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Chapter 1


The automatic door slides open with a tired groan, and the tang of floor polish and burned coffee hits me before I step over the threshold. Fluorescent overheads are a war crime, but in the training facility’s common room they’re the only constant: six of Marcus’s players orbit in slow, half-bored ellipses between folding tables and mismatched office chairs, plastic cups and protein bar wrappers cluttering the no-man’s-land between them.

I cut a line through the commotion, inventorying the field. Fitted charcoal blouse—tight enough to suggest I don’t have to try, subtle enough to signal I never do. Trousers, tailored but comfortable, a concession to the next eight hours of my life. Hair short, the silver at my temples catching every inch of synthetic light and reflecting it directly into the eyes of the under-twenty crowd. I can feel them not looking, which is itself a kind of performance.

The far wall is all glass, and Marcus is already there, back-lit by the last good rays of morning, jacket slung over the back of a chair, collar open. He’s laughing at something Andre just said, that deep rolling laugh he reserves for public consumption, for sponsors, for anyone who needs reassurance that “Coach Hale” is more than a program running on caffeine and raw will. What’s rare is how his posture changes when he forgets himself: how his shoulder tips slightly toward Andre, how his hands spread flat on the table instead of folded, how the laugh uncoils him. It’s the version I saw maybe twice before the wedding, and twice more since.

I do not go to him.

Instead: one slow circuit of the room, clocking every presence. Rafi’s at the two-top near the lockers, shoulders hunched into his own personal barricade, a paper coffee cup clamped in both hands. Not reading, not texting, just watching, eyes tracking movement with the deliberate steadiness of a snake that’s decided to fast before the kill. I make for the open chair across from him, not caring how it interrupts the lazy geometry of the space.

“Anyone sitting here?” I ask, and don’t wait for an answer before lowering myself, knees parallel, palms folded, posture a clinic in non-intrusion.

He blinks. “No, Mrs. Morales. All yours.”

He says it with the crisp formality of someone who’s learned English from YouTube, but he’s trying. He doesn’t flinch when I set my bag on the floor, doesn’t look away when I lean in, just a little, to rest my forearm on the table.

“You don’t usually come up this early,” I say, voice pitched low so it doesn’t carry, “Jet lag?”

He shrugs, mouth twitching. “Up at five. Old habits.”

His accent is heavier in the mornings, syllables rounding out like he’s tasting every word. I slide my hand across the laminated tabletop, close but not touching his, and the move registers. The way his eyes flicker. The coffee cup remains cradled, forgotten.

I don’t press. That’s not the point. The point is proximity: the negative space that builds when you know someone wants to retreat but refuses, out of either pride or curiosity. My torso pivots just enough that the inside of my knee points toward his, a subtle territorial claim. I let the silence stretch.

He folds almost instantly.

“Your husband—he said to wait, but—” Rafi gestures toward the glass wall, “They look like they’ll be awhile.”

“That’s their natural state.” I smile, small and meant only for him. “Standing in a circle, talking about nothing.”

Rafi grins, and the edge of his wariness softens. He looks down. “You think he talks about nothing?”

“Oh, he’s an expert. I married him for his capacity to talk endlessly and say nothing at all.”

He laughs, and the sound is bright—familiar, the way laughter is in a family you don’t quite belong to. There’s a story I want to ask him about—something I heard from one of the younger players, how he paid a cab driver double once to avoid a Paparazzo in Madrid, or how he drank vodka straight out of the Cup after a championship win—but I don’t.

Instead, I watch the way the tendons in his hand stand out when he finally sets the coffee down, the way his fingers hover over the rim as if to steady the liquid. I say nothing.

On the other side of the room, Marcus has stopped laughing. I can feel the shift, as if the HVAC cut out and the static in the air doubled. Andre sees it too—his cup freezes midair, lips quirking as he tracks Marcus’s gaze across the room, then glances at me. Not quite a warning, a more quiet “You sure about this?”

I keep my attention on Rafi. “You play tomorrow, right?”

He nods. “Not starting, but—yeah.”

I lean back, cross my arms, and let the line of my collarbones show through the open neck of my blouse. “I’ll be in the stands. I’m a much better critic than coach.”

He flushes, genuinely. “You’re very honest.”

“That’s what they keep telling me,” I say, with a grin I do not feel.

Across the room, Marcus is standing now, hands on his hips, every inch the coach who doesn’t tolerate disorder. He’s not watching the entire room, though—just my table, just the angle of my body, just the way Rafi’s laugh lingers in the stillness. He doesn’t approach. Not yet.

Jonah is the only one who tries to break the tension. He’s by the equipment rack, looping a resistance band around his fist, eyes darting between the adults like a kid at the world’s worst parent-teacher conference. He’s the only one who ever tries to soften a blow, and I wish, for a second, that I was the kind of person who cared.

I redirect to Rafi. “Tell me something I wouldn’t hear on the broadcast. About the team.”

He arches a brow. “Something good, or something true?”

I let the question hang, then: “Either. Both.”

He thinks about it, really thinks, and the entire room re-calibrates around our silence. He leans in, forearms bracketing the coffee cup, voice pitched low: “Coach Hale? He’s different. Here.” He taps the table once, sharply. “When it matters.”

I don’t answer. I glance sideways, catch Marcus’s eyes and pin them. I don’t blink.

Marcus starts walking. Not toward us directly; he veers to the water cooler by the window, a route that takes him just close enough that everyone can read the intent. He grabs a bottle, rolls it in his palm, doesn’t open it.

Rafi’s watching me, but his awareness spikes, as if he’s suddenly aware he’s under surveillance.

I break eye contact with Marcus first. Turn to Rafi, flash the quick, conspiratorial smile that’s bought me more access in this world than any credential ever could. “Thanks for the company,” I say, voice smooth as glass. Then I let my fingers drift across the table—two fingers, just the tips—until they brush his wrist, barely a touch but enough to register.

His whole body stills. For a half-beat, the moment dilates.

I stand. “I’ll meet you at the car,” I call across the room, not loud but not soft either.

Marcus doesn’t move. Not immediately. He stands there, water bottle unopened, eyes on me like he’s waiting for a cue he never learned.

I walk out of the common room with the slow, deliberate stride of someone who knows she’s being watched and intends to give them a show. I do not look back.
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I’m already in the Audi when Marcus finally comes out, the training facility behind him lit up like an airport runway, every glass panel throwing his shadow longer and leaner than it really is. He walks fast but not angrily, the way men do when they’re trying to keep adrenaline from boiling over. He’s left the jacket somewhere; his shirt is rumpled, top button open, face tight as he yanks open the driver’s side and drops into the seat.

