out. He didn’t smile. Didn’t speak. He just looked at her like he already knew what she was there for.

She stepped forward.

He stepped back.

The door closed behind her with a soft click.

The apartment smelled like detergent and body spray and something faintly greasy — like fast food that had been eaten directly out of the bag. A couch with one cushion slightly out of place. TV still on. Some action movie playing, volume low.

She took one step into the living room, then turned to say something — anything — but he was already in front of her.

He kissed her like he wasn’t planning to do it again.

Hard. Mouth full. No hesitation. His hands grabbed the back of her thighs and lifted her up like she weighed nothing.

Her legs wrapped around him out of pure instinct.

He didn’t guide her to the couch. Or the bed. He pinned her against the nearest wall.

The breath caught in her throat. Her back thudded softly against drywall. One of his hands came up under her hoodie, tugging the shorts aside — no underwear — and he grunted once under his breath like that told him everything.

“You came ready,” he muttered, voice thick.

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

His fingers were already sliding inside her, slow and rough.

Angelina gasped, hands gripping his shoulders. She tried to speak, to say wait, to say something, but her body betrayed her. She was soaked. Already. Completely.

Kareem chuckled low in his throat.

“Damn,” he said.

He pulled his hand away, reached down, and shoved his sweatpants down far enough to free himself. He was hard. Big. Throbbing in his fist as he guided himself to her entrance.

He didn’t ask.

He just pushed in.

Angelina cried out — not in protest. In surprise.

It hurt. For a second. Not in a bad way. In the way she hadn’t felt in years. A stretch. A burn. A fullness that made her head tilt back and her mouth fall open.

Kareem didn’t slow down.

He gripped her hips tighter, drove into her like she was something to be broken in.

The wall behind her shuddered.

Her moans turned ragged.

She clung to him, digging her nails into his skin. Her legs slipped once, and he slammed her harder against the wall, adjusting her grip.

“You wanted this,” he growled.

She nodded, too fast. “Yes—fuck—yes.”

He didn’t kiss her again.

He didn’t talk after that.

Just used her.

Every thrust slammed her against the drywall, and every breath she took came out of her mouth in a jagged little gasp.

It didn’t take long.

Her whole body tensed. She clenched around him and cried out his name, and Kareem grunted, pulled her in hard, and came deep inside her. He stayed there for a moment, still inside her, then let her slide down off him like the moment had passed.

Angelina stood there, trembling, trying to catch her breath.

He walked past her.

“Shower’s in there,” he said, jerking his chin toward the hallway.

She didn’t move.

Kareem disappeared around the corner, and the sound of the water started a few seconds later.

She stayed by the wall.

Still dripping.

Still panting.

She reached between her legs.

Sticky.

Sore.

She hadn’t even taken off her hoodie.
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The front door clicked shut so softly it might not have happened at all.

But Johnny heard it.

His eyes were closed, body still, chest rising and falling in a slow, practiced rhythm. He’d been faking sleep for the past hour, ever since he noticed the quiet stretch of the house hadn’t ended the way it should’ve.

He knew she wasn’t on the couch anymore.

He knew the garage door hadn’t opened.

But the front door? She must’ve crept out on foot. Maybe parked down the block. Maybe walked a few houses before starting her car. Maybe left her phone behind so she wouldn’t get tracked. It didn’t matter.

He didn’t need proof.

He could feel it.

Now the sound of the lock sliding back into place was the only confirmation he needed.

She was home.

He kept his breathing steady.

Her footsteps were light, but uneven — the soft shuffle of bare feet over hardwood. One step slower than the other. Almost a limp.

Johnny’s heart thudded harder. He felt it in his throat. In his hands.

She moved through the kitchen quietly. No light switches. No water. No wineglass.

Just a slow trip back toward the bedroom.

He heard the soft creak of the hallway floorboard near the closet — the one that always gave her away. She paused outside the door for a second. Then stepped inside.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t bother undressing fully.

The bed dipped beside him as she slid under the sheet. Her body didn’t touch his. Not even by accident. She curled onto her side, facing the wall, her breath slow and even. It took only seconds for the scent to hit him.

Not perfume.

Not soap.

Just sex.

Raw and sharp and unmistakable.

His jaw clenched.

His body responded before his brain could stop it — that familiar throb of need that had haunted him since the night he told her try it once.

He wanted to touch her.

He didn’t.

He wanted to ask.

He wouldn’t.

Instead, he kept his eyes shut.

Listened to her settle in beside him.

Felt the heat of her body just inches away, radiating something new. Not guilt. Not remorse.

Satisfaction.

She exhaled once, deep and easy, like she’d just come home from a long day and was finally ready to sleep.

Johnny stayed still.

He didn’t sleep at all.
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The sun had just begun cutting through the blinds, laying wide, soft stripes across the kitchen counter. The smell of fresh coffee drifted through the house — rich, bold, slightly burnt, just how Johnny liked it. The mug sat on the table in front of him, steaming, untouched.

He heard the clink of her spoon in the sugar bowl before he saw her.

Angelina walked into the room barefoot, wrapped in a gray robe. Hair tied up, a few strands sticking to her cheek like she hadn’t bothered to look in the mirror yet. But her face was composed.

Not apologetic. Not smug. Just… normal.

“Morning,” she said, reaching for her own mug.

Johnny cleared his throat. “Hey.”

He watched her carefully, like she might tip over and break. But she moved too easily. No guilt in the way she stirred the cream into her coffee. No tension in her shoulders.

She sat down across from him at the table and took a sip.

For a few moments, that was all they did.

Sip.

Watch.

Wait.

Then she said it. Just like that.

“I saw him last night.”

Johnny blinked once. The words dropped between them like a rock into a calm lake.

He said nothing.

Didn’t even breathe for a second.

Angelina set her mug down. “You were asleep when I left. Or pretending.”

He kept looking at her. His mouth opened slightly but no words came out.

“I didn’t plan it,” she added. “I just texted him. He said ‘come through.’ So I did.”

Still, Johnny said nothing.

Her voice was calm. Too calm. “I didn’t even bring my phone.”

That detail made his chest tighten. He looked down at his coffee, then back at her.

“You walked there?” he asked, quietly.

“I parked around the block,” she said.

He nodded once. Slow.

“Did you…” he started, but the rest caught in his throat.

She answered anyway.

“He fucked me against the wall.”

Johnny flinched.

Angelina’s face didn’t change. “He didn’t take his pants all the way off. He didn’t kiss me after. He came inside me.”

She picked her mug back up. Took another sip.

Johnny stared at her, mouth slightly open, blood pounding in his ears.

She went on.

“I was loud. I didn’t mean to be, but I was. I didn’t think about you while it happened.”

Johnny’s hands clenched into fists on the table, but he didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t move.

“You wanted this,” she said. “You told me to.”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

Angelina waited. Let the silence breathe again.

Finally, he asked, barely above a whisper: “Did it feel good?”

Her eyes softened — not out of kindness, but honesty.

“Yes.”

Johnny’s throat worked to swallow, but it stayed dry.

He looked down again.

Then up.

“Say it again.”

Angelina tilted her head. “What part?”

“All of it,” he said. “Please.”

She leaned back slightly. Studied him. And then — slowly, evenly — she started again.

“I saw him last night. He pulled me inside. I didn’t even take off my clothes. He bent me against the wall and fucked me hard. It hurt. I came. He finished inside me. Then he walked away.”

She stopped.

Johnny was breathing harder now. Hands trembling slightly. He hadn’t touched his coffee.

His voice cracked. “Did he make you… say anything?”

Angelina’s lips parted.

She held his gaze.

“I called him daddy.”

Johnny exhaled sharply, almost a sound.

Angelina looked at him. Still calm. Still in control.

“I didn’t mean to,” she said. “It just came out.”

He closed his eyes.

And then said, “Say that part again.”


Chapter Five


The jeans were too heavy for late summer. The denim scratched the raw skin at the tops of her thighs every time she moved, but she needed something that didn’t cling. Nothing tight. Nothing that might show where the bruises were.

She picked the long cardigan from the back of the closet. Gray. Oversized. Swallowed her shape completely. When she looked in the mirror, she didn’t see the woman from last night. Just a tired office manager with messy hair and too much caffeine in her blood.

It wasn’t that she regretted it. That wasn’t the feeling.

She just couldn’t afford to walk into the warehouse today looking like she’d been railed so hard she could barely sit down.

Which — she had.

Angelina slid on her low sneakers, tied them tighter than usual, and grabbed her work badge from the counter. Her thighs ached when she stepped into the car, the driver’s seat pressing against her ass in a way that made her flinch. The soreness was real. Not imagined. Deep. Physical.

She shifted in the seat and drove with the windows down.

The sun was bright. Too bright. People were already outside at the strip mall near her office, sipping iced coffees and dragging their kids around. None of them looked like women who had been fucked against drywall with their legs wrapped around a man who didn’t care if she came or cried or came again.

But maybe she did. She couldn’t be sure.

When she got to work, she avoided the warehouse entrance and went in through the side office instead. Less chance of bumping into Kareem. Not that she was avoiding him, exactly. But she wasn’t ready to see him again.

