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Chapter One – The Message
The weeks since her birthday had blurred into a haze of Sophie. Their friendship of decades had tipped into something far wilder, and now it seemed every day demanded another risk. Romantic nights at her flat with glasses of wine left half-finished on the table, Claire straddling Sophie in nothing but a sheer blouse and tights. Urgent encounters in coffee shop toilets, Sophie kneeling on tiled floors as Claire stifled her cries. Weekends away where Claire woke in tangled sheets, stroking Sophie’s hair as sunlight traced the curves of her body. And in between, reckless flashes — a hand tugging her into an alley, wet-look leggings gleaming under streetlight as Sophie’s touch ignited her.
It was thrilling. It was dangerous. And Claire had convinced herself she had perfected the double life. To her husband she was simply “going through the change.” To Sophie she was insatiable, alive in a way she’d never been before.
Then her phone buzzed.
The screen lit with words that froze her blood:
What the fuck are you doing, you dirty whore.
Her fingers tightened around the phone. She locked the screen quickly, her husband still laughing at the television beside her, oblivious. Claire rose too fast, muttering something about making tea, and slipped into the kitchen.
Her hand shook as she read it again, cold dread flooding through her veins. Then another message appeared.
Meet me tomorrow. Alone. Or I tell him everything.
Her stomach dropped. The number was familiar. She knew it instantly, even before her mind admitted it. Her sister-in-law.
Claire pressed against the counter, her body rigid. The walls of her secret life seemed to close in at once. Every hurried kiss, every glossy top stripped from her shoulders, every gasp in Sophie’s arms — all of it was in someone else’s hands now. Someone inside her family.
She thought of Sophie, and for an instant her thumb hovered over the screen, ready to type. Sophie had told her once, with a knowing smile, about her past. About the “straight” women she had turned, coaxed into admitting what they craved, what they feared to confess. Sophie would know what to do. She always did.
But this was different. This was family. This was her marriage.
Claire deleted the message window, heart hammering. She couldn’t tell Sophie. Not yet.
She glanced back at the living room, where her husband sat unworried, blind to the storm brewing. Claire wrapped her arms around herself, the glow of the phone screen burned into her vision.
She had thought she was untouchable. But someone else knew. And tomorrow, she would have to face them. Alone.










Chapter Two – The Meeting
Claire barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, the words burned behind her lids: What the fuck are you doing, you dirty whore.
By morning, her body moved on autopilot. Breakfast for her husband. A polite smile. The same easy lies she had told for weeks. But her heart never slowed. Her phone never left her side.
The message had come with no time, no place. Just a demand. Meet me tomorrow. Alone.
By late afternoon another text buzzed through. A café on the edge of town, quiet enough that Claire had never been inside. The kind of place where two women could sit unnoticed.
She arrived early. She always did when she was afraid. Dressed carefully, too — not daring to look too glamorous, yet unable to resist the feel of sheer tights beneath her skirt, a secret armour only she and Sophie usually shared.
Her sister-in-law walked in as if she owned the air. A sleek coat, hair pinned just so, eyes sharp with something between accusation and amusement. She slid into the chair opposite without a greeting.
Claire’s mouth was dry. “Why—why are you doing this?”
A slow smile curved those lips, lips Claire had never looked at properly before. “So it’s true, then. You and Sophie.”
Heat rushed to Claire’s face. She opened her mouth to deny it, but her sister-in-law leaned forward, voice low, intimate.
“Don’t bother lying. I saw you. That night at the party. The way you pulled her close in your kitchen, like you couldn’t wait another second. The rest of your family were in the garden, and you… well. You’re braver than I thought.”
Claire’s pulse hammered in her throat. “If you say anything—”
“Oh, relax.” She stirred her coffee, almost bored. “If I wanted to tell, I would have by now.” Her gaze flicked up, pinning Claire. “I’m interested. That’s all.”
“Interested?” Claire echoed, heart stumbling.
The smile deepened, shark-like.
“You’ve built yourself quite the double life. I’m curious how far it goes. What Sophie gives you that my brother never could.”
The words struck harder than any accusation. Claire flinched, her throat tight, fingers gripping the coffee cup so hard she thought it might shatter. Heat burned her cheeks — shame, guilt, and something darker she refused to name.
She tried to speak, but no sound came.
Her sister-in-law only leaned back, studying her like prey that had already walked into the trap. “You see, Claire… I don’t think you’ve realised just how exposed you are. One slip, one whisper in the wrong ear, and your perfect life is gone. But for now”—she stirred her coffee slowly, deliberately—“your secret’s safe with me.”
She stood, smoothing her coat, her voice dropping low as she bent closer to Claire’s ear.
“At least… until I decide otherwise.”
And with that, she was gone, leaving Claire frozen in her chair, the taste of fear sharp as metal on her tongue.










