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Chapter 1: The Second Invitation

 

Ethan

 

I used to pride myself on knowing my wife Ava’s body better than anyone. The way she would arch into me, her breath hitching, nails digging into my skin. 

It all disintegrated when she moaned another man’s name while I was inside her.

“Harder, Jax.”

I went soft mid-thrust, the weight of her words crushing any connection I thought we had left. Her voice whispering another man’s name, unraveling the tight balance inside. How long had I been a stranger in my own bed?

Even now, when I close my eyes, those words echo. A whispered taunt.  

“Harder, Jax.”

I tighten my grip around the steering wheel and exhale, staring at the traffic.

I haven’t been able to hold an erection since.

It’s been three blasted weeks.

"It was a stupid mistake. You make it feel like it was deliberate.”

"Can we please stop dragging this out? I miss my husband."   

"I’m trying here, Eth, but you keep pulling away. What else am I supposed to do?"    

Her passive-aggressive tone is a haunting reminder of my parents’ marriage.

I feel trapped in a loop, waking up covered in sweat from dreams of my father storming into my room after fights with Mom. The suffocation I felt then is stronger than ever. 

I shake it off as my phone vibrates on the dashboard. My wife’s name flashes on the screen. 

“Have you left work?” 

I’ve barely opened the text when the message disappears. Another one asks: “Should I get the beef from the freezer for hamburgers tonight?” 

I lock my screen and put my phone away, pulling out of the parking lot. Turning on the radio, I switch between channels until I catch some rock music. Guns N' Roses might lift my spirits. 

I don’t even notice when I start singing along. But as I spot the gym’s signage, I switch gears and decide to head home instead. 

I need to fix things with Ava. Avoiding each other has to end. 

The huge sports bike parked right outside our porch has me killing the loud ‘Sweet Child O’ Mine’. My gut instantly warns me I’m not going to like what I find inside. 

I leave the car by the road and walk in slowly, each of the last twenty steps feeling like a minefield.

I don’t hear any moans like I had suspected. Just the sound of skin slapping. Rapid. Hard. 

My head fills with images when I hear a muffled sound. 

The first thing I see right from the door is a naked man– tattooed sleeve arms, pierced ears, shorn hair, bearded face. 

Positioned behind my wife, holding tight to the silk scarf stuffed inside her mouth, he pistons in and out of her, gritting his teeth, grunting like an animal. 

Despite her body straining awkwardly over the couch, the way Ava arches into him, meeting his thrusts, makes it clear—this isn't forced. She is enjoying this.

While the slapping sounds continue, I take in the scene: his leather jacket on the floor, her discarded bra, and torn panties. The framed wedding photo on the wall feels like a slap, forcing me to back up. 

I want to scream, but I steady my breathing. This has to be a sick joke.

Ava’s eyes are tightly shut so she misses my entry but as my phone slips out of my grip and drops to the floor, their steady momentum breaks. 

The shattering sound has her eyes fly open. 

For a moment, she looks caught, her mouth forming a silent 'oh' as the man continues thrusting into her. But then, with a shuddering breath, she arches into him once more, her body betraying any remorse she might have had. 

In the next beat, she lets out a strangled cry. Her mouth opens wider, her nails digging hard into the cushions and her head thrown back in pleasure. 

The skinhead, finally registering my presence, pulls out of her–letting the scarf drop. 

I get a clear view of his glistening cock, coated in her juices, without a condom. 

This is what we’ve come down to. 

The last unbroken rules of our open marriage of not bringing dates home and always using protection — now broken.

He palms his length, eyes narrowed at me, a hint of irritation in them. 

He didn’t finish and is waiting for me to leave so he can continue screwing my wife in my home. 

Grabbing my phone from the floor, I walk out and get behind the wheel, driving blindly. 

The burn inside me growing.

It’s a full ten minutes after which my phone starts to ring but I ignore it. 

Of course, it’s my wife. She waited for her fling to finish and leave before even thinking of me. 

I suddenly understand the reason Ava was messaging earlier. She just wanted to know what time I was getting home. Was it going to be a quickie or could she let the man take his time on her? That’s all she wanted to know. 

I drive to the nearest hotel, get a room, and leaving my phone and the jacket in the room, head straight to the rooftop bar. I don’t want to be alone. 

The cool breeze from the rooftop bar should be soothing, but it only makes the ache worse. I take a seat at the farthest corner of the bar, order a drink, and try to drown out the buzz inside my head. 

The amber liquid does little to pull the image of my wife getting fucked by who I can only assume is Jax. 

Ava truly has me cuckolded. 

Maybe agreeing to open this marriage was a mistake. But I don’t think closing it again will do anything now. 

The thought of ending it enters my head, but how do I move away from ten years together? She has stayed with me through my worst. My accident, losing jobs, my mood swings. She fought for me—stood up to my father, worked extra shifts when I started my firm. 

How do I turn my back on all that?

But then my mind throws the picture of Jax fucking her raw and her letting go right in front of my eyes. 