She didn’t know what she’d say.

What would he say?

Nothing, probably. Just that look. That smirk like he already had her clocked. Like nothing needed to be said because he’d already had her in every way that mattered.

The morning passed in pieces — emails, invoices, a shipping discrepancy that required her to call someone in Memphis twice. She sat through it all stiffly, crossing her legs under the desk not for professionalism, but because every movement made her body remember what had happened.

And then — right before lunch — her phone buzzed.

She didn’t check it immediately.

Her stomach dipped in that now-familiar way, equal parts nerves and heat.

She waited. Opened her inbox. Answered one more email.

Then she picked up the phone.

One new message. No preview.

Kareem.

She opened it.

A photo.

No text.

It took a moment to register what she was looking at. The angle was low. Blurry around the edges. A narrow crop of her inner thighs, wide apart. Her hoodie bunched up above the waistband of her shorts. The curve of her hip, faint bruising along one side.

And between her legs — the mess he’d left inside her.

Still dripping.

The image was fresh. Taken after. Maybe just before she left. Without asking. Without warning.

Her lips parted.

She didn’t delete it.

Her phone screen dimmed, but she kept holding it. She stared for a long time, trying to slow her breathing.

The ache between her legs suddenly had a pulse again. Not pain. Not anymore.

She locked the phone and put it in the drawer.

Then stood — slowly — and walked to the break room to splash cold water on her face
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The sound of the fork tapping his plate was getting under her skin.

Not because it was loud. Not because it was annoying.

Because it was the only sound in the room.

Johnny wasn’t eating. Not really. Just pushing pasta around with the back of his fork, catching the edges of the bowl. The sauce had gone cold. So had the air between them.

Angelina sat across from him, one leg crossed, elbow resting on the table. She’d barely touched her wine.

He was staring at her again.

Not openly — not in that way people stare when they want to be caught — but in short bursts. Eyes flicking up, then back down. Again. And again.

She let him do it. Let the silence stretch.

Finally, she said, “You’re not eating.”

“I’m not hungry,” he muttered.

“You cooked.”

“Habit.”

She leaned back in her chair. “Then say what you’re thinking.”

He didn’t answer right away.

He was still holding his fork, but his grip had loosened. Like he’d forgotten it was in his hand.

Angelina watched him, not with amusement, but with curiosity. She could feel it coming — the question. The itch in his throat he was too afraid to scratch.

His voice came out lower than she expected. “I can’t stop picturing it.”

She didn’t blink.

“Good,” she said.

Johnny looked up sharply. He wasn’t expecting her to be that direct. Or that calm.

Angelina reached into her purse.

Unlocked her phone.

And slid it across the table, screen facing up.

The image glowed between them.

Kareem’s photo.

Her body. Her thighs. Her soaked skin. The trail of cum shining in the dim light.

Johnny didn’t touch the phone.

But he didn’t look away.

He leaned in — just slightly — his breath catching in his chest. The muscles in his face twitched like he was trying not to react.

His voice broke when he finally spoke. “He took that?”

She nodded. “Right after.”

He swallowed. Hard. His fingers curled on the edge of the table.

“How’d you feel when you saw it?” he asked.

“Wet,” she said. “Again.”

Johnny shifted in his chair, legs twitching under the table. His eyes were still on the screen.

She didn’t pull the phone back.

Didn’t flinch.

She watched him now — the way his pupils dilated, the way his breathing changed. The outline of his arousal pressing against the fabric of his pants. He wasn’t hiding it. He couldn’t.

He looked up at her.

“You like showing me this?”

Angelina didn’t smile. She didn’t blink.

“I like that you can’t stop looking.”

He swallowed again.

“Do you want to watch me while I touch myself to it?” she asked.

His whole body tensed.

“Or do you want to touch me and pretend it was you who made me look like that?”

He reached for the phone.

But not to turn it off.

He held it in his hand like something sacred.

And stared at her soaked, ruined body — frozen in time, claimed by someone else.

Angelina leaned forward and whispered, “You’re not eating because you’re starving for something else.”

Johnny didn’t deny it.

He just looked at her and said, “Take me to bed.”
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The phone sat on the nightstand, screen still lit. The photo faced up like it was watching.

Johnny lay on his back, naked from the waist down, legs parted, eyes wide and unblinking. His cock was already hard, throbbing slightly, leaking just from anticipation. His hands were clenched in the sheets.

Angelina stood at the foot of the bed, slowly removing her cardigan. Then the shirt beneath. Then her bra. Each movement was slow, careful, as if she were dressing down for someone who wasn’t in the room.

She wasn’t looking at Johnny.

She was remembering.

“Where were you standing?” he asked.

She stepped forward, voice quiet. “I wasn’t standing.”

“Show me.”

She straddled his thighs, her knees sinking into the mattress. She reached behind and guided him to her entrance, but didn’t slide down yet.

Johnny watched her face like it might give him something he couldn’t name.

Angelina held his gaze. “He didn’t wait.”

“Don’t,” Johnny said, breath shaky. “Don’t wait.”

She sank down in one motion.

He gasped.

She didn’t.

She moved her hips in slow, rolling circles — the way Kareem had forced her to grind against him when he was buried deep. Her hands found Johnny’s chest, nails light but firm.

“Fuck,” Johnny whispered. “God, you feel⁠—”

“Don’t talk,” she cut in, voice sharp.

His mouth snapped shut.

She set the rhythm — hard, fast, controlled. She didn’t moan. She didn’t sigh. She breathed through her nose like she was focused on something he couldn’t see.

Johnny reached up to touch her breast.

She pushed his hand away.

“That’s not what he did.”

“Okay,” he whispered.

She leaned down, bracing both hands on either side of his head.

“Say it,” he begged. “Say what you said.”

Her eyes were blank.

She moved faster.

Her voice was a whisper. “Harder.”

Johnny bucked his hips.

“Harder,” she said again.

He tried, but he was struggling — overwhelmed. Too turned on. Too deep in it.

“Tell me what you called him,” he said, eyes wild.

Angelina’s face twitched. The first crack.

She hesitated. Just long enough for him to feel it.

“You said something,” he pushed. “Last time. What did you call him?”

Her rhythm faltered again. A beat. Then another.

“Angelina—”

“It’s not the same,” she said.

She stopped moving.

“No,” Johnny said quickly, panicked. “Please—don’t stop.”

But she was already pulling off of him, sliding back down his thighs, wiping herself with the sheet as she sat on the edge of the bed.

“Angelina,” he breathed. “Come back. Finish.”

She stood up.

He sat forward, still hard, still waiting, flushed and stunned.

“You said you’d show me,” he said, voice cracking.

She pulled her shirt back over her head.

“I did.”

And then — quieter — she added, “You wanted to be him. But you’re not.”

Johnny sat there, frozen.

She didn’t look at him again as she walked out of the bedroom.

The door didn’t slam.

He didn’t move.

And he didn’t finish.
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The silence that followed her exit was louder than any slammed door.

Johnny sat on the edge of the bed, one hand still curled in the sheets where she’d been seconds ago. His cock throbbed — hard, useless, left hanging in the cold air. He didn’t look down. He didn’t have to. He could feel it — that deep, aching tension with nowhere to go.

He listened to her footsteps retreat down the hall. Not fast. Not angry. Just steady. Like she was walking away from something she’d already decided was over.

The bathroom door clicked shut.

Not locked.

Not rushed.

Just shut.

Johnny stayed where he was.

The photo was still on the nightstand. The screen had gone dark now, but he could still see the outline of the phone. Still knew exactly what was waiting on it — what he’d been staring at just fifteen minutes ago like it was sacred scripture.

He could see her face in his mind. The way she looked at him right before she stopped. The way her hips hesitated, just for a second. That moment — the second the performance collapsed — when he saw it in her eyes.

It’s not him.

He couldn’t argue.

It wasn’t.

He wasn’t.

His hand moved toward himself, almost out of reflex. The need was still there — pounding, painful — but when he wrapped his fingers around himself, it felt empty. Pathetic.

Not because he was alone.

Because he’d already lost.

He let go.

Laid back.

Stared at the ceiling while the sound of running water hummed from behind the closed bathroom door.

She was washing him off. Washing it off.

And she hadn’t even come.

She didn’t try to.

She didn’t need to.

Johnny swallowed against the dryness in his throat.

His cock softened slowly. Without resolution. Without relief.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t speak.

He just lay there.

Wide awake.

Waiting for the sound of the bathroom door to open.

Not to argue.

Not to explain.

Just to know if she was coming back to bed at all.


Chapter Six


The room was too quiet.

Johnny blinked up at the ceiling, disoriented, caught somewhere between sleep and the edge of something colder. He wasn’t sure what had woken him—maybe nothing. Maybe it was the absence. The kind that doesn’t make a sound but settles over a room like a weight. He reached out before he opened his eyes, hand brushing the sheet beside him, searching without thinking.

It was cold.

Not just empty—cold.

He sat up slowly, rubbing his face with both hands, the room spinning faintly as his body tried to catch up. The clock on the nightstand glowed dull and red in the dark. 2:12 A.M.

