









[image: ]



Live Feed


Weekend Pass · Book 6

D. A. Savage · Gray Dove Books

Adults 18+






[image: Gray Dove Books]

Copyright © 2026 D. A. Savage

Published by Gray Dove Books

All rights reserved

Adults 18+ only

This is a work of fiction. All characters are fictional adults, and any resemblance to real people, living or dead, is coincidence.





Chapter One

The Panel by the Door
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Miles’s suitcase lay open on the bed with three folded polos in it and a phone charger coiled on top. Sarah sat cross-legged on her side of the mattress in his gray shirt and watched him choose between two pairs of shoes as if anyone in Phoenix would look at his feet.

“Phoenix again,” she said.

“Two nights.” He held up the brown pair, then the black. “Back Wednesday by dinner.”

“That’s four trips since August.”

“Three. Tulsa doesn’t count. I saw Beth for twenty minutes at an airport Chili’s and she spent ten of them on the phone with Wes about the dog.”

He put the brown pair in. Work had been sending him out more since the summer, a night here and three nights there, and the company kept promising it would slow down after the new year. Sarah had stopped believing the company, but she’d mostly stopped minding too, because when he was gone she had the house and the cameras to herself.

She looked past him at the corner above his chair.

It was a small flat square up where the ceiling met the wall, painted the same off-white as everything else, with a short strip of black tape where a light should have been. She’d found it by accident the first winter, lying on her back after a shower with her hair wrapped in a towel, and she’d laughed out loud at the ceiling. She knew there were others, but she’d never gone looking and never would, because not knowing was the whole point.

Miles caught her looking without turning around. He zipped the side pocket of the suitcase and said, very mildly, “You’re going to make me late.”

“I haven’t done anything,” Sarah said.

“You’re thinking about doing something.”

She pulled the shirt off over her head and dropped it on the floor.

He stood across the bed from her with the suitcase between them, and she watched his face change the way it always did, the little crease beside his eye going deep. She was small and pale and freckled across the shoulders, with her red hair still tangled from sleep, and after six years he still looked at her the way he had on their first date.

“Move the suitcase,” she said.

He moved it onto the floor so fast a polo slid out, and then he was on the bed with his slacks still on while she pushed him flat and worked at his belt. She got him out and took him in her hand, already hard, warm and familiar, and stroked him slowly while she climbed over his hips.

“Plane’s at ten,” he said.

“Then don’t talk.”

She rubbed him against her once, twice, until he was slick with her, and sank down in the easy, full slide she’d known since before they were married. She let out a long breath and sat there with her hands on his chest while he swore under his breath, and when she rolled her hips his hands came up to her waist and held on.

She rode him slowly, and with every roll her eyes drifted up past his shoulder to the corner.

“I’m right here,” he said, smiling, a little breathless.

“I know you are.”

“You keep looking over there.”

“Practice,” she said, and squeezed him, and watched his mouth fall open.

She didn’t make it last, because she didn’t want to. She leaned back with her hands on his thighs so the angle was hers and rubbed her clit with two fingers while she rode him, keeping her chin tipped up toward that strip of black tape the whole time. She came with her mouth open and her thighs shaking around him, and he followed her a few strokes later, holding her hips down hard and groaning into the morning.

She stayed on him until he softened and slipped out, and then she lay on his chest and listened to his heart slow down.

“Now you’re late,” she said.

“Worth it.” He kissed her hair. “Practice for what?”

“For Tuesday night,” she said. “Or Wednesday morning. Whenever you’re bored in your hotel.”

He laughed into her hair, and she felt him get a little harder against her thigh just from that.

He made his plane, barely. She stood on the porch in his shirt and waved at the sedan until it turned the corner, and then she went inside and stood in the front hall for a minute with the door shut behind her.

The panel by the door was a plain white box with a keypad, a little screen, a green light for armed and an amber one for the cameras. The amber one was on, the way it almost always was.

She thought about Jordan while she stood there. She hadn’t seen him in a month except at the gym, a nod across the squat racks or a hand raised, and nobody had written anything new on the list since the weekend they went bare. It had been long enough that she’d started to feel it, a low pull when she saw him chalk his hands and a little flush she had to look away from. She hadn’t said anything to Miles yet, because she didn’t know what she’d say, only that it wasn’t anything they’d done before.

