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  Chapter one
The Fading Marriage


Serena’s eyes opened at 5:47 a.m. No alarm, no sound, just her body refusing to let her hide in the dark any longer. The bed was too big, too empty, but also too small, her legs tangled and restless, the space between her and Lewis a cold, silent accusation. She clenched her jaw and breathed in through her nose. Her hips rolled against the mattress, her thighs pressed together, already wet, her cunt aching with a need that made her stomach knot. 
Lewis breathed slow and even beside her. The sound was steady, predictable, deadening. She wanted to scream. She stared at the ceiling, counting cracks just to keep her hands off him. One. Two. Three. Four. Five.
She rolled onto her side, staring at his profile. Silver hair messy on the pillow. His jaw, once sharp and hard under her fingers, now soft, just another line she barely recognized. His chest rose and fell, slow, mechanical, like he was counting down to nothing. She bit the inside of her cheek, tasting the faint copper of blood.
Twenty years. Twenty fucking years of watching that profile grow more familiar and more foreign at the same time. The man who’d once pinned her wrists above her head against this very headboard, who’d made her scream until her throat went raw, now turned away from her night after night, the line of his shoulders an unspoken rejection.
Serena pressed her palm to her stomach. Her skin was too tight, stretched over nerves that wouldn’t settle. Her cunt throbbed, empty and desperate.
Lewis stirred, cleared his throat. The mattress dipped as he pushed himself upright. Not a word. Not a glance back. Just the soft sound of his feet sliding into his slippers, the quiet shuffle of his robe as he moved across the bedroom floor.
The door clicked shut behind him.
The floorboards creaked as he walked away, every step dragging him further from her. The coffee machine hissed downstairs. Serena stayed on her back, staring at the ceiling, her hand pressed between her thighs over the duvet, grinding down for relief she wouldn’t let herself have. Her jaw clenched, her fingers curled into a fist. The kitchen noises drifted up, filling the silence he left, every sound a reminder of how alone she was.
“Fuck,” she whispered to the empty room.
She didn’t expect him to want her anymore. That had died sometime in the last five years, though she couldn’t say when. The wanting hadn’t died for her. It had only gotten worse, a hunger that gnawed at her, raw and constant. Thirty-eight and she felt like a teenager, except teenagers got to fuck. She just lay here, hand between her legs, thinking about the twenty-five-year-old with the cocky grin and arms that could throw her around.
Harry.
Just the thought of his name made her thighs clench. Six weeks of training with him, six weeks of his hands on her waist, his breath on her neck, his eyes on her ass in the mirror. Six weeks of watching his cock shift in his shorts when she bent over. Six weeks of pretending she didn’t notice. Six weeks of going home to this bed, to Lewis’s polite peck on the cheek and his turned back in the dark.
The floorboards creaked again downstairs. Lewis was moving from the kitchen to his office, probably. He’d check his emails, read the news, drink his coffee. Then he’d shower, dress, eat breakfast alone. They wouldn’t speak until dinner.
Serena ground the heel of her hand against her clit, desperate for friction. The jolt made her gasp. Her other hand twisted the sheet on Lewis’s side, the side that should have been warm with his body, the side that had been his for twenty years. Now it was just empty, except for the ghost of him.
“You’re an idiot,” she told the ceiling. “A sad, horny, pathetic idiot.”
The guilt hit then, a familiar wave that washed through her chest. Lewis loved her. He provided for her. He was a good man—steady, reliable, kind. And here she was, wet for a boy barely out of college, a boy who looked at her like she was something to eat.
She closed her eyes, breathing hard through her nose. Her hand stayed between her legs, her hips grinding against the mattress. Her body didn’t give a fuck about loyalty or guilt or twenty years of marriage. Her body only cared that she hadn’t been fucked in months, that every morning she woke up with her cunt aching and her fingers itching for someone who would never touch her again.
The coffee machine shut off downstairs. Serena listened to the quiet click of a mug being set on the counter, the soft whoosh of the refrigerator opening. Normal sounds. Domestic sounds. The soundtrack to the life she’d chosen, the one she still wanted in so many ways.
Just not in this one.
She rolled onto her stomach, face buried in the pillow. Her thighs rubbed together, slick and needy. Her nipples scraped against the sheet, hard and aching. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat. The wet patch between her legs spread, soaking through her shorts.
One of these mornings, she was going to text Harry. Not about training schedules or protein shakes or any of the bullshit excuses she’d been using. She was going to text him and say, “My husband’s home. I want you to fuck me in our bed while he listens.” And then she’d send it, and he’d show up, and she’d be the kind of woman who did that sort of thing.
The kind of woman who deserved the disgust in Lewis’s eyes when he found out.
Serena’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She reached for it without looking, heart hammering. But it was just the weather app, a notification about rain later. She dropped it back on the nightstand and buried her face in the pillow again.
It was 6:10. She had an hour before she needed to get up, shower, put on her leggings and sports bra and drive to the gym where Harry would be waiting. An hour to lie here and torture herself with thoughts of his hands, his mouth, his cock. An hour to remember Lewis’s face the first time he’d seen her naked, the way his eyes had gone wide, the way his voice had broken when he’d said her name.
An hour to decide which man she wanted more—the one who’d given her twenty years of his life or the one who made her feel like she was twenty again.
Serena slid her hand under the duvet, under the waistband of her shorts. Her fingers found her clit, wet and swollen, throbbing for attention. She bit her lip, holding back a moan. The house was silent except for the faint tapping of Lewis’s keyboard. She closed her eyes and pictured someone else’s hands, someone else’s mouth, a different man in this bed, fucking her the way she needed.
She came, hard and silent, her body shaking, her cunt clenching around nothing. Shame crashed over her, loud and ugly in her head.