He turned his head toward the other side of the bed. Her side. No dent in the pillow. No lingering warmth. Her blanket hadn’t been pulled back, which meant she hadn’t just slipped out to use the bathroom or grab water or pace the hall like she sometimes did when she couldn’t sleep.

She hadn’t left recently.

She’d left a while ago.

He sat there for a long moment, just breathing, listening. The air in the room was still. No hallway light. No water running. The bathroom door was cracked open and dark. He stood, bare feet pressing into the carpet, and walked softly into the hallway.

The house was silent.

The living room was clean. The blanket on the couch was folded neatly over the armrest, and the remote sat exactly where it always did. There were no dishes in the sink. No coffee cup left on the counter. Nothing that suggested she’d come through here at all.

He paused near the front door, hand hovering over the knob. He opened it just enough to lean out. The porch light flicked on with its usual slow blink. The driveway was empty.

Her car was gone.

He didn’t close the door right away. He stared at the space where it had been, at the faint glint of oil stain near the curb and the neighbor’s motionless SUV across the street. The air was warm and heavy, still stuck in the humid half of September, but it raised goosebumps on his arms all the same.

He pulled the door shut quietly and turned the lock out of habit. His body moved slow, almost reluctant, like he wasn’t fully attached to the limbs it was made of. He passed the kitchen without flicking on a light and returned to the bedroom.

Her phone sat on the nightstand.

He looked at it, not with suspicion, but with dull confusion. She always took it with her. Always. Even to the bathroom. But tonight, it sat where she’d left it the night before, face down, as if she didn’t need to be reachable anymore. As if she didn’t owe anyone an explanation.

He didn’t touch it. Not because he was afraid of what he’d find, but because he didn’t have to. He already knew.

She didn’t need to text him anymore.

She didn’t need to build up to anything. No teasing. No warm-up. That part of it was over now. It was pure action. Arrangement. Habit. She left when she wanted, or more likely when he wanted, and she came back when it was over.

Johnny sat down on the edge of the bed again and stared at the clock.

2:20 A.M.

He imagined her with him. Not hypothetically. Not like a fantasy. He imagined what she might be doing right now. How she might be positioned. Bent. Taken. Silenced. The kind of silence she gave him now in bed—the kind that didn’t feel cold, exactly, but final.

He laid back down and pulled the sheet over himself, but he didn’t feel like sleeping. His heart was steady but fast, a quiet panic building in his chest that had no clear shape. There was no fight. No argument. No betrayal to shout about. He had invited this in. Asked for it. Encouraged it.

And now he was alone in a bed she didn’t return to anymore.

His eyes traced the ceiling fan above, unmoving in the dark, and he thought about what she’d be wearing. If anything. He imagined her not just letting it happen, but offering herself. Not passive. Not resistant. Just open. Eager. Like she was trying to fill some hole he couldn’t.

He rolled onto his side, her side of the bed still untouched.

He pressed his face into her pillow. Inhaled.

There was a time when that would’ve comforted him. Now, all he could smell was the faint trace of something fading—skin and shampoo, sleep and a scent that used to make him feel safe.

But it was old. Hours old. Days, maybe. It didn’t smell like her anymore. Not the her that snuck out at night. Not the version he couldn’t keep up with.

He closed his eyes and tried to picture her coming back. Keys turning softly in the lock. Shoes slipping off at the door. The quiet way she always avoided waking him.

But he already knew she wasn’t worried about that anymore.

He wouldn’t ask questions when she came home. She wouldn’t offer answers.

And neither of them would lie.
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The front door clicked shut at 4:07 a.m. It was quiet — practiced, even. A careful turn of the knob, a slow press of the frame until it caught without latching too hard. Johnny didn’t lift his head. He didn’t move at all. He just stared at the wall in front of him, one arm tucked under the pillow where her head usually rested. The pillow was still cold.

Footsteps moved across the hardwood. Light. No keys jangling. No bags. Just the rhythmic sound of her sneakers shifting in short, stiff strides. She wasn’t walking like someone in a hurry. Or someone guilty. She was walking like someone whose thighs still ached with soreness, whose hips were tender from being grabbed, whose body had been used until movement itself felt like bruising.

He heard her shoes come off by the door. The wet pop as one heel stuck to her skin. A pause. Then the creak of the hallway floorboard near the bathroom.

She didn’t head to the bedroom.

The light under the bathroom door flicked on. Johnny rolled onto his back, quiet as he could, the ceiling above him still cast in early shadows. He didn’t pretend to sleep. He didn’t close his eyes. He wanted to hear everything.

The faucet ran briefly — not enough to be a shower. Just a rinse. Then silence.

After a few minutes, she stepped out again. The hallway light darkened. Her feet moved softer now, barefoot on the carpet. He heard her stop at the door to the bedroom.

The knob turned without hesitation.

She entered, and for a moment, all he could hear was the faint sound of her breathing.

Then the floor gave a soft groan as she walked toward her side of the bed.

She didn’t say anything. Didn’t ask if he was awake. She knew.

She slipped under the covers slowly. One leg at a time. The sheet lifted, and her body shifted beside his, the mattress dipping with her weight. She settled onto her side, facing away from him, just like she had the night before.

The smell hit him almost instantly.

Sex. Not theoretical. Not imagined. Not perfume.

Her skin still carried the sweat of it. Her hair had the faintest sour note of breathless exertion. Her inner thighs still glistened with the residue of someone else — thick, pungent, alive.

Johnny stayed still. His breathing slowed by force.

He didn't turn toward her, but he could feel her presence — not warm, but heavy. She didn’t brush against him. She didn’t sigh or stretch. She just lay there, quiet, calm, her breath already shifting into the rhythm of sleep.

But he could smell him.

He could smell him on her.

That sharp, unmistakable scent of someone else's cum.

And as the room fell back into silence, he heard the faintest sound — wetness against skin, slick against fabric — as her thighs adjusted under the sheet. He could hear her leaking onto the bed they shared.

She didn’t apologize.

She didn’t wipe it away.

She let him lie in it.
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The late afternoon sun bled through the blinds in thin white stripes across the living room rug. Johnny sat on the far end of the couch, one leg pulled up, thumb resting just below his lip. He hadn't spoken much since she walked out of the bedroom that morning without looking at him. They hadn’t made eye contact over coffee. They hadn’t touched. The silence between them wasn’t tense anymore — it had become something else. Settled. Real. Like dust that didn’t bother to move when you walked past it.

Angelina sat on the armchair across from him, phone in hand, one leg crossed neatly over the other. She was dressed for the grocery store — clean jeans, a loose black tank, hair up. There were no signs of last night on her, at least not in the usual ways. But Johnny knew. He remembered the smell. He remembered the sound.

She hadn’t mentioned it.

She hadn’t needed to.

He watched her thumb scroll slowly through something on her screen, her face unreadable. She didn’t look up. She hadn’t for the past twenty minutes.

Johnny swallowed. His mouth was dry.

“Can I ask you something?” he said finally.

She didn’t answer right away. Just stopped scrolling. Glanced up. “Okay.”

“Are you... being safe?” he asked.

Angelina tilted her head slightly. “What do you mean?”

“With him,” Johnny said. “With Kareem. Are you... using protection?”

The question hovered in the air longer than it should have.

She set the phone down on her thigh and looked at him fully for the first time all day.

“No,” she said.

Johnny’s heart beat faster. “Like... never?”

“He doesn’t ask,” she said, voice level. “And I don’t stop him.”

The words landed like a quiet punch. No anger. No judgment. Just a statement of fact. Something decided. Already normalized.

Johnny stared at her. His hands fidgeted in his lap, and he hated himself for how hard he was getting just sitting there.

“So… inside you?” he asked, even though he already knew the answer.

“Yes,” she said. “Every time.”

He let out a slow breath, lips parting like he might say something else, but nothing came. He couldn’t find a single question that didn’t already have an answer.

Angelina lifted the phone again. She tapped once, twice, then looked back at him.

“Do you want to see?”

He didn’t respond, but she held the phone out anyway.

He reached for it, hands colder than he expected.

The screen lit up.

It was a photo — taken from behind. Her hips arched, her knees on a mattress that wasn’t theirs. She was on all fours, hair hanging wild over one shoulder. Her body was blurred slightly by motion, but the image was clear where it mattered. Kareem’s hand was on her lower back. His cock was buried halfway inside her. No faces. No artful composition. Just skin and possession.

Johnny stared.

His fingers trembled against the edges of the phone.

There was no caption. No timestamp. No indication of when. But it didn’t matter.

He felt sick.

He felt hard.

He handed the phone back slowly, like it might burn through his hand if he held it a second longer.

She took it. Didn’t say a word.

He looked at her. She looked back.

“I think about it all the time,” he said quietly.

“I know,” she replied.

Neither of them moved.
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Johnny lay on his side, one hand resting on Angelina’s hip. His fingers had been there for minutes now, slow, unsure, just tracing the curve above the waistband of her underwear.

She hadn’t moved.

Not toward him. Not away.

Just still.

The silence stretched until it became something else. Not awkward — familiar. Routine. The new rhythm of their nights. Ever since the first time she left. Ever since she came back marked.

He pressed a little more firmly now, his hand sliding over her stomach. He kissed her shoulder, the bare skin cool against his mouth.