He doesn’t start the car. He doesn’t even put the key in. He just sits, hands at ten and two on the wheel, breathing like he’s just run sprints with his team. The dash clock ticks, seventy-two seconds before he even glances at me. I keep my hands folded in my lap, the curve of my left thigh just brushing the center console. My phone stays zipped in my bag. I will not give him the satisfaction of distraction, or the out.

The windshield is already fogging, our combined heat turning the inside of the Audi into a terrarium for silent marital dysfunction. Exterior lights paint harsh lines across the hood. The empty parking lot beyond is a blank stage: nobody’s out here, not at this hour, not in this city where privacy is a resource scarcer than clean air.

He finally looks at me. His jaw jumps, a small tic that would be invisible to anyone else, but I’ve mapped every micro-expression on his face for years. He opens his mouth, perhaps for a speech, perhaps for a coaching metaphor, but then clamps it shut.

Good.

The silence stretches. It’s not uncomfortable for me. He’s the one who hates it, who needs to fill every second with tactical breakdowns or Socratic dialogue. I know exactly how long he can last before he does something regrettable, and I want to see if he’ll crack.

He cracks.

His right hand comes off the wheel and finds the side of my neck. Not gentle, but not violent—just insistent. He pulls me across the center console, seatbelt catching hard across my ribs, and kisses me like he’s trying to win an argument by suffocating the dissent. His tongue tastes like Gatorade and the stale memory of coffee, and he’s breathing so loud it fills the tiny cabin.

I let him. I let him have all of it.

He fumbles for the release on my seatbelt with his free hand, swearing when it sticks, then just hauls me closer. The gearshift digs into my thigh, a hard punctuation that reminds me I’m still in control of this, even as his hands go for the buttons on my blouse. He gets two undone before giving up, palming my breast through the fabric, thumb rough against the peak. He moves fast, the way he does everything on the field, with no wasted motion.

He doesn’t ask if this is what I want. He doesn’t have to. My breathing is as steady as his is ragged, and when he drags my leg over the console and onto his lap, I pivot without hesitation, knees braced on either side of him, skirt riding up so the cold leather hits bare skin.

He rucks the fabric up my thigh, one hand anchoring me by the hip, the other already working the zipper of his pants. The sound is loud, obscene, and makes my skin prickle. I grind down, slow and deliberate, until I can feel how hard he is, how close he is to losing whatever last shreds of dignity he walked out of that building with.

I reach for his belt, flick it open, savor the clink of the buckle as it releases. I do it with the same efficiency I use for everything: measured, unhurried, as if I’m just tying my shoes in the foyer before a night out. He groans, hands going up my back, fingers pressing into the small of my spine.

He lifts my blouse, pulls the cup of my bra down, takes my nipple into his mouth—hard, desperate, a little clumsy. I let my head fall back against the window, eyes wide open, staring up at the dome light. My breath comes out in short, visible bursts. He’s already got a hand between my legs, finds the edge of my underwear, and yanks it aside.

He pushes in with a grunt, all the anger and jealousy and whatever the hell else he’s stewed over since I walked into that room flooding into me in one sharp, hungry movement. I arch into it. Let the seatbelt buckle jab my hip. Let the plastic of the console scrape my knee. I want him to remember this as discomfort, as a bruise he’ll discover the next time he bends to tie his shoes.

He moves hard, hands on my ass, using his leverage to fuck me fast and raw, not caring if we tip the mirror out of alignment or kick loose the wrapper from the protein bar I ate on the drive in. The windows are fully fogged now, and the whole car rocks with every thrust. He buries his face in my neck, biting at the skin just above my clavicle, leaving a mark that’s already purpled by the time I glance at my reflection in the passenger-side window.

I rake my nails down his shoulder blades, leave half-moons in the fabric of his shirt, and when he tenses beneath me, I know he’s close. He tries to slow it down, tries to regain the control he lost the second he touched me, but I ride him harder, make it impossible for him to save face. I squeeze around him when I feel the stutter in his hips, and he comes with a noise halfway between a curse and a gasp.

After, his head drops to my shoulder, sweat pooling at the nape of his neck, both of us breathing like we’ve run the field in full kit. I keep my hand on his back, not stroking, not comforting—just there, a reminder. The car smells like sex and salt, and unfinished business. I stare out at the windshield, nothing but condensation and the faintest outlines of stadium lights.

I don’t say anything.

Neither does he.


Chapter 2


Downtown, the hotel entrance is a glassy sheath over bone-white stone, a skeletal show of restraint in a city with no patience for it. I’m early—not a habit, but a maneuver—and the private dining room off the main lobby is empty but for the flicker of tea light down the axis of the table. Tablecloth: starched. Place settings: pristine, polished to the kind of shine that dares you to find your own reflection in a soup spoon. The centerpiece is an origami of black orchids, wired in place and wilt-proof, decadent and a little ridiculous, which is exactly the point.

Rafi’s here already, standing by his chair in a slate suit that fits too well to be off the rack. When he sees me, he half-bows, a habit from somewhere else, and gestures to the seat at his right. It’s a gesture I’m meant to refuse, to feign uncertainty and wait for Marcus to play host. I don’t. I slide in, smoothing the deep green hem across my knees. The dress is pure Tessa—vintage-cut, shoulder-skimming, the fabric a luxury I could never justify sober. I bought it the same day I bought a pack of cigarettes I’d never smoke, just to remember the taste of having a body that wants. Marcus hasn’t seen the dress. He will.

Rafi takes his seat with that same economy of motion, hands folded on the white linen, eyes everywhere but directly on me. He’s nervous, or he’s pretending to be, and I can’t decide which would be more flattering.

“Mrs. Morales.” His voice is lower in here, boxed in by the velvet walls, as if the flowers at the center are eavesdropping.

“Rafi,” I say, matching his pitch, “I think at this point you can call me Lena.”

He risks a sidelong glance. “Lena, then.”

There is a small glass of seltzer at each place. He picks it up, rolls it in his palm, doesn’t drink.

The door opens behind us—soft, padded hinges, like in a hospital—and Marcus walks in with Owen at his side. It’s not a grand entrance, but it lands: Owen in his CEO tailoring and Marcus scrubbed to the bone, tie just slightly off-center. Naomi floats in last, a flash of cream silk and clipboard, trailing the scent of ozone and expensive powder.

Marcus sees me at Rafi’s side and hesitates, a microsecond, just long enough for Owen to pick up on it, then he covers with a smile wide enough to crack his molars.

“Everyone’s here?” Owen says, performing surprise, then pleasure, then magnanimity.

“Everyone,” I echo, and make eye contact with Naomi, who’s already ticking off the names in her mind.

Seating is preordained: Owen at the head, Marcus at his right, Andre at Marcus’s right, then Rafi, then me. Naomi anchors the opposite end, flanking the table with a kind of neutral gravity that keeps conversation from spiraling into risk. I settle in, place napkin to lap, cross ankles.