Her phone buzzed in her hand, and it was Beth.

Sarah answered on the third ring and sat down on the bottom stair. Miles’s sister lived in Tulsa with her husband, a yellow Lab and a backyard Wes was always about to fix, and she called maybe once a month, usually from the car.

“He make his flight?” Beth asked.

“Barely,” Sarah said.

“He’s always barely. He was barely at his own wedding.” There was road noise behind her, and a blinker. “Listen, Wes has a work thing in San Antonio in a few weeks, and we thought we’d drive down early and come stay a night with you two, if that’s okay. Saturday, maybe. We’d take you to dinner, or Wes would grill, whichever you’d hate less.”

“That’s not a few weeks, that’s a plan,” Sarah said. “Of course you can come.”

“Good. Wes’ll be thrilled.” Beth laughed. “He always asks how you two are doing. Like, always. I’ll get off the phone with Miles and he wants to know if you’re happy, if you’re traveling, if you’ve redone the kitchen. I told him he should just call you himself.”

“He can,” Sarah said. “We like Wes.”

“Everybody likes Wes. That’s his whole problem.” The blinker stopped. “Okay, I’m at the store. I’ll text you dates.”

After Beth hung up, Sarah sat on the stair with the phone in her lap and looked at the amber light on the panel.

Guests meant the panel went off. That had been her rule from the start, so that nobody who walked through that door without knowing ended up on Miles’s phone.

Three years ago that panel hadn’t existed. Miles had just started traveling, one trip a month back then, and she’d been lonely in the house on the nights he was gone, so she’d asked him for a security system instead, with cameras outside and in. He’d thought it was about the neighborhood, and she’d let him think it.

She remembered standing in the hallway the day the installers came, and how hot her face had been when she asked the question she’d practiced in the car, and the older one’s wink. Mostly she remembered that night, after the van pulled away, when she’d put a roll of black electrical tape in Miles’s hand and told him what it was for.

Then she’d gone out to sit on the porch steps in his shirt with her knees pulled up, because if she stayed inside she’d watch where he went.

She’d listened to the stepladder scrape across the floor from room to room, and every time it stopped she pictured where he might be, the kitchen or the hall or the bathroom, and made herself stop picturing it. She counted the stops to five and then quit counting on purpose. A moth kept hitting the porch light, and her thighs were wet the whole time she sat on that cold step, which was the one part she’d never told him.

When he came out he had a curl of tape stuck to his thumb and his face was red all the way to his ears.

“Done?” she’d asked.

“Done.”

“Don’t tell me how many.”

“I won’t,” he’d said, and he never had.

On the Monday after the first weekend they went bare with Jordan, she’d stood at the kitchen counter with her coffee and told him, with a straight face, that no camera would ever come near this kitchen. She’d said it to see what he’d do, and he’d done nothing at all except close his laptop and go a little pink, and that night in bed he’d laughed so hard about it that she had to put a pillow over his face.

She stood up off the stair and went to the kitchen without looking for anything. She poured the last of the coffee and stood at the window drinking it in his shirt with nothing on under it, and if anyone in Phoenix was looking, they’d only see a woman finishing her coffee.

She took the bus to work, answered email and ate a sad salad at her desk, and on the way home she bought oranges because there weren’t any.

That night she took a long shower with the door open and dried off slowly in the bedroom with one leg up on the end of the bed, rubbing lotion into her calf and then her thigh and higher than she needed to. She didn’t look at the corner, because she didn’t have to; she could feel exactly where it was, the way you can feel someone standing behind you in line.

She got into bed naked and lay on top of the covers with the lamp on and one hand flat on her stomach.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Miles: Landed hours ago. Dinner with the sales guys. Bad steak.

She smiled and didn’t answer. She let her hand slide lower, just to the top of her landing strip, and stopped.

The phone buzzed again.

Miles: Nice lamp.

Sarah laughed out loud in the empty room, with her face burning, and turned the lamp off. Then, after a minute in the dark, she turned it back on.
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