Her breath stayed even.

“Can I…?” he asked, voice barely audible.

Angelina didn’t answer. But she shifted onto her back and opened her legs.

Permission. Not invitation.

Johnny moved over her, pulling down the thin strip of cotton between them. She kept her eyes closed. Didn’t guide him. Didn’t kiss him back.

He entered her slowly.

She was warm. Still slick.

He tried not to think about why.

Tried not to wonder if it was him. If any of this belonged to him anymore.

His hips moved in a steady rhythm, and for a moment he closed his eyes and tried to feel something. Connection. Relief. Her. Anything.

But she was quiet.

Too quiet.

He opened his eyes and looked down at her. Her head was turned to the side. Mouth closed. No breathy gasp. No soft curse. Not even the faint catch in her throat she used to let slip when he touched the right spot.

“Say something,” he whispered, his voice catching. “Please.”

Nothing.

He pushed deeper.

“Angelina.”

Still nothing.

He felt the orgasm coming too fast, too soon — not from pleasure, but from pressure. From the tension, the frustration, the sheer humiliation of having everything he used to know now muted under the weight of her silence.

He came with a stifled grunt, pressing his face into her neck.

She didn’t move.

He rolled off of her, panting, flushed, the shame hitting before the sweat even dried.

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

Then, wordlessly, she pulled the sheet away and sat up. She didn’t look at him. Didn’t check if he was okay. She stood, grabbed her robe from the hook by the door, and slipped out of the room without a sound.

No goodbye.

No anger.

Just silence.

Johnny lay there, staring at the ceiling, the weight of her absence heavier now than when she’d left the house at 2 a.m.

He realized he could handle the moaning.

He could even handle the name.

But this?

This silence?

It was worse.

It meant she didn’t need him — not even to hurt him.


Chapter Seven


She didn’t go to the bathroom to change anymore.

Johnny sat on the edge of the bed, sockless, shirt rumpled, watching her from behind as she stood in front of the closet. Her robe was already on the floor. She was wearing a black lace thong that clung to her hips and rode high along the curve of her ass. Her hair was still damp from the quick shower she’d taken twenty minutes earlier, and she moved with the calm of someone dressing for something she didn’t have to explain.

She didn’t glance at him as she pulled a top from the hanger — a cropped tank, tight across the chest. It wasn’t the kind of thing she wore for errands or family dinners. She paired it with loose jeans, the kind that hung low enough on her hips to make the thong visible when she bent the wrong way. Johnny had seen her wear those jeans before, but not lately. Not since Kareem.

She leaned into the mirror, applying a thin coat of gloss. She pressed her lips together slowly, then tilted her head, eyes scanning her reflection, hand smoothing the curve of her waist.

“Are you going out?” Johnny asked, even though he already knew.

“Mm-hmm,” she said, still focused on her reflection.

“With him?”

This time she turned. “Yes.”

The honesty didn’t sting. Not the way it used to. It just landed like another piece of the routine.

He rubbed the back of his neck. “When’ll you be back?”

Angelina picked up her purse and slipped her phone inside. “When he’s done.”

She said it the same way someone might say, When the movie ends. No malice. No teasing. Just fact.

Johnny nodded slowly. He didn’t know if she meant done with sex. Or done with her. He wasn’t sure if there was a difference anymore.

“You going to work tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yep.”

“Okay.”

She paused in the doorway, one hand on the frame. She wasn’t looking at him, but at her own nails, turning her hand in the soft light of the hallway like she’d just noticed a chipped edge.

“You don’t have to wait up,” she said.

“I know.”

A beat passed.

Then she was gone.

The front door closed a few seconds later. Not gently. Not loud. Just normal. As if she were heading out for drinks with a friend, or a quick Target run, or any of the other lies they used to tell each other when this all felt fragile.

But it wasn’t fragile anymore.

It was something else entirely.

Johnny sat still for a long time. The bedroom quiet, the faint scent of her body still hanging in the air.

He didn’t turn on the TV. He didn’t check the time.

He just waited.

[image: ]


The front door opened at 2:44 a.m.

Johnny had been lying awake for over an hour. He hadn’t tried to sleep. He didn’t even pretend anymore. He just lay there in the dark with the covers bunched at his waist, watching the cracks of hallway light move across the bedroom wall every time a car passed on the street.

He didn’t get up when he heard her come in.

He didn’t need to.

Her steps were steady. Not fast, not slow. He could hear the familiar rhythm of her keys dropping into the ceramic bowl on the hallway table. The whisper of her shoes sliding off. The short pause before the door to their bedroom creaked open.

She didn’t look at him.

She didn’t ask if he was awake.

She walked straight to the closet, peeled off her tank top, and unbuttoned her jeans. Johnny didn’t say anything, but he watched her silhouette undress in the low light — the gentle roll of her hips as she stepped out of her clothes, the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to her stomach and lower back.

She climbed into bed with nothing on but a large t-shirt — not his — and slid beneath the sheets. Her body was warm. She didn’t touch him.

She pulled her phone from the nightstand, angled the screen toward herself, and put in her passcode. The brightness of it made her face glow faintly in the dark. Her expression didn’t change.

Then, faintly, he heard it.

A voice.

Her voice.

Moaning.

Rhythmic. Deep.

She had the sound turned low, but it was unmistakable. Johnny felt it in his stomach before he fully registered what he was hearing. The sharp slapping of skin. Her gasp. The low, gruff exhale of someone else — Kareem.

He turned onto his side, slowly.

“You’re watching it?” he asked, not whispering.

Angelina didn’t look over.

He hesitated. Then: “Can I see?”

She waited two full seconds before angling the screen toward him.

He moved closer, shoulders nearly touching hers.

The screen was small, but the video was clear. Kareem held the phone in one hand, aimed down the length of her body. She was bent over a bathroom sink, braced on her elbows. Her face was turned toward the mirror, mouth open, eyes wild. Her reflection was what Johnny couldn’t stop looking at. She wasn’t just taking it. She was watching herself take it.

Kareem was behind her — one hand gripping her hip, the other filming, the sound of his breathing ragged but controlled.

The image shook as he slammed into her harder. Angelina’s moans grew sharper, higher-pitched. She said something — Johnny couldn’t hear it all — but it ended with “fuck, yes.”

He felt himself growing hard before he realized he’d moved his hand under the covers.

He didn’t ask if it was okay.

She didn’t ask what he was doing.

He stroked himself slow, watching her reflection bounce in time with Kareem’s thrusts, watching the way she bit her lip, arched harder, pushed back against him like she couldn’t get enough.

His breathing quickened.

She kept the phone steady.

He came too fast — way too fast — a few messy, silent strokes beneath the sheet. His eyes never left the screen. The sound of her moaning for someone else pushed him over like a switch had been flipped. He clenched his jaw and tried not to make a sound.

Angelina noticed anyway.

She pulled the phone back to her side and hit pause.

“You done already?” she asked, flat.

Johnny lay there, flushed, breathless.

She didn’t wait for an answer.

She plugged her phone in, turned away, and went to sleep.
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He told himself he just wanted to see it again — to be sure it was real.

By the time he tapped in her passcode, he already knew it was a lie.

Angelina was in the shower. Not the quick rinse kind. He could hear the heavier rhythm of water hitting the tub, the soft hum of her singing something too low to make out. She hadn’t hidden her phone. It was still plugged in on the nightstand, screen dark, case cracked in one corner.

He picked it up slowly.

Not like a thief — like a believer.

He tapped the screen. Swiped up. Entered the six digits.

The home screen was blank except for the familiar pink app she used for videos. He opened it.

There it was — the most recent one. Forty-seven seconds. The same one from last night.

He pressed play.

The audio hit him first — the sharp clap of skin, the ragged rhythm of breath. Kareem's voice was faint, grunting softly, never speaking. Angelina’s moans were louder, not theatrical, not pretty — raw. Real.

But it wasn’t the sound that kept him staring.

It wasn’t even the motion.

It was her reflection.

She was staring straight into the mirror, eyes locked on herself as Kareem fucked her from behind. Her mouth stayed open the whole time, jaw slack, almost dazed. Her body rocked with every thrust, but her gaze never broke. She watched herself get wrecked like she wanted to see it. Like she needed proof.

Her face didn’t show shame.

It didn’t show fear.

It showed ownership.

She looked proud.

Johnny paused the video mid-thrust. Her body blurred by motion, her reflection sharp in the mirror, mouth parted, her own eyes locked into something he’d never seen when she was with him.

He rewound it. Watched again. Not all of it. Just ten seconds. Then again. Again.

Each time, it was her face that undid him.

The way she watched herself being taken.

He didn’t touch himself this time. He didn’t need to. There was something else swelling in his chest — not arousal, exactly. Not jealousy, either.

It was awe.

She didn’t look like someone who’d been seduced.

She looked like someone who had been unleashed.

And the part that twisted inside his gut, the part that both terrified and thrilled him, was that it had nothing to do with Kareem.

It was her.

She was the one who'd crossed the line.

And now that she had, he couldn’t stop watching.
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It became routine.