The server comes with the amuse-bouche—a single unidentifiable sphere perched on a tasting spoon, dressed up with microgreens and a dusting of black salt. It’s the kind of food that demands attention, or at least a performance of attention.

Owen raises his glass, makes a toast about “the new season, new faces, and the tradition of excellence.” The script is so polished I wonder if Naomi’s assistant types these up in advance. I raise my glass as protocol, but take in the faces at the table instead: Marcus, performing attentiveness with just a shade too much energy; Andre, already half-tuned out, reading the room like a playbook; Rafi, watching the amuse-bouche with the intensity of someone grading the chef.

We all sip. The tension, as always, is in who will talk first.

Owen sets the tone, asking Andre about pre-season conditioning and the new training modules. Andre answers with the pithy brevity of a man who hates email and knows exactly how much is required to appear cooperative. Naomi chimes in to drop a statistic about player retention, her voice calibrated to hit the midpoint between reassurance and threat.

I let it go two more rotations before I lean toward Rafi, just enough that the conversation pivots to us.

“You ever miss it?” I ask, “Spain. Your family.”

He turns, surprised I remembered.

“Sometimes,” he says, “But not when I’m eating this.” He gestures to the amuse, finally braving it with a single bite. He chews, deliberate, considering the taste. “It’s good. But it’s not home.”

I smile, small. “What would they serve at a table like this, in Seville?”

He laughs. “Not this. Maybe jamón, maybe olives. Lots of loud talking. No one wears a tie.” His face softens a fraction.

I tilt my head, elbow on the table now, a posture that’s too casual for the occasion. I catch Marcus’s eye just as I do it. He’s not looking at me; he’s answering Owen, but the muscles at the hinge of his jaw are locked.

“Lena,” Rafi says, “where are you from?”

I feign surprise—no one at these dinners ever asks me questions that aren’t about Marcus or his work. “Chicago,” I say. “But I don’t miss it. Not even the pizza.”

He grins, then: “They say it’s the best.”

“They say a lot of things,” I say, and let the implication hang.

The server clears plates with military precision, replacing them with the next course—some kind of seafood, intricate and ice-cold. The table resumes its slow orbit of small talk: Marcus and Andre discussing formation shifts, Owen steering every answer back to performance metrics, Naomi monitoring the dialogue like an air traffic controller. I keep my attention on Rafi, ignoring Marcus with a thoroughness that’s almost anatomical.

I ask Rafi about his mother—her neighborhood, if she still teaches school.

He nods, surprised again, then warms to the subject. “She’s in Triana now. By the river. It’s beautiful, but—” he shrugs, “not the same as before.” His English thickens, vowels softer, and I know he’s homesick in a way he’ll never let the others see.

I press, but gently: “Do you ever go back?”

He shakes his head. “Too busy. Maybe next year. Or when the season’s over.” He lifts his glass, then: “Salud.”

“Salud,” I say, and clink his glass, not caring who watches.

He launches into a story about his childhood, something about sneaking onto the local pitch at night, the thrill of not being caught. He slips into Spanish without noticing—“es que no hay palabras en inglés para eso”—and I nod, reply in my own accented, passable Spanish, just enough to keep up.

He stops mid-sentence, eyebrows raised. “You speak?”

“Un poco,” I say, and we both laugh at the inadequacy.

At the far end of the table, Marcus’s knuckles are bone-white on his water glass. He is still talking, but Andre is the only one listening, and even that is half-hearted. Andre, who can read a human faster than a defensive line, clocks the situation with a single raised eyebrow and a slow, knowing sip of wine.

The fish course is replaced by a palate cleanser, something citrus. I watch Rafi taste it, then make a face like he’s been slapped. I laugh, and he shakes his head, grinning.

“You don’t have to like it,” I say, “No one’s grading you here.”

He’s about to answer when Marcus’s voice cuts in, for the first time all night: “Everything to your liking over there?” He directs it at me, but with an edge that tries to make it a joke and fails.

I don’t blink. “Perfect,” I say, “but I’m learning so much about jamón.”

The table goes quiet for half a beat, and then Owen chimes in to fill the void. “Mrs. Morales has always been an excellent conversationalist. She kept the entire donor table spellbound at the last gala.” He says it like a compliment, but it’s a warning shot: don’t fuck up the optics.

“Thank you, Owen.” I raise my glass. “I try to stay out of politics.”

Naomi, who has not missed a single micro-shift of the evening, smiles down into her lap and busies herself with her phone, typing something I will probably read about in an official recap by morning.

The next course comes, and I barely touch it. Rafi and I talk quietly, but not so quiet that it looks conspiratorial. I never touch his arm, never drop my voice to a whisper. I just let the current run between us, steady and unhurried, as if we’re the only ones in the room with nowhere better to be.

Across the table, Marcus’s mouth is a straight line, his fork moving methodically through each bite but never tasting. I could make it easier on him. I could pivot, perform the supportive wife, give him an out. I don’t.

Andre, to his credit, tries to lighten the mood with a joke about the wine selection—something about a Bordeaux tasting like “athlete’s foot but in a good way.” Marcus doesn’t even crack a smile, which is the only time all night Andre looks genuinely surprised. He sets his glass down and doesn’t pick it up again.

The dinner runs on like a script: course, clear, course, clear, then the coffee and tiny cakes that no one but Naomi eats. Owen makes a speech about the importance of unity, then excuses himself for a call, a move so transparent it almost glows.

As the group stands to migrate toward the elevators, Rafi turns to me.

“Gracias,” he says, soft enough that I could pretend not to hear.

“For what?”

He just smiles, broad and unguarded, and I wonder what Marcus sees from the far side of the room.

When the table clears, Marcus stands with both hands flat on the linen. For a second he looks like he might flip the whole thing, but then he just straightens his tie and waits for me to stand.

I don’t. Not right away. I run my finger along the edge of my water glass, slow and deliberate, watching the ripple it makes on the surface.

He waits. And waits.

I finally stand, smooth the green dress, and walk past him toward the corridor without a word.

Let him follow. Let them all follow.

It’s the only thing they’re trained to do.
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The hotel corridor is an echo chamber for old money and new ambitions: every footstep ricochets off the marble, every stray laugh from Owen amplified and elongated until it becomes a parody of itself. The table is barely cleared before the group fragments—Owen and Naomi already strategizing their next move by the elevators, Andre peeling off with Rafi, deep in low conversation. Marcus follows behind me, just out of reach, his shadow dogging the hem of my dress.

I don’t look back. I walk the length of the corridor, spine straight, hands at my sides. At the elevator bank, the group clusters in polite pairs, everyone waiting for the next car up. Naomi glances at me, then at Marcus, then makes some neutral noise about the view from the rooftop bar. She gives a little wave, careful and practiced, and ushers Owen away with a hand on his back.

