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Even when it hurt. Especially then.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.”
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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.”

[image: ]


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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.

[image: ]


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.

[image: ]


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.
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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.”
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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.
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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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