Johnny didn’t ask where she was going anymore, and Angelina didn’t bother to say. She’d shower before leaving, dress in front of him, and walk out with nothing more than a quiet “lock up.” Sometimes she’d be gone for two hours, sometimes five. The longer she stayed away, the quieter she was when she came back.

He had stopped waiting up — not out of anger, but because there was no longer a point in pretending it wasn’t happening.

She’d return sometime after midnight, always with the same calm silence. No perfume. No fake smiles. Just the musky scent of sweat and semen clinging to her thighs, and sometimes a faint handprint on her lower back or bruises blooming at her hips. She wouldn’t cover them up. She wouldn’t flinch when he saw.

She never climbed into bed the way she used to.

Now, she’d sit up for a while, propped against the headboard, legs crossed or pulled to her chest. She’d scroll for a few minutes, and then, without fail, she’d open the video app.

If it had been only once or twice, Johnny might’ve told himself it was a phase. A way to cope. A way to keep the power in her hands.

But it wasn’t a phase.

It was a ritual.

And some nights, she let him watch.

Not always.

There were evenings when she’d tilt the screen away from him. He’d hear everything — the moans, the slaps, the laughter, even Kareem’s deep voice muttering something under his breath — but she wouldn’t share. And those nights were somehow harder.

Because now Johnny wanted to see.

He wanted the details. The angles. The way her eyes rolled back when she got close. The way her hands clenched the sheets. The way her body reacted to someone who didn’t hold back, didn’t hesitate, didn’t love her.

He never asked questions. He just watched.

And every time he finished, it was fast. Sloppy. Sometimes before the video even hit the halfway mark. She never commented. Sometimes she didn’t even glance at him.

But there were nights — rare ones — when she looked over afterward and smiled faintly. Not cruel. Not kind. Just… knowing.

He’d lie there, soaked in shame and need, and realize he no longer wanted to reclaim her. He didn’t need to be inside her.

He just needed to see it.

That was what he’d become.

And for the first time, it didn’t feel like he’d lost something.

It felt like he’d finally understood what he was.


Chapter Eight


The notification came through at 1:36 a.m.

Johnny had been awake since midnight, phone in hand, refreshing the folder every ten minutes like clockwork. He wasn’t even pretending to sleep anymore. The sheets were twisted around his legs, the room lit only by the blue-white glow of his screen.

The video appeared with no message.

Just the usual file name: IMG_7312.mov.

He tapped it immediately.

The first few seconds looked familiar — shaky footage, bedroom lamp tilted in the background, Angelina’s bare legs already spread across dark sheets. Kareem was holding the phone, walking slowly toward her. She was on her back, head tilted, hair mussed, arms above her head. She wasn’t speaking.

But then Kareem turned the camera toward himself.

He stared directly into the lens — not by accident.

And smiled.

“This one’s for you,” he said.

Johnny froze.

The voice was low, steady, no bravado. Just certainty. Like he already knew Johnny was watching, already knew why he was watching.

“You like seeing her like this, don’t you?” Kareem said, turning the camera back down toward her. “Don’t lie. I know you do.”

Angelina shifted on the bed. Her eyes flicked toward the phone — toward him — and she smirked, just faintly. Not surprise. Not shame.

Recognition.

She knew who this was for.

Kareem climbed onto the bed, handing the phone to someone else — probably one of his friends — and the camera pulled back to a wider angle. It was more polished than usual. More intentional. Like a performance with an audience they weren’t pretending to ignore anymore.

Kareem grabbed her by the hips and pulled her to the edge of the bed.

“Let’s give him a show,” he said, loud enough for the mic to catch it.

Johnny’s heart pounded, not with jealousy, but with a strange, sick anticipation. Like a test he knew he’d fail but couldn’t stop taking.

Kareem slid inside her slowly, deliberately, holding eye contact with the camera the entire time. Angelina arched her back and moaned, louder than she had in the last few clips. Her legs locked around his waist, and she said his name.

His name.

Not Johnny’s.

But it didn’t matter.

Because when Johnny looked at her face — at her half-lidded eyes, her parted lips, her flushed skin — he saw something he hadn’t seen before.

She wanted him to see it.

This wasn’t just a recording. It was a message.

A warning. A reward.

A line that had been crossed with both eyes open.

Johnny didn’t move. He didn’t touch himself. Not yet.

He just watched.

And as the camera tilted slightly to follow Kareem’s rhythm, as the sounds filled his ears and the heat filled his chest, Johnny realized something he hadn’t said out loud, even to himself.

He didn’t want it to stop.

He wanted more.
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The next video came two nights later.

Johnny didn’t even hesitate anymore. He watched it before the notification sound had finished chiming. His hands moved automatically — unlock, tap, full screen — like muscle memory. Like ritual.

The video opened mid-thrust.

Kareem was on top, one hand pressed against the headboard, the other around Angelina’s throat. The camera angle was tilted — either set on a dresser or held by someone else — but it was clear, too clear. The lighting had been fixed. They’d staged it now.

It wasn’t a quick recording anymore.

It was a production.

Kareem glanced down at her, sweat dripping from his jaw. Then he looked straight into the lens.

“You watching this, Johnny?” he said, voice calm. Unhurried.

Angelina moaned sharply under him, her eyes fluttering.

Kareem didn’t break rhythm. “You see how she takes it for me now?”

He pulled out slowly, his cock slick and hard, and slapped it against her pussy. The sound echoed in the small room.

Angelina gasped — but not from surprise.

She was staring at the camera, directly, her chest heaving.

“I don’t even have to ask anymore,” Kareem said. “She begs for it now.”

He pushed back in hard. Johnny’s breath caught. Not because of the speed, but because of the look on her face when it happened — not pain, not resistance.

Pride.

She moaned louder.

Johnny’s name was never spoken by her.

But it didn’t have to be.

She kept her eyes on the lens, mouth open, every sound she made timed to the thrusts like she knew who was on the other side. Her hands gripped Kareem’s waist, pulling him in deeper. Her legs wrapped tight around him.

“You like watching her ruin herself for me?” Kareem said.

He reached down and spread her open wider, holding her up for the camera, showing everything. Angelina didn’t stop him. She helped — lifting her hips, tilting toward the lens.

She moaned again.

Johnny was already hard. Achingly so. He didn’t reach for himself yet.

He was too focused on her face.

The way she looked at him — or at the camera, which was the same thing now. She wasn’t ashamed. She wasn’t hesitant.

She knew what this was.

She was performing.

For him.

And he couldn’t look away.
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It had become automatic.

Johnny no longer waited for her to come home to watch. He didn’t need her beside him. He didn’t need to hear her breathing in the dark. All he needed now was the ping of a new file landing in the folder. That was the only sound he listened for anymore.

He would lie in bed, fully dressed, lights off, phone resting on his chest, refreshing every few minutes. Always muted. Always with the brightness turned low.

The videos didn’t always come immediately — sometimes half an hour after she left, sometimes not until two or three in the morning. But they always came. And lately, they were hitting faster. Sloppier. Rawer. As if Kareem couldn’t wait to send them. As if he wanted Johnny to see her while she was still shaking.

One night, it hit at 12:53 a.m.

Johnny opened it before the download bar finished loading.

She was on her knees on the carpet, Kareem holding her by the jaw, her eyes half-lidded, mouth open. Her lipstick was smeared, one bra strap sliding off her shoulder. He pushed into her mouth slowly, and she gagged — but didn’t pull away.

Kareem looked down at her, then straight into the camera.

“She can’t stop,” he said.

Behind him, there was a second voice — someone else in the room. The camera shook slightly as if it were being handed off.

Johnny sat up in bed, jaw clenched, pulse hammering in his neck. He hit pause and rewound. Watched the moment again.

“She can’t stop.”

This wasn’t just about power anymore.

It was about exposure.

And Johnny kept watching.

She didn’t look surprised by the camera. She didn’t even glance at it this time. She just took him deeper, let her mascara smear, let the spit drip down her chin. She was comfortable.

She was practiced.

Johnny finished before the video reached the halfway mark. He didn’t try to hold back. He didn’t feel shame about it either. He cleaned himself up with a tissue from the nightstand and restarted the clip.

By the time the front door opened at 1:18 a.m., he’d already watched it twice.

She walked in without rushing. He heard her slip off her heels, the soft rustle of her bag hitting the chair by the door.

She didn’t say anything as she entered the room. Didn’t ask if he was asleep.

She just slid under the covers.

Johnny didn’t look at her.

She didn’t have to ask if he’d seen it.

She knew.
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The video dropped at 3:07 a.m.

Johnny had been awake all night.

Not restless.

Not anxious.

Just waiting.

The message came with no caption. No warning. Just the file: IMG_7409.mov. A little longer than usual. Just over two minutes.

He opened it instantly.

The screen flickered, shaky at first, Kareem’s voice low and close to the mic. “You watching this, Johnny?”

The camera settled into focus. Angelina was on her knees again — same carpet, same low angle. Her mouth was open, lips swollen, breath heavy. She looked up, eyes glassy, makeup running. Kareem stood over her, one hand in her hair, the other stroking himself, thick and slick and angry-looking.

Johnny didn’t blink.

Kareem grunted, pace quickening. “You know what this is.”