When the elevator doors close behind them, Marcus closes the gap. His hand lands, hard and precise, on my elbow. He steers me into the shallow alcove to the left—one of those architectural dead-ends meant to house decorative things for people who are never truly alone in public. Tonight, the alcove holds only a narrow console table, a stack of branded cocktail napkins, and a mirror that runs from the floor to the arch of the ceiling.

It’s barely wide enough for two people. The walls press in, lined with wallpaper that probably cost more per foot than the Audi’s paint job.

Marcus doesn’t speak at first. He positions himself between me and the corridor, blocking escape, but not in a way that feels dangerous. It’s more like he’s terrified I’ll evaporate if he doesn’t keep a hand on me.

He says my name.

“Lena.”

The word is sanded down, halfway between an order and a question. For a moment he’s just breathing, eyes fixed on mine in the mirror.

“You’ve been watching all night,” I say, flat as the glass at our backs.

He shakes his head, slow. “No. I was trying not to.”

There’s nothing to say to that. It’s true.

He leans in, hands coming to rest on either side of my face, thumbs along my jaw. There’s a tremor in his touch—barely, but there. His mouth goes to my throat, not gentle, not brutal, just consuming. I taste the salt of his skin, the friction of his stubble, the ghost of whiskey from the untouched glass at dinner.

I keep my eyes open. I watch the corridor over his shoulder, watch our reflection in the mirror, the movement of his body against mine. The green dress bunches high at my hip, the silk going slick where his fingers grip. The console table digs into the small of my back.

He’s hard already, hips pressing into me like he wants to erase the last hour. His hand pulls at my underwear—not off, just enough to bare me. He fumbles at his belt, not caring if the sound carries.

I don’t make it easy for him. I don’t open my legs, not all the way. He has to work for it, awkward and desperate, and when he finally pushes inside me it’s fast, near-painful, a hard correction rather than an invitation.

He groans, low and ragged, breath going hot at the base of my neck. I brace one palm against the mirror, steady myself, dig my nails into his shirt. He moves roughly and unevenly, not the orchestrated control of the car, but something animal, something that doesn’t care if the world sees.

His rhythm is off, all the precision gone. I realize, looking at us in the mirror, that he’s not watching me at all. He’s watching himself: the man who never loses, whose self-discipline is legend, now fucking his wife in a public corridor because he can’t stand the thought of her wanting someone else.

He buries his face in my shoulder, and I listen to the elevator bell ding three times before I feel him stiffen, hands locking around my waist, every muscle rigid. He finishes with a shudder that shakes both of us, then just stands there, breathing hard, nose pressed into my hair.

I watch the whole thing. I don’t close my eyes.

When it’s done, he pulls out slow, the drag of him sticky and raw. I smooth the dress back into place, wiping the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand. I can see in the mirror that my lipstick’s a wreck, my hair mussed in a way that looks deliberate.

Marcus keeps one hand on the wall, knuckles going red against the wallpaper. The other hangs at his side, useless.

He says nothing. He looks at me—really looks, for the first time all night—and for a second, there’s an apology trying to claw its way out. I shake my head once, barely, and it dies there.

“Don’t,” I say. Just that.

He nods. Steps back, letting the air return to the alcove. He looks at his hands, flexes them like they’re someone else’s.

I walk out, heels rapping on the marble like the end of a sentence.

Down the corridor, I glimpse Andre and Rafi by the far wall, deep in conversation, their heads close, their posture relaxed. Rafi looks up and sees me, nods once, a gesture with no weight or expectation. I nod back, then make for the elevator. The doors open with a hush, and I step inside, alone.

I don’t look for Marcus. I know he’ll come when he’s ready, if he comes at all.

In the brushed steel of the elevator’s interior, my reflection is a smear of green silk, shadow and heat, eyes bright and unflinching.

Tomorrow, I will wake up and do it all again.


Chapter 3


There’s an unspoken rule about the film room hallway: you don’t linger unless you’ve got something to prove, or something to hide. Which is how I spot Jonah—because he’s not supposed to be there, but is, hunched over a foam roller and wearing his discomfort like a billboard.

He doesn’t see me. He’s at the far end of the corridor, slumped on a folding bench so low his knees rise almost to his chest. His left leg is wrapped in a compression sleeve—neon blue, the cheap kind that leaves a gridwork of angry indents on the skin for hours after you take it off. He’s rolling the foam cylinder back and forth under his palm like a worry bead, never actually using it, just keeping his hands moving so he doesn’t punch a hole through the drywall. I watch from the shadow of the copy room door, not because I need to, but because watching is what I do best.

He’s been ducking Marcus since the hotel, not even showing for the optional walk-throughs. Today, everyone’s supposed to be out on the practice pitch for a closed session. Jonah’s the only player inside, self-exiled, face puffy from a bad night’s sleep. He keeps looking up at the exit like he’s waiting for a SWAT team to breach the facility and drag him out by the ankles. Sometimes he checks his phone, unlocks it with his thumb, then locks it again without reading whatever’s lighting up the home screen. I can tell by the way his shoulders hunch each time that it’s not texts from his mom.

I cross the corridor, stop at the vending machine, and pretend to deliberate between an expired granola bar and a tube of Ritz crackers. Jonah clocks the motion. His eyes are rimmed red, a kid caught between adrenaline and total defeat.

I break the silence: “You know it’s not food if it can survive a nuclear winter.”

He smirks, just barely. “Coach said carbs are carbs.”

I shake my head. “He meant real carbs, Reyes. Not…whatever the hell is in those.”

He shrugs, gives the foam roller another spin on the bench. “It helps the knee.”

I look down at the sleeve. “You icing it, too?”

He nods, but doesn’t elaborate. Silence expands, then implodes.

He says, “You ever do something stupid, and then spend the rest of the week thinking everyone knows about it, even though probably no one cares?”

The question hangs there. I think about the last forty-eight hours and resist the urge to laugh.

“Only every day,” I say.

He nods, more to himself than to me. “Yeah.”

I open the vending machine, pretend to scan the nutritional info on the crackers, and watch him out of the corner of my eye. He keeps glancing at the far door, the one that leads straight to the coaches’ offices.

He’s about to say something else when Andre turns the corner, all six-three of him in a black zip-up and gym shorts, carrying a phone, not looking up. He sees Jonah, takes in the setup, and leans against the cinderblock wall just past the janitor’s closet.

Andre says, “You’re gonna bruise the hell out of your patellar tendon, guy.”

Jonah gives a half-smile. “Figured it was already fucked.”

Andre snorts, then pushes off the wall, walking down the narrow corridor until he’s standing in front of Jonah. He plants both hands on the foam roller, making Jonah stop spinning it. Andre’s tattoos ripple under his sleeves as he leans down, voice pitched low.

“You’re not in trouble,” he says. “Unless you make it a habit.”

Jonah nods, not making eye contact. He’s chewing his cheek raw.