Chapter Three – Confession
Claire barely remembered driving home. Her sister-in-law’s words circled her mind in endless loops — my brother… until I decide otherwise. Each syllable cut deeper, tightening like a noose.
By the time she slipped through the door of Sophie’s flat later that evening, her nerves were raw. Sophie opened the door in a cropped jumper and shiny leggings, her hair tousled, her smile instantly softening at the sight of Claire’s pale face.
“What’s wrong?” Sophie asked, drawing her in, but Claire shook her head. She didn’t want comfort. She wanted control — but she no longer had any.
“I need to tell you something.” Her voice cracked. “It’s bad.”
Sophie guided her to the sofa, legs folding beneath her like a cat settling into place. She waited, calm, the way she always did.
Claire blurted it out. The message. The café. The shark-like smile. The words: my brother. By the end, her voice was shaking.
“I don’t know what she wants,” Claire whispered. “She hasn’t asked for money. She just… she knows. She saw us. And she said my brother, Sophie. She’s not just curious. She could ruin me.”
Sophie tilted her head, lips pursed. Not anger, not shock — only thought. Then she gave a small, almost amused laugh.
“Claire, listen to me. You’re letting her scare you. She doesn’t want to ruin you. If she did, she’d already have gone running to him.” Sophie reached out, brushing her thumb across the back of Claire’s hand. “She wants something else.”
Claire swallowed, throat tight. “Like what?”
“That,” Sophie said, her smile curling, “is what we’ll find out. But here’s the thing—” She leaned closer, eyes gleaming with a dangerous calm. “Women like her? They always think they’re in control. Until they’re not.”
Claire shook her head, tears pricking. “This is different. She’s family. This isn’t some woman at a club you can flirt into your bed. She’s got power over me, Sophie.”
Sophie’s grin widened, wicked, almost hungry. “Then we take it back.”
Claire stared, heart pounding. “You think you can… turn her?”
Sophie’s laugh was soft, confident. “Claire, I don’t think. I know.”
Claire’s breath caught. A mix of dread and desire swirled inside her chest, pulling her in two directions at once.
And she realised, with a shiver, that Sophie didn’t just see this as a threat. She saw it as an opportunity.







Chapter Four – Terms
The message came the next evening.
Tonight. Sophie’s flat. Don’t pretend I don’t know where it is. Don’t be late.
Claire’s chest tightened as she read the words. Sophie only smirked when she saw her phone shaking in Claire’s hands.
“She’s pushing already,” Sophie said, stretching lazily across the sofa. The sheen of her leggings caught the lamplight, glossy and distracting. “Good. Let’s see how far she dares.”
“Sophie,” Claire hissed, “this isn’t a game.”
But Sophie’s calm was unshakable. She kissed Claire’s wrist, her voice low. “Then we make the rules.”
 
Her sister-in-law arrived at the flat without hesitation, stepping inside as if she had every right. Claire’s pulse thudded in her ears. Sophie greeted her with a smile that was equal parts charm and challenge, offering a glass of wine like a hostess welcoming a guest.
“I don’t want wine,” the sister-in-law said coolly, eyes locked on Claire. “I want proof.”
Claire frowned. “Proof?”
“That it’s real. That you’re really fucking her behind my brother’s back.” She stepped closer, her perfume sharp, her voice softer but far more dangerous. “Show me. Right here.”
Claire’s breath caught. Heat and shame flooded her at once.
Sophie leaned back against the counter, arms folded, studying her like this was all unfolding exactly as she’d predicted. “Is that all you want?” she asked smoothly.
The sister-in-law’s eyes glittered. “For now.”
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