Angelina didn’t speak. She didn’t have to.

Her tongue slipped out. Just barely.

Kareem pulled her head back tighter, fingers fisting her hair, hips jerking.

Then he came.

All over her face.

Long, slow ropes that hit her cheek, her lips, her chin. Some landed in her hair. Some on her closed eyelid. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t reach up to wipe it.

She just stayed still. Breathing. Smiling faintly.

And then — Kareem leaned down toward the lens.

Closer than before.

And said it.

“This one’s for you, Johnny.”

He didn’t smirk.

He didn’t laugh.

He just meant it.

The camera stayed on her face. She opened her eyes slowly, cum dripping down her cheek, and stared directly into the lens. She blinked once.

Then licked her lips.

And laughed.

Not a giggle. Not a joke.

Just a soft, knowing, content laugh — like this was exactly how it was supposed to be now.

Johnny came without touching himself.

It hit fast. Hard.

He didn’t pause the video. He didn’t even clean up right away.

He just lay there, breath shallow, staring at the screen like it had hypnotized him.

She didn’t need to say his name.

Kareem had done it for her.

And now… he didn’t want her to stop.

Not ever.


Chapter Nine


Johnny woke up to a silence that didn’t feel accidental anymore.

The house was still, light just beginning to slip through the blinds in the bedroom. He reached across the mattress out of habit. The sheets on her side were cold. Not just cool — the kind of cold that had settled overnight, the kind that meant she hadn’t returned at all.

He lay there for a moment, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. Listening. Not for footsteps, or the creak of a cabinet — just… confirmation. The absence was its own kind of presence now.

Eventually, he sat up and pulled on the shirt he’d left crumpled at the foot of the bed. The hallway was dim and quiet. No running shower. No hum of a hair dryer. No soft morning music playing from her phone like she used to do before work.

She didn’t play music here anymore.

The kitchen was clean. Undisturbed. Her keys were gone. No shoes by the door. No bag slung over the dining chair. She hadn’t just stepped out for coffee or a walk.

He didn’t need to check the driveway. He already knew the car wasn’t there.

Then he saw it — a small piece of lined notepad paper on the kitchen counter, torn neatly at the edge.

Her handwriting was unmistakable. Careful but fast. Loopy but controlled. She always dotted her i’s with tiny circles.

I’m at home. Be back later.

That was it.

Five words. And it took him a full minute to read them.

Not because they were confusing. But because they weren’t.

It wasn’t the “be back later” part that stuck. It wasn’t even the handwriting, or the lack of a time, or the fact that she hadn’t called or texted.

It was that one word.

Home.

He read it again. Then again.

Each time it sounded stranger in his head.

He didn’t know exactly when she’d stopped calling this place home, but now that he thought about it, he couldn’t remember the last time she had.

She used to say it without thinking. On the phone. In front of friends. At the grocery store — “I’ll be home in an hour,” or “Can you pick this up on your way home?”

But lately… she’d just say “here.” Or “the house.”

And when she talked about Kareem’s place — in those videos, in those offhand comments when she got back late, in that one time when she laughed and said, “I feel more relaxed at his place than I do here,” — there was a tone.

A tone he hadn’t registered until now.

She hadn’t just been comparing addresses.

She’d been relocating.

And he hadn’t even noticed the boxes being packed.

He picked up the note, folded it once, twice, then held it between his fingers like something fragile. His coffee mug sat untouched by the sink. The one she used was still clean. Dry. Like it had never been there at all.

He leaned on the counter and stared at the window over the sink. The street outside was quiet. A neighbor jogging by. A kid on a scooter. Ordinary things.

He wondered if Kareem had a window like this. If it looked out onto anything. If she looked out of it.

He wondered if she was still asleep over there. Or if she’d already gotten up, pulled one of Kareem’s shirts over her shoulders, and was walking barefoot through someone else’s kitchen — more comfortable, more awake, more herself than she ever was here.

Johnny let out a slow breath and unfolded the note again.

He read it one more time.

I’m at home.

The word burned a little deeper this time.

He hadn’t realized until this exact moment how much he still thought of this place as shared space — not just legally, or by mail, or by marriage — but emotionally. But this note, in her own writing, made it official.

She didn’t.

And maybe she hadn’t for a while.

He set the paper back down, not in the trash, but in the drawer with the spare batteries and unmatched charger cords. He wasn’t sure why.

He poured himself some coffee — plain, no creamer, no sugar — and took a sip that tasted bitter even for black. She used to tease him about that. Called it “swamp water.”

He sat at the table and drank it anyway.

He didn’t reach for his phone. He didn’t text her.

Because he already knew what she meant.

She wasn’t coming home.

She was just returning here.

Eventually.
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It started small.

Not with a fight. Not with an ultimatum.

Just a text.

"I’m staying over."

That was all she said. No explanation. No emoji. Not even a promise to talk tomorrow. She sent it at 9:46 p.m. — and she didn’t reply to the follow-up.

Johnny sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the message for a long time. The typing indicator never returned.

He didn’t call.

He wasn’t sure if he wanted her to answer.

She hadn’t asked if it was okay. That was what hit him first. Not that she was staying over — he knew she already had — but that this time, she didn’t bother with the lie. She didn’t dress it up. She didn’t soften it.

She just told him.

And she knew he’d understand exactly what that meant.

By the end of that week, it became regular.

Two nights in a row. Then three. Then a stretch of five where she didn’t even stop by the house — just texted updates: “Working late, crashing there.” Or, “Left some laundry at Kareem’s — gonna grab it tomorrow.”

No kisses.

No “miss you.”

No questions.

Johnny stopped asking her when she’d be home. He stopped cooking for two. He stopped leaving lights on in the front room. There was no use pretending this was temporary — that she’d come through the door with an apology or an excuse.

She wasn’t easing into anything.

She had already arrived.

The real distance wasn’t physical. It was in her voice when they did speak — the way she’d say “I’m busy” or “Don’t wait up” with the same tone she used when declining a second glass of wine.

Not cold. Not hostile.

Just… indifferent.

On Thursday night, he sent her a text:

“You coming home?”

He watched the screen. Three blinking dots appeared, then disappeared. Then:

“I can’t tonight.”

Not “I’m sorry.”

Not “Next time.”

Just that.

He stared at it longer than he wanted to admit.

He told himself he wouldn’t respond.

But an hour later, he was in the car.

He didn’t know exactly what he was doing — or what he wanted to see. He just drove. Not fast. Not aimless. Just… toward something.

The streets near Kareem’s apartment complex were mostly dark, tucked between rows of old stucco buildings and uneven sidewalks. The parking lot was half-full. He didn’t pull into it.

He just parked across the street, engine off, headlights dimmed.

He could see the unit from where he sat. The light was on in the living room. Warm yellow spilling through half-drawn blinds. The shadow of a plant. A couch. Movement, maybe. Hard to tell.

He didn’t get out.

Didn’t knock.

Didn’t text her to say he was outside.

He just sat there, hands on the wheel, watching the window like it might blink back.

He imagined her inside — barefoot, laughing at something Kareem said, curled up on a couch that wasn't theirs. Maybe wearing a t-shirt that didn’t belong to him. Maybe already undressed. Maybe mid-sentence, mid-kiss, mid-something he couldn’t imagine without losing his grip entirely.

And the strange thing was — he didn’t feel rage.

Not even sadness.

Just a slow, aching clarity.

She wasn’t hiding anymore.

Because she didn’t have to.

This wasn’t something she was doing to him.

It was something she had already done for herself.

And now he was just trying to keep up.
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He stopped asking when she’d be home.

Instead, he asked simpler questions.

Shorter ones.

“Will there be a video tonight?”

“Can I see you?”

“Please let me watch.”

The first time he sent a message like that, it sat in the chat log for twenty-seven minutes before she responded. He watched the typing indicator blink in and out a few times. Then, finally:

“Maybe. If I’m in the mood.”

That was all she said.

But it was more than enough.

He didn’t know when exactly the shift had happened — when he’d stopped pretending to be the man waiting for his wife, and started becoming the one who needed her permission — but it had been coming for a long time.

She didn’t say yes every time.

Sometimes, no video came.

Sometimes, there was no reply at all.

And those were the hardest nights — the ones where he stared at his phone until 3 a.m. with nothing to show for it but an empty thread and a dry mouth.

He started keeping his ringer on again.

Every buzz jolted him. Not from surprise. From need.

There was no longer a routine.

No rhythm.

Just hunger.

One night, around 8:30, he heard the front door open. He was halfway through reheating something from the fridge, not really hungry. Just moving to move.

She walked in without a word.

Her hair was damp at the ends. She wore a loose hoodie, no makeup, her keys still in hand.

Johnny turned around and froze.

She didn’t greet him.

She didn’t even glance at what he was doing.

She walked straight past him, down the hallway, into the bedroom.

He heard drawers opening. The closet door sliding.

Five minutes later, she reemerged in a different outfit — tighter jeans, a black top, something she hadn’t worn in months. She grabbed her bag from the couch and her phone from the charger.

Still, she hadn’t said anything.

At the door, she paused. Looked over her shoulder just enough to meet his eyes.