“Seriously,” Andre says, “if you’ve got something to say, say it.”

Jonah does not say my name. He doesn’t say Marcus’s, either. Instead: “Sometimes…you notice something. About the team. About people. And it’s not your business, but you can’t just un-see it.”

Andre looks at him like he’s waiting for the actual words. He doesn’t get them.

“I just don’t want to…make it worse. For anyone.”

Andre considers this, lets the silence fill the corridor. Then: “There’s a difference between loyalty and sticking your head in a toilet for someone else’s mess.”

Jonah smiles at that, but it fades fast. “So, what do you do?”

Andre shrugs, like it’s the most natural thing in the world. “Some situations aren’t yours to fix.”

That’s it. No elaboration. He taps Jonah’s knee—just once, a solid squeeze above the sleeve—then steps back and pockets his phone. “You coming out for drills?”

“Yeah,” Jonah says, but stays seated.

Andre walks away, his stride slow and even, like he’s in no hurry for anything that’s coming.

Jonah sits there, foam roller still under his hands, his jaw locked tight. He finally lets go of the roller, fingers twitching, then presses both palms to his thigh as if he can anchor himself to the bench. His eyes go to the door again. He doesn’t get up. Not yet.

I watch the muscles working under his jaw, the way his knee bounces when he thinks no one is looking. I wonder if he’ll ever bring it up again, or if he’ll just keep circling it until he’s old enough to realize that nobody ever wants the truth, not if it costs them comfort.

I pop the crackers out of the machine, break the vacuum seal with a loud crack, and toss the tube onto the bench beside him as I walk away. He catches it midair, like he knew it was coming.

I do not look back.
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The training facility always smells like last week’s sweat and industrial lemon. I’m barely through the vestibule before the front desk girl is already half out of her chair, reaching for the sign-in clipboard, but I wave her off. No one checks my ID here. I’ve spent more hours in these corridors than anyone except the janitorial staff, and even then it’s a close contest.

The glass wall at the far end of the lobby offers a wide-angle view of the pitch: Marcus in a gray tracksuit, arms folded, whistle at his lips, squad jogging half-speed between cones in the late sun. From here, he looks composed, even handsome, not like the man who tried to put his hand through a mirror two nights ago in a hotel alcove. The manila folder under my arm is strictly ceremonial. Marcus hates paperwork; he’ll lose it within the hour. I like the image, though—a woman with a purpose, a woman with something to deliver.

I cut left down the corridor, steps silent on the rubber flooring, and almost miss Jonah in the dead zone outside the film room. He’s alone, facing the wall, one foot planted forward, the other bracing him as he slows, methodical resistance band pulls. He’s lost some of the college weight, hair shorter than I remember, face scrubbed clean but still harboring the same stubborn trace of boyishness. The only thing that breaks the illusion of health is the compression wrap on his left knee—different color than yesterday, but the effect is the same. Vulnerability as fashion statement.

He doesn’t see me at first. His entire focus is on the slow extension and return, breath steady, counting silently. I slow my pace to match the rhythm, then let my heel tap the linoleum on the next step.

He flinches, only slightly. “Mrs. Morales.”

“Lena,” I correct, stopping in front of him, closer than protocol but not quite close enough to qualify as a violation. “How’s the knee?”

He shrugs, keeping the band in tension. “Better than last week. Still stiff.”

I nod, studying his posture. “Medial or lateral?”

He hesitates, surprised. “Uh, lateral strain. Just a little pull.”

I offer a small, unhurried smile. “You mentioned it at the team dinner, remember? The server knocked into your chair and you almost went over.”

He’s not sure if this is a test or not. “Yeah. I remember.”

I tilt my head, take in the band, the set of his jaw, the low-grade anxiety vibrating under his skin. “You’re favoring it. You should let Andre tape it, at least for the short bursts.”

He nods. “I know. I’m just—trying to keep it loose. I don’t enjoy sitting still.”

I set the manila folder down on the bench, lean against the wall, arms crossed. “You’re not the only one.”

For a moment, the tension eases. Jonah stands straighter, rolls his shoulders, and even lets the band snap loose with a low, satisfied flick. He looks at me, not away, and there’s the faintest trace of relief in his expression. He seems younger like this, less preoccupied with whatever it is he’s been dragging around since the beginning of pre-season.

“You here to see Coach?” he asks, as if this isn’t obvious.

“Officially, yes,” I say. “But I also like to see what happens off the pitch. It’s usually more instructive.”

He smiles, a little. “Guess it’s harder to hide when you’re not running.”

I meet his eyes. “No one’s hiding from you, Jonah.”

The air shifts—he realizes, too late, that he’s let himself fall into the conversation. The defenses go up, not harsh, just subtle: chin tucks, eyes flick to the exit, shoulders square.

“You’ve been uncomfortable around me.” I say it straight, not a question.

He doesn’t deny it. He works the resistance band once more, then loops it around his wrist. “I guess I… yeah.”

“Why?” I ask, and watch him try to find the answer without giving one.

He glances down the hallway, then at his feet. “I think I got in the way of something. Or maybe I just think too much.”

“I don’t think you do,” I say, “but you can tell me if you want.”

He laughs, nervous but not mocking. “There’s a lot about this job I didn’t expect. Thought it’d be all games and drills. Didn’t know I’d have to—” He cuts off, searching for a word, “—navigate.”

I wait, arms still crossed, offering him the space to continue or let it die. He picks the second.

“I’m not going to make it awkward for you,” he says, quiet, the band pulling tight again.

“I know,” I say.

He looks up. This time, he doesn’t look away. “Do you?”

“Yes,” I say. “And you should know I don’t scare easy.”

A pause. “Didn’t think you did.”

Silence, but not the bad kind. More like the silence you get at the bottom of the pool, when the world is far away and you have time to think about what you’re going to do next.

Someone is coming down the corridor. I don’t need to turn to know who. I see Jonah’s pupils dilate, the small, colorless flare of adrenaline, and then the shadow of Marcus slides into view through the glass panel at the end of the hallway.

He’s still in his coaching kit, clipboard tucked under his arm, sweat beading at his temples from the session. He’s bigger than most of the guys, but he’s never looked as imposing as he does now, body running on pure exoskeleton, face set so tight you could use it to score diamonds.

He doesn’t call out. He just stops and stares, taking in the arrangement: Jonah standing close to me, the angle of my body, the fact that I’m not moving. I glance at Marcus over Jonah’s shoulder, and for a fraction of a second, our eyes meet. I hold the look. No challenge. No apology. Just acknowledgment.

Jonah turns, sees Marcus, and every ounce of color drains from his face. He stands taller, shoulders back, hands at his sides, like he’s lining up for inspection.

Marcus says: “Pitch. Now.”