      ***The orgasm left her limp, skin sticky with sweat. For three seconds, she floated, empty, her limbs buzzing. Then shame hit, hot and sharp, burning her throat. She’d just made herself cum thinking about another man, in her husband’s bed, while Lewis made coffee a room away. What kind of sick, filthy bitch did that make her?
“Fuck,” she muttered into the pillow.
She dragged her hands over her face, nails scraping her skin. Everything felt too tight, too raw. The room was hot, bright, thick with the smell of her own cunt. She rolled onto Lewis’s side, the sheets cold where he’d been. She pressed her face into his pillow, breathing in his cologne, the stale scent of his skin and sleep.
She jerked back, the smell turning her stomach. She kicked the duvet down to her ankles, legs heavy and twitching. Cold air hit her damp skin, goosebumps rising along her thighs.
Fifteen years ago, Lewis would have been all over her the second he sensed she was awake. His hands would have been on her tits, between her legs, in her hair. His mouth would have been on her neck, her collarbone, lower. He would have pinned her wrists above her head against the headboard, his weight driving into her, her back arching off the mattress. The headboard would have cracked the wall with each thrust. She would have dug her nails into his shoulders, wrapped her legs around his waist, screamed his name until her voice broke.
Now he made coffee and read emails while she fingered herself, thinking about a man who wasn’t him.
The cold sheet beside her accused her. Downstairs, the sink ran. Lewis rinsed his mug, shuffled in his slippers, sat in his chair. Every sound was routine, every sound a reminder.
Serena sat up, licking her bottom lip. She stared at the door, half-hoping Lewis would come back, see her, notice her. Her thighs were slick, her breath uneven, her heart pounding.
Her phone sat on the nightstand. She reached for it, checked the time—6:12 a.m.—then set it face-down without unlocking it. Forty-eight minutes until she needed to leave for the gym. Forty-eight minutes to shower, dress, put on her game face. Forty-eight minutes to decide if she was really going to go through with this.
Because she was going to text Harry. She’d known it the second she’d woken up, known it with the same bone-deep certainty that she’d known Lewis was the one twenty years ago. The difference was, back then, the certainty had felt like flying. Now it felt like falling.
She pushed herself out of bed, the floor cold under her bare feet. The house creaked and settled around her, the familiar sounds that had once been comforting now just background noise. She moved to the mirror above the dresser and looked at herself.
Her chestnut hair hung loose, tangled from sleep. Hazel eyes stared back, sharp and hungry. The thin sleep shirt clung to her, showing the swell of her tits, the dip of her waist, the curve of her hips. Thirty-eight, and her body was better than ever—hard, disciplined, tight from years of training and control. Everything perfect except the one thing she couldn’t fix.
Except her marriage.
Serena held her own gaze in the mirror. Her chin lifted slightly. Her shoulders straightened. The woman looking back at her wasn’t the same one who’d married Lewis Liman twenty years ago. That woman had been young, insecure, desperate for stability. This woman knew exactly what she wanted and exactly how to get it.
This woman was going to fuck Harry Blake in her marital bed while her husband listened from the kitchen.
The thought should have horrified her. Instead, it sent a fresh pulse of wet heat between her legs. Her nipples hardened against the thin fabric of her sleep shirt. Her breath caught in her throat.
“You’re fucking crazy,” she told her reflection. “Completely batshit.”
The reflection didn’t argue.
She turned away from the mirror and crossed to the closet. Her gym bag sat ready on the floor, packed the night before with her usual efficiency. Water bottle. Towel. Protein bar. Hair tie. The trappings of her normal Tuesday morning, the routine that had defined the last six weeks of her life.
The routine that had brought Harry into it.
Serena stripped off her sleep shirt, let it fall. She shoved her shorts down and kicked them away. Naked, the cold air prickled her skin, goosebumps rising everywhere. Her cunt still throbbed from before, empty and aching, her fingers useless to fill the need.
She needed cock. Real cock. Hard and thick, attached to a man who looked at her like he wanted to eat her alive.
Not a man who looked at her like she was part of the furniture.
The shower blasted hot, steam filling the room. Serena stepped under, eyes closed, water pounding her skin. Her hand slid between her legs, fingers on her clit again, desperate. She bit her lip, holding back a moan.
In her head, it wasn’t her hand. It was Harry’s—big, rough, sure. His fingers circling her clit, pushing inside, curling to hit that spot that made her see stars. His mouth on her neck, her tits, between her legs. His cock—thick, hard, huge—stretching her open, filling her, making her scream.
She came again, fast and hard, one hand braced on the wall, thighs shaking. Her breath came in ragged gasps. Water pounded her back, washing away the slick between her legs but not the need, not the certainty burning in her chest.
She was going to text him. Today. After the session. She’d type the words, hit send, and become the kind of woman who did what she wanted, no matter who it hurt.
The kind of woman Lewis had married, once upon a time. Before life had sanded down all her edges. Before routine had replaced passion. Before they’d become strangers who shared a bed

      ***
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