“I’ll send something later,” she said.

Then left.

The food went cold on the counter.

He didn’t touch it.

When the video came in just after midnight, he watched it without sound the first time.

Then with sound.

Then again.

And for the first time — the very first time — he typed something he hadn’t allowed himself to type before.

“Thank you.”

She didn’t reply.

She didn’t need to.

She knew.
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He almost didn’t recognize it at first.

The camera panned slowly. A familiar nightstand. A scuff on the hardwood. The corner of a beige comforter. Then the old floor lamp came into frame — the one she always left tilted.

Johnny sat upright in bed.

His thumb hovered over the screen as the image shifted again.

And there it was.

The unmistakable curve of the headboard.

Their headboard.

His room.

He rewound it. Played it again. Slower this time.

There was no mistaking it.

This video was filmed inside his house.

Inside his bedroom.

The camera shook slightly as it tilted up. Kareem’s voice came next — close to the mic, low, clear.

“Tonight he watches here.”

He stepped into frame then, shirtless, pulling Angelina by the wrist behind him.

She didn’t stumble.

She didn’t resist.

She followed him like she’d done it before.

Like this wasn’t the first time.

Like this wasn’t his room anymore.

Angelina wore a black dress. Tight. No bra. Her hair up. Her lips slightly parted. She climbed onto the bed with a slow ease, like she knew the mattress, knew the dip near the left side, knew he was watching — and didn’t care.

Kareem sat beside her.

“You like the angle?” he said, tapping the screen briefly. “Thought you’d appreciate the view from home.”

Johnny didn’t move. Couldn’t.

He watched as Kareem ran a hand down her back, lifting her dress. Her eyes never left the camera. There was no performance this time. No act. She looked real. Present. Whole.

And she was smiling.

Not a smirk. Not cruel.

Just certain.

The video cut out before anything explicit. It didn’t need to go further. The message had already been delivered.

Loud. Clear. Final.

She came home at 1:14 a.m.

He heard her key in the lock. The door opened without hesitation. She set her bag down. Walked down the hall. No tiptoeing. No attempt to soften her presence.

She entered the bedroom and looked at him.

Her makeup was perfect.

So was her composure.

Johnny sat on the edge of the bed, still holding his phone, the screen dark now.

Angelina didn’t say goodnight.

She didn’t say sorry.

She stepped closer, took off her earrings, and set them on the nightstand.

Then she met his eyes.

Calm. Quiet.

And said:

“Bring him here.”


Chapter Ten


She didn’t knock.

She didn’t wait.

She walked into the room with a quiet sort of finality, holding two things: a folded set of sheets and a glance that said she wouldn’t be explaining anything.

Johnny stood near the doorway, frozen with one hand still on the edge of the dresser. He hadn’t expected her home so soon. Not tonight. Not like this.

She placed the sheets on the bed, smoothing the corners once — sharp, practiced — then looked at him.

“Strip it.”

She didn’t raise her voice. Didn’t smile.

Just the word.

He moved slowly, hands fumbling with the corner of the blanket, folding back what he’d slept under the night before. The mattress underneath still held the impression of his body — shallow, awkward. He yanked the fitted sheet with more force than necessary. The elastic popped off the corner.

She stood at the edge of the bed and watched.

When the old sheets were in a pile on the floor, she handed him the new ones — white, crisp, cotton with no patterns. Clean. Neutral.

He made the bed the way she liked it: tight, no wrinkles. She didn’t say anything as he worked. But when he was done, she circled the bed once. Checked the edges. Smoothed the pillows herself.

Then she pointed to the lamp in the corner.

“Turn that one off. Leave the other two on.”

He obeyed.

Warm light filled the room now — amber, low. No overheads. No glare.

Just atmosphere.

He stood still, hands hanging by his sides.

She crossed to the closet and pulled out a small cushioned chair — normally used for reading, or folding laundry. She dragged it across the floor and stopped in the far corner of the bedroom, opposite the bed. Then she stepped back and looked at him again.

“Put that there.”

He nodded once and took over. She adjusted him slightly — rotated it five inches left, angled it toward the foot of the bed.

Then she tapped the armrest.

“Here.”

He didn’t sit.

Not yet.

But he knew that chair — the one he’d used to read in, the one she never liked because it squeaked when it moved — was now something else.

It wasn’t for reading anymore.

She walked over to the dresser and picked up a small candle. Lit it. The scent was familiar — not her usual. Less floral. Earthier. Something deeper. She placed it on the nightstand, then moved to the mirror and adjusted her earrings.

Johnny hadn’t spoken in ten minutes.

She hadn’t asked him to.

The whole room had changed shape without either of them saying more than a sentence.

He looked around — the fresh sheets, the soft lighting, the single flickering flame, the chair positioned like a seat at a private theater.

It wasn’t for comfort.

It was for witness.

This wasn’t a favor she was asking him.

It was a role.

And she had already assigned it.
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The knock was soft. Not rushed. Not hesitant.

Johnny stood in the hallway, just past the edge of the living room, heart pounding in a rhythm that felt quieter than fear — but deeper. Like something sinking.

Angelina didn’t wait for him to move. She passed him on the left, hair pulled back, black top tight across her shoulders, bare feet silent on the hardwood. She unlatched the deadbolt and opened the door like she’d done it a hundred times.

She didn’t look back.

Kareem stepped inside.

He didn’t hesitate. No awkward shuffle. No moment of standing uncertain on the welcome mat. He walked in like it was already familiar.

Like this wasn’t the first time.

Like he’d been invited long before tonight.

He was wearing dark jeans, a simple button-up, sleeves rolled up to the forearms. He looked clean. Calm. Unbothered.

Angelina took his jacket and didn’t speak. She hung it on the coat hook — Johnny’s hook — and turned toward the kitchen like she was getting them both a drink.

Kareem looked around once.

His gaze moved from the bookshelf to the hallway to the half-drawn curtains. Then to Johnny.

He didn’t nod.

He didn’t smirk.

He just looked at him.

Direct. Measured. Like taking inventory.

Not cruel.

Not mocking.

Just… aware.

Johnny didn’t move. He felt the backs of his legs brush the wall.

He expected something to be said. Some comment. A line.

But there wasn’t one.

Because none of it needed saying anymore.

This wasn’t a confrontation. It wasn’t a contest.

It was a shift.

And it had already happened.

Angelina returned with a glass in each hand, passed one to Kareem, then brushed a hand lightly against his chest as she walked past him toward the bedroom.

“Come on,” she said over her shoulder. “Everything’s ready.”

Kareem followed.

He didn’t look back.

Johnny stood there for another moment, alone in the hallway, the sound of his own breath louder than the footsteps down the hall.

Then he turned.

And followed them inside.
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The room had changed, even though nothing had moved.

The same lamp.

The same sheets.

The same candle burning low on the nightstand.

But now it felt occupied. Not just with bodies — but with energy. Presence. The quiet certainty of something long imagined now being real.

Johnny stepped through the doorway last.

Kareem was already standing by the bed, sipping from his glass, jacket gone, shirt unbuttoned at the top. He didn’t speak.

Angelina was by the mirror. She adjusted one earring, glanced at herself briefly, then turned toward Johnny.

She didn’t gesture.

She just said:

“Sit.”

It wasn’t harsh.

It wasn’t even firm.

It was just clear.

Johnny moved toward the chair — the one they’d positioned hours earlier. He sat slowly, spine straight at first, like he wasn’t sure if he was allowed to relax.

Angelina watched him settle.

Then crossed the room and dimmed the lamp even further.

The shadows stretched wider across the floor.

No one filled the silence with small talk.

No one asked if this was okay.

Because it was past that now.

Johnny’s hands rested on the arms of the chair. The cushion beneath him felt thinner than he remembered. The room wasn’t big, but right now it felt like a theater — like he was front row, but also in the performance.

Angelina crossed back to Kareem and took the glass from his hand, set it down carefully.

Then she kissed him.

It wasn’t showy.

It wasn’t rough.

Just slow. Familiar. Intentional.

Johnny didn’t look away.

She didn’t ask him to.

She didn’t break the kiss for him, or glance in his direction. She just let it happen — the way you might in your own room, your own bed, with no need to check if you were being watched.

But he was.

And that fact didn’t change anything.

If anything, it made it real.

Kareem’s hand moved to her waist. She responded instantly, naturally, like muscle memory.

Johnny felt the first pang of heat — not jealousy, not exactly. More like… recognition.

He was watching something that had always existed.

He just hadn’t sat still long enough to feel it before.

He pressed his palms lightly to the edge of the armrest, grounding himself in the weight of it.
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The air in the room shifted.

Not louder. Not heavier. Just charged, as though every breath carried weight. Kareem’s shirt was gone now, tossed carelessly to the floor. Angelina stood in front of him, dress sliding off her shoulders, eyes half-closed. They moved together with a kind of rhythm that felt lived-in, almost domestic, but sharpened by the tension in the air.

Johnny sat in his chair, still as stone, though his chest rose and fell more quickly now. His hands curled against the fabric of the armrest. He told himself not to move. Not to break whatever fragile balance had formed. He was terrified of interrupting. Terrified of being left out again.