Jonah doesn’t run, but he’s gone in two steps, resistance band trailing like a leash behind him. He doesn’t look back. The tension he leaves behind is a living thing, throbbing in the still air of the corridor.

Marcus stands where he is, not moving. Not even breathing, if you go by the evidence. Then, slowly, he closes the distance, stops in front of me. He doesn’t speak. Instead, he opens the film room door and waits.

I collect the manila folder, walk past him into the dark, echoing rectangle of the film room. He follows, then closes the door with a soft, padded click.

The world outside is silent. Inside, there’s nothing but the two of us, the scent of sweat and old upholstery, and a decade of things left unsaid.
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The film room is barely lit—a soft electric haze from the projector’s standby mode washes the faces of the padded chairs, picking out their contours in dull cobalt. The whiteboard on the side wall is scored with so many layers of dry-erase marker that the old formations bleed through like ghost handwriting. The air is thick with the animal tang of sweat and old upholstery and something else, something like fear, which is mostly Marcus’s but not entirely.

He lets the door thump shut behind us and stands for a long second in the darkness, breathing like he’s been sprinting. I stand in the aisle, hands resting on the back of a seat, folder propped against my hip. He says nothing. He doesn’t need to.

He drops the clipboard on the long table at the back, and it skitters, scattering a pile of scouting reports. He looks at the mess, looks at me, then closes the gap with three quick steps. His hands find my waist, not soft, not gentle—just there, a vice that says everything he won’t. He pushes me back, crowding me into the wall between two rows of chairs, mouth at my throat, the first contact almost feral. His tongue is rough, teeth scraping, breath hot and wet and all over me. He doesn’t ask permission, doesn’t even check to see if I want this; he just takes.

I let him.

His hands go up my sides, fingers digging hard enough I know it’ll bruise. He presses into me, whole body trembling, not from rage but from a kind of panic, the kind that doesn’t have an escape valve. His knee knocks my leg open and the impact is real—my calf cramps against the baseboard, I feel the bone, and he doesn’t even notice. He shoves my skirt up, wrenches my underwear aside with a fumbling impatience, and it’s not until then that I realize he’s already undone his own pants, cock out and angry and flushed dark against his belly.

He lines himself up and pushes in, the thrust brutal, scraping. My head hits the wall hard, and I ride the aftershock all the way down my spine. He groans into my neck, rutting like he can fuck his way out of his own mind. He’s not even looking at me—eyes squeezed shut, brow furrowed, body hunched over me like a question with no suitable answer.

My hands stay at my sides for a beat, letting him feel the full weight of my passivity. Then I grab the front of his jacket, twist it in my fists, and drag him the last inch closer. I take his mouth with mine, biting his lip so hard he tastes copper. He grunts, shoves harder, hands scrabbling at the hem of my skirt, up my shirt, squeezing whatever skin he can find. He’s everywhere—inside, outside, all over me, but never quite in the right place to claim victory.

His rhythm is desperate, uneven, more need than choreography. I meet each thrust with my hips, timed to knock him even more off-balance, never giving him the friction pattern he’s spent years perfecting. I don’t close my eyes, not once. I want to see the moment he cracks open, the way his face falls apart when he realizes there’s no coming back from this.

He bites at my throat, leaves a wet stripe of spit, then backs up just enough to get leverage and pounds me against the wall. My shoulder blades slam the drywall. My breath whistles out in little broken stutters, but I’m not the one making noise. Marcus is panting, mouth open, groaning with every movement. He’s never let me see him like this, never let me see the version of himself that’s pure animal, no playbook, no structure, no control.

He gets a hand between my thighs, fingers sliding over my clit, rough and uncoordinated. It almost works—almost—but not quite. He’s shaking, he’s frantic, he’s looking for some sign that he’s still in charge of what’s happening to him, but the only sign is me, hands in his hair, my mouth in his ear, whispering nothing at all.

When he comes, it’s not a climax so much as a collapse. He slams his palm against the wall beside my head, knuckles going white. His whole body goes rigid, locked in the moment, and he lets out a noise so raw it’s almost a sob. I feel him jerk inside me, feel his forehead thunk against the wall, feel his sweat on my cheek.

For a long moment, he just hangs there, arms braced on either side of me, head down, shuddering. He won’t look at me. He can’t.

I smooth my skirt, peel the ruined underwear from where it’s pinched, and step around him. He stays frozen, staring at the whiteboard, the diagrams all smeared and unreadable. I pick up the manila folder from the floor—he must’ve knocked it out of my hand at some point—set it on the nearest chair. I don’t say a word. Not “thank you,” not “it’s okay,” not even “goodbye.”

I let myself out, slow and silent, down the same corridor where, minutes ago, I’d left Jonah with nothing but a band of latex and a handful of nerves.

When I’m gone, the film room is still dark, projector screen buzzing faintly, and Marcus is still braced against the wall, alone, not even pretending to be anything but what he is.


Chapter 4


Andre’s place is all new money, the house perched on a slope of manicured grass with a backyard engineered for parties and plausible deniability. By the time I arrive, the grill’s going, the drinks are cold, and the lawn’s dotted with little clutching groups—players, wives, plus-ones who look like they’re paid to laugh at the right jokes. The sun is a flat, gold coin, and every time it drops behind the neighbors’ privacy fence the temperature dips like a threat.

I’m by the patio rail, back to the house, working a glass of white wine that tastes like disinfectant and nostalgia. Next to me, Tessa’s leaning in with a camera at her hip, a burned orange skirt swirling around her calves and a scarf at her throat so lurid it makes her hair look radioactive. She’s fielding a “creative differences” call from her agent but still manages to narrate the party with dry asides, sotto voce, for my benefit.

To our left: Owen, holding court near the grill. The CEO aura never leaves him, even off-duty—he’s in a linen shirt, sleeves rolled to perfect focus-grouped casual, collar open just enough to say, I still dominate the room. Marcus is to his right, drink held like a prop, laugh locked into a higher register than natural. The posture’s all performance: squared shoulders, head slightly tipped toward Owen, mouth open just a hair too wide at the punchlines. If you knew the real Marcus, you’d know this is him at his most threatened.

Naomi circles the patio, soda in hand, eyes scanning for breach points. She’s wearing a navy shift and nothing to hide the fact she’s sizing up every move like she’s prepping a deposition. More than once, I feel her gaze break over me, then slide away, as if not looking is a way of keeping the possibility of confrontation manageable.

Rafi is next to the garden beds, talking with Andre and a pair of rookies, his hands in the pockets of jeans that look like they cost more than my entire week’s groceries. When he catches my eye, he dips his head in a nod—tiny, barely perceptible—and then, before greeting Andre, he detours to me. The pause is intentional, a signal I’d have missed if I wasn’t so primed to watch for it

“Lena,” he says, voice low, not meant for the crowd.

“Rafi,” I say, and he smiles with half his mouth.

