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To Mrs. Thorn—your hunger, your patience, your wild heart. These stories exist because of the fire you bring to my life, every night and every morning after.

The house had finally gone still. The dishwasher hummed in the kitchen, the soft creak of wood settling into sleep all around us. Somewhere down the hallway, one of the kids coughed in their sleep, but otherwise the world was quiet. That kind of sacred, late-night silence you only get when the day has truly let go.

I stood in the bathroom doorway, brushing my teeth half-heartedly, still tasting the beer I had with dinner, still thinking about her. Mrs. Thorn. My wife. My lover. My addiction.

She was in bed, one leg tucked beneath the covers, the other bent at the knee, the soft skin of her thigh glowing under the lamplight. She wore nothing but one of my old t-shirts, the neckline slipping off one shoulder. Her hair was wild from the day and she hadn’t bothered taming it, which made her look even more dangerous—and even more mine.
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