Then it happened.

Angelina turned her head.

Her eyes found him.

Not a flicker. Not an accident. A steady look, right into him.

The sound of her breath caught as Kareem pulled her closer, but her gaze didn’t waver. She watched Johnny while someone else’s hands traced her body. While someone else’s mouth pressed to her neck. While her own fingers gripped Kareem’s arms. She looked at Johnny like she was holding him there. Like he was necessary.

His pulse quickened. His throat tightened.

Kareem noticed too.

His head turned, and his eyes locked onto Johnny’s across the dim room. Not taunting. Not cruel. Just… deliberate. A recognition.

Johnny’s skin flushed hot under the weight of it.

They both knew he was watching.

And now they were watching him watch.

The line he’d drawn for himself months ago — between fantasy and reality, between what she did elsewhere and what he could handle here — collapsed. Every movement Kareem made felt aimed at him. Every sound Angelina released landed in his chest. Even the silence between their gasps seemed to include him.

He wasn’t separate anymore.

He was woven into it.

Not as the center.

Not as the one in control.

But as something just as undeniable.

A participant, by witness.

Johnny let out a shaky breath. He didn’t speak. He didn’t move. But inside, something clicked into place.

This wasn’t exclusion.

This wasn’t loss.

This was belonging.


Chapter Eleven


The smell of coffee filled the kitchen before Johnny even made it down the hall.

It wasn’t his doing.

He paused at the doorway, hand resting lightly against the frame, watching the scene unfold like it had been rehearsed. Angelina stood at the counter in a loose shirt, barefoot, pouring two mugs. She moved casually, hair tied up, humming something faint under her breath. Her body language wasn’t rushed. Wasn’t nervous. Just comfortable.

At the table, Kareem sat back in one of the chairs Johnny had assembled himself years ago. His long legs stretched under the table, one arm resting on the back of the chair beside him. He was scrolling his phone with the same ease as if he’d been doing this every morning of his life.

He didn’t look out of place.

That was what struck Johnny most.

Not the presence of Kareem at the table, not the two mugs waiting on the counter, not even the way Angelina set one down beside him first before she poured anything else.

It was how ordinary it looked.

Johnny stepped inside the room, the wood cool beneath his bare feet. Neither of them startled. Neither acted like anything unusual was happening. Angelina poured a third mug without being asked, slid it across the counter in his direction. She didn’t look at him while she did it.

“Cream’s in the fridge,” she said, her tone even. The same tone she might’ve used years ago on a Sunday morning when she was making pancakes.

He pulled the fridge door open, retrieved the carton, and stood at the counter stirring his coffee. Behind him, he could hear the scrape of Kareem’s chair as he shifted, the low sound of his voice asking Angelina about her schedule for the day.

“Just work,” she replied. “Then maybe groceries.”

Johnny added sugar. Two spoons. Stirred slower than necessary.

Angelina sat at the table across from Kareem, tucking one leg beneath her. She leaned toward him slightly as they talked. It wasn’t exaggerated. It wasn’t forced. It was natural, habitual, the kind of ease that belonged to people who didn’t have to think about where they were supposed to be.

Johnny carried his mug to the table last. He sat at the far end, across the corner, where the sunlight hit the wood. He didn’t try to make conversation. Neither of them asked him to.

The clink of spoons, the soft hum of the fridge, the muted buzz of Kareem’s phone — all of it mixed into a rhythm that was strangely calm. No secrecy. No staging.

This was life now.

And the strangest part?

It didn’t feel like an invasion.

It felt like a morning.

Johnny lifted his coffee, sipped, and let the warmth settle in his chest. He watched Angelina laugh softly at something Kareem said, her head tilting, her eyes shining the way they used to when she was completely at ease.

He felt it in his chest — not as a cut, not as loss.

But as clarity.

This wasn’t a scene anymore.

It wasn’t something that had to be hidden in videos or whispered through doorways.

This was ordinary.

This was permanent.

And as he sat there with them, sipping his coffee, Johnny realized: he was part of it too.

Not the way he once had been. Not the way he used to dream.

But part of it, all the same.
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Later, the mugs were rinsed and left upside-down in the sink. The kitchen had gone quiet again. Kareem was in the shower. Angelina had stepped outside to take a phone call.

Johnny stayed at the table, alone now, fingers resting against the rim of his cup. The coffee was cold, but he didn’t mind.

He sat still.

And let his mind move.

He thought about the first night — not the first time she came home late, or even the first time he noticed her messages shift — but the real beginning.

The dare.

That casual, reckless suggestion over wine.

His words.

“You should try it once. See what it’s like.”

He hadn’t thought she would. Not really.

Not all the way.

He remembered laughing when he said it. A mix of nerves and curiosity. He remembered the way she’d raised an eyebrow at him, half-flirt, half-challenge. He remembered the pause that followed.

And how she hadn’t said no.

Not that night. Not the next day.

And then —

The first message.

“We just talked. That’s all.”

The first lie that wasn’t really a lie.

The first video.

Short. Grainy. No sound.

Just her.

Smiling.

Now it was hard to imagine that version of her — coy, unsure, checking over her shoulder.

That woman didn’t exist anymore.

He thought about all the things that had changed: the tone in her voice, the way she walked, the timing of her laughter. He remembered the exact moment he’d heard her moan differently — deeper, rawer — and how it had made something collapse in him, something he hadn’t been able to rebuild since.

He’d thought it would destroy him.

But it hadn’t.

Not really.

Because now — sitting here in his own kitchen, hours after waking up to the sound of their voices and not his own — he felt something different.

Not grief.

Not anger.

Just… understanding.

Like the truth had taken this long to settle into his bones. Like the noise had finally drained out of the space between them, and what was left was quiet, clear, and inevitable.

There was no going back.

But he didn’t want to.

He didn’t want the pretending.

The pretending that this hadn’t already happened. That they could stop. That the roles could reverse. That he could one day step back into the center again.

No.

He didn’t want that anymore.

He wanted what was real. Even if it wasn’t his.

Even if he was no longer what she needed.

He wanted her to be where she belonged.

And somehow, quietly, irrevocably…

So did he.
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The living room was quiet.

Afternoon light angled through the blinds, casting long shadows across the floor. Johnny stood at the edge of the space, one hand resting on the back of the chair. He didn’t know why he was standing. He wasn’t blocking anything. Just… grounding himself.

Kareem stepped in from the hallway, towel slung over his shoulder, shirtless, a glass of water in hand. He didn’t look tired. He looked finished.

Johnny didn’t speak. He hadn’t planned to.

Kareem took a slow sip, then met Johnny’s eyes across the space.

“You know what you are now, don’t you.”

It wasn’t a question. Not really.

Johnny’s throat tightened. But he didn’t look away.

Kareem set the glass down on the side table. His voice was calm — steady, like the way you’d explain something that didn’t need drama.

“You’re not the husband. You’re not the one she needs.”

Johnny didn’t flinch.

He didn’t feel insulted.

Because it was true.

“You’re the one who holds the memory of who she used to be,” Kareem said. “That’s why you’re still here.”

He paused, like he meant for the words to sit in the air a little longer.

“That’s your place now. Not in her. Around her.”

Footsteps behind them.

Angelina.

She stepped into the room wearing a long robe, loosely tied at the waist, damp hair resting against her back. She didn’t ask what was being said. She didn’t need to.

She glanced between them, then moved to Kareem’s side. Her hand found his chest, fingers lightly pressing in as she leaned close, her lips brushing against his jaw — not performative, not rehearsed.

Familiar.

She looked over at Johnny, and for the first time in hours, she spoke directly to him.

“He’s right.”

No cruelty. No apology.

Just truth.

“You don’t have to understand it. You just have to be there for it.”

Johnny nodded once. Slowly.
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That night, the house was quiet again.

No music. No television. Just the sound of silverware being rinsed, the low hum of the dishwasher starting, the softness of bare feet across the floor.

Angelina moved from room to room like she’d done it a thousand times. But Johnny noticed it now — the difference. She didn’t linger anymore. She didn’t wait to see who followed her.

She just moved.

Because she knew someone would.

She walked into the bedroom, lit only by the bedside lamp. The covers were folded down. She pulled the tie from her robe, let it fall into the laundry basket without pause. Then she climbed onto the bed and looked over her shoulder.

Kareem stepped in next.

He didn’t look at Johnny.

He didn’t have to.

Johnny stood in the doorway for a moment, then walked to the chair in the corner. The same chair. His chair.

He sat without being told.

The light caught Angelina’s face as she turned toward him. Her hair was loose, falling over her shoulders. She wasn’t posing. She wasn’t inviting.

She was simply present.

And then she said it.

Softly. Calmly.

“This isn’t something we’re going to stop.”

Her voice didn’t ask for understanding.

“It’s not a phase. It’s not temporary.”

She looked directly at him now. No tension. No apology.

“It’s always.”

Johnny didn’t argue.

He didn’t ask what that meant for him.

He didn’t need to.

Because he already knew.

He looked around the room — their room — and saw it for what it was now. Not lost. Not taken. Just… different.

And somehow, it felt more honest than it ever had before.

He sat back in the chair.

And he stayed.
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