Tessa waits until he’s gone to murmur, “You’re collecting strays now?”

I glance at her. “Jealous?”

“Always. But only of your taste in misfits.” She taps her lens, aims it at the crowd, and adds, “Marcus looks like he’s about to give Owen a handjob for a promotion.”

“He wouldn’t know where to start,” I say.

I feel, more than see, Marcus’s glance from across the yard. The corners of his mouth don’t move, but the set of his shoulders tells me he’s keeping a mental ledger of everything I’m doing.

Jonah is the only one not circulating. He’s anchored at the edge of Andre’s group, hunched slightly, doing his best “I’m just here so I don’t get fined” impression. Every so often, he checks his phone, then looks up just enough to make sure he’s not being talked about. The compression sleeve’s gone today, but his stance is off, like he’s afraid if he shifts weight the knee might buckle again. He never looks at me. Not even once.

It’s that not-looking that gives him away.

Tessa notices, too. “I give it twenty minutes before the guy cracks and runs for the gate.”

“Fifteen,” I say, “if Andre brings out the good tequila.”

“Bet?”

“Always.”

She grins, teeth white against the scarf, then leans so close I can feel her breath on my ear. “You want to talk about it, or just let it turn into a tumor?”

“There’s nothing to talk about,” I say, but my mouth curves at the edge.

She lifts her camera and snaps a picture—of me, of Marcus, of the rookies all posing with their phones out, of Andre laughing too loud—then clicks through the images with a manic, nervous energy. “You’re at the center of every single frame,” she says, almost to herself. “You’re not even trying.”

“Not tonight,” I say, and touch her elbow, just enough to steady her. “You get your shot?”

“Not yet,” she says. “I’ll know when I see it.”

The party shifts at dusk, people splitting off into quieter, more desperate groups: the smokers by the driveway, the diehard fans at the makeshift ping pong table, the wives and girlfriends in a loose ring around Naomi, who’s now in full crisis-prevention mode, fielding gossip and redirecting every conversation back to neutral. Owen’s migrated to the hammock with a drink, Marcus in tow, the two of them plotting something or just marking territory.

It’s then that I slip inside. No announcement, no dramatic exit. I just set the empty glass on the buffet, tell Tessa “back in a sec,” and drift through the sliding door, into the house proper.

The interior is dim, the only light a weird spill from the under-cabinet LEDs in the kitchen. I move down the hallway, away from the noise, and it’s only when I hit the turn at the end—where the powder room and the laundry closet pinch the corridor into a narrow, dark funnel—that I see Jonah.

He’s leaning on the wall, one shoe up, heel pressed flat against the paint. He’s staring at the floor, hands in fists at his sides, but as soon as he sees me, he snaps upright.

I don’t say his name. I don’t say anything at all.

I close the distance, heel clicks muffled on the rug, and stop just outside his reach. He doesn’t meet my eyes, but the line of his jaw, the way his hands twitch, the flush crawling up his neck—it’s all declaration. If I’d ever needed proof that everything I’d done was working, it’s here.

“Looking for something?” I say, softly, not a question.

He swallows. “Just needed a break.”

“From me?” I step closer.

“From everything.” He’s barely breathing, shoulders rigid. He won’t move unless I make him.

I step up, right into his air. He tries to angle away, but the wall’s at his back and there’s nowhere left to pivot.

“Tell me to go,” I say, voice flat.

He doesn’t.

Instead, his eyes flick to my mouth and stay there.

I unbutton the cuff of his shirt, slow, methodical, rolling the fabric up just enough to see the bones of his wrist flexing. He’s still frozen, but his pulse is visible in the hollow of his throat. I slide a hand over his chest, let it settle there, feeling the thump under my palm.

“You want me to stop?” I ask.

He shakes his head. The word gets stuck in his mouth.

“Didn’t think so.”

I go to my knees, slow as prayer, the carpet rough against my bare skin. I undo his belt, then the button, the zipper, each sound harsh and amplified in the silence. He braces both hands against the wall, head tipped back, eyes squeezed tight. He’s hard already, straining the fabric, and I don’t waste time.

His cock’s a solid bar under the boxer-briefs, straining so hard it leaves a damp patch at the tip. I hook my fingers into the waistband and peel it down, keeping my nails just sharp enough for him to notice. I take him in my hand, base to tip, my palm barely able to close around it. I stroke him, once, twice—enough to watch the blood flush purple and angry under the skin, veins corded like tension wire. He lets out a low, animal sound that I feel more than hear.

I stroke him once, then wrap my lips around the head. I flick my tongue across the head, gathering the pre-come with a flat, greedy swipe. It’s tart and chemical, like old fruit and ozone. I want him pliant, wrecked, so I use no preamble—lips parted, I bore down, taking him deep. The muscles in his thighs jump, his knees wobble, and he grabs the wall with both palms, as if he’ll slide down if he lets go. I work him with my mouth and grip, alternating pressure, never letting him settle into a rhythm. His whole body jerks when I hollow my cheeks and suck hard, the sound obscene in the hush, as if I’ve found a way to weaponize silence itself.

I take him deeper into my mouth until my nose is pressed to his abdomen and he shudders like he’s about to black out. I curl my lips under, let the head nudge my throat, feel the pulse thump wild against my tongue. He’s trembling now, whole body at the mercy of the smallest motion. I hum, just a little, a vibration that makes him suck in air through his teeth; I can feel him pulse, frantic, right against my palate.

That’s when I see Marcus. He’s standing at the far end, washed in shadow, one hand gripping the doorframe so hard the knuckles shine white. The light from the back deck cuts across his face, half in darkness, half lit in a way that makes him look carved from old marble. He’s not moving. Not blinking. Not even pretending to look away. There’s an ache in his posture, a violence in the line of his mouth, but what undoes me is the nakedness in his eyes. Not rage—not yet—but something so raw I could cut myself on it.

He doesn’t speak. He doesn’t interrupt. He stands there, watching me use someone else’s cock, watching the show I’m putting on for him. It isn’t a game anymore. It’s an experiment in consequences.

I make a show of it, let the wet noises echo, let my hand twist at the base while I tongue the slit, like I’m teasing a bead of sweat from an ice-cold glass. Jonah’s thighs are locked, his head thrown back, but his eyes are open now—fixed not on me, but dead ahead, where Marcus stands sentinel. I see the moment he realizes he’s being watched. His whole body seizes, a freeze-frame of panic, then a collapse. He groans, almost a whimper, and his hand drops from the wall to my head, fingers in my hair. Not forcing, just holding. Needing the anchor.

He’s watching what I do to Jonah.

I don’t stop. I don’t change tempo. I suck Jonah deeper, feel the way his body arches, the shudder rolling through him. I hold Marcus’s gaze, steady, clinical, my mouth stretched around someone else’s cock. For a beat, time stops—me on my knees, Jonah losing his mind, Marcus at the edge of the frame, more observer than husband.

Jonah is the first to break. The moment he registers Marcus, he goes rigid, a strangled noise in his throat, every muscle tensed to flight. But he can’t stop. He’s past the point of stopping.

He meets Marcus’s eyes. The two of them freeze, locked there, a chain reaction of shame and want and something so raw it’s almost audible.

Jonah comes with a full-body shudder, thighs trembling. I swallow, keep my eyes up the whole time, and when he’s done, I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, the way you would after a long, perfect drink. He tastes like skin, like sex, the smallest thanks for doing this exactly right.

Jonah fumbles himself back together, hands shaking so hard he almost drops his phone. He stares at the floor, then at Marcus, then at the floor again. He moves past me, then past Marcus, not touching, not looking. He’s gone before I can count to three, vanished into the noise and safety of the party.

Marcus is still in the doorway, still holding the frame like it’s the only thing keeping him upright. He doesn’t speak. He doesn’t blink. He just watches me stand, smooth my dress, and walk toward him.

I don’t touch him. I don’t say his name.

He follows me out anyway.
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He doesn’t touch me when we leave Andre’s house. He doesn’t touch anything. The Audi’s interior is lit only by the dash, Marcus’s hands at ten and two, white-knuckled, the line of his jaw sharp in profile. He doesn’t turn on the radio. We drive the full seventeen minutes home in silence, the kind of silence that is not absence but heat—like standing next to an open flame and pretending you don’t notice your skin blistering.

Every block is a stutter of sodium lights and suburban blankness. At red lights, his thumb drums the steering wheel. At greens, he guns it like acceleration might put the last hour behind him. My phone buzzes twice in my bag—Tessa, probably, with some forensic rundown of who saw what at the party—but I let it ride. I watch the streetlights slide across his face, the little explosions of gold on his wedding band. I watch the pulse in his throat. I watch him not look at me, the discipline of it a marvel.

We park in the driveway. He shuts off the engine and sits there, both hands still clamped on the wheel, breathing through his nose. He doesn’t ask. He doesn’t say my name, or demand explanation, or tell me how I have destroyed the one good thing in his life. He knows that if he opens his mouth, the only thing that will come out is the truth.

Inside the house, the air is sharp with the smell of cut grass from the open windows and the after-echo of detergent, or maybe just the lie of normalcy. I toe off my shoes, set my purse on the console table, and stand at the threshold of the hallway. He follows, not fast, not slow, just inevitable.

He’s on me before the bedroom door even closes, hands in my hair, mouth hard and imprecise at my jaw. He doesn’t ask. He doesn’t have to. He turns me to the wall, both hands on my hips, pulling me back against him so hard I think he might leave fingerprints. His breath is ragged, less arousal than rage, but I want every last drop of it. I brace my palms on the drywall, arch my back, and let him take what he’s owed.

He hikes my dress up over my ass, rips my underwear aside, and lines himself up. No warning, no warmup, just in. I bite down on my arm to keep from crying out—the stretch of him, the first brutal thrust. The second, and third, and I am dripping already, the slick sound of it loud in the dark. He fucks me with the rhythm of someone punishing himself more than me, like if he keeps going he can sweat out the shame, or the jealousy, or the image of me on my knees in someone else’s mouth.

He fists one hand in my hair, yanks my head back so I have no choice but to look at the ceiling, the seam of plaster and crown molding splitting my vision in two. His other hand gropes at my breast, hard enough to bruise. He says nothing, but his noises are feral—low, guttural, half-moan, half-growl. Every thrust slams my hips into the wall, the vibration traveling up my spine until my teeth ache.

I clench around him, just to see what it does, and he snarls, both hands now on my hips, fucking me so hard my knees give. I brace on the baseboard, digging in with my nails, and push back, taking him as deep as I can, again and again.

It isn’t enough. He pulls out, spins me, and lifts me bodily onto the bed—manhandling me, not in the way of romance, but in the way of necessity, the way someone shakes a vending machine when it refuses to yield. He spreads my legs, kneels between them, and eats me out with the same violence, the same single-minded drive to erase every trace of every man who isn’t him. I fist the comforter, pull so hard the seam pops. I come in his mouth, hard, before I can process what’s happening, the sensation obliterating thought.

He stands, breathes like a beast, and shoves his cock back into me. He fucks me through it, through the aftershocks, through my shaking, until I come again, this time with a sob that I can’t bite back.

He lasts longer than I expect, and when he finishes, he pushes in deep and stays there, forehead pressed to mine, sweat dripping from his chin to my lips. For a long, long minute, we just breathe, neither of us willing to move first.

He pulls out, comes all over my stomach, wipes his hand on the sheet, and collapses on his back, both arms splayed like a crucifix. His chest heaves, ribs visible in the streetlight leaking through the blinds. He looks at the ceiling, not at me. He looks at nothing.

I wait.

After a while, I go to the bathroom and wash up. When I come back, he’s still on his back, still staring up, jaw clenched like he’s fighting a battle with himself in every fiber of his body.

I get into bed. I don’t touch him. I don’t say a word.

I let the silence settle, thick and alive, pressing us both to the mattress like gravity’s gone up a notch.

I don’t reach for him.

But I leave my hand open, palm up, on the sheet between us. Fingers loose, invitation or challenge, I don’t even know.

He doesn’t take it.

Not tonight.


About Ivy Moans


Ivy Moans creates short fiction that lingers — stories built on tension, jealousy, power shifts, and the quiet unraveling of desire. She writes for readers who crave intimacy, intensity, and the thrill of crossing a line.

Step deeper into my world — where the stories come earlier, hit harder, and reveal more than the storefront ever could.

https://ivymoans.com/join-my-newsletter/
[image: ]

Follow me on Amazon to stay close — every new story arrives there first.
Ivy on Amazon



Continue the Journey with Ivy Erotica


Your Backstage Pass to Ivy’s Darker Side

[image: ]



Step inside for the stories too raw, too early, or too revealing for the storefront.


Also By Ivy Moans

Here are the bundles and standout stories readers love most—your

next obsession starts here.

Bundles & Collections

Dominance and Humiliation Collection Vol. 1: 10 Erotic Stories of Cuckold Humiliation, Bully Domination, and Power Shifts: https://amzn.to/3QTyOX1

[image: ]






10 Book Cheating and Humiliation Cuckold Collection

Vol. 1: https://amzn.to/3PzCMDJ
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Shy to Shameless: Volume 1 (Books 1–5): https://amzn.to/4djEBwk
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Shy to Shameless: Volume 2 (Books 6-10): https://amzn.to/4dn9ccz
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Standalone Highlights

Her First Taste

Teaching Him to Share Me

The Night I Followed Him

Coming Soon

Shy to Shameless Vol. 3

25-story Mega Bundle
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