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Chapter 1
















Leo fidgeted with his wedding band, twisting it around his finger as he sat across from Maya at their kitchen table. The evening had started normally enough, with takeout from their favorite Thai place and a bottle of wine, half empty, between them.

Maya could feel the tension radiating from his body. She had asked him multiple times that night already if everything was ok. His response each time was a rushed, “I’m fine,” or “Yeah, all good.”

She didn’t believe him, and the sneaking feeling that bad news was coming had seeped into her bones.

“Maya,” he began, his tone all serious. She just wanted it to be over now, whatever bad news was coming.

“Mmm hmmm?” If she spoke, she might have thrown up. Was this the end of their short marriage? Was he unhappy?

"I need to tell you something about Jason's bachelor weekend," he finally said, his voice lower than usual.

Maya set down her wine glass, the soft clink against the wooden table suddenly loud in the quiet kitchen. "I’m listening.”

“You know Jake planned it, and I had no idea what we were up to, other than a road trip.” Leo swallowed hard. "We ended up at this country bar on Saturday night. A strip bar.”

Maya nodded her head. “I knew Jake would arrange something like that,” she said.

Leo's cheeks flushed red. "Things got pretty wild."

Maya felt her stomach tighten. "Wild how?"

“Turns out, the women weren’t just there to strip. And some of the boys got involved, but I didn’t, I promise.”

The food in Maya's stomach turned to concrete. She stared at him, searching his face. "Got involved?"

“They had sex with the girls, it was really full-on, actually, like something out of a porno. Well, more extreme than any porn I’ve seen.”

Maya stared at Leo, her mouth slightly open. She'd never heard him talk about porn before. They'd been married two years, and the subject had never come up. She was a good girl, she went to church on Sundays. Porn was not something good girls talked about. But of course he watched porn; most men did. She'd watched it herself on occasion, though she'd never mentioned it to him either.

"What did you do?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Leo ran his hand through his hair. "I didn't touch anyone, Maya. I swear. But I... I watched."

"Tell me." The words escaped her lips before she could stop them.

He took a deep breath. "There was this woman. She got on the mechanical bull, but someone had attached a... a dildo to the saddle." His face reddened. "James was controlling the bull's movements with the remote. She was riding it, and everyone was cheering."

Maya's fingers tightened around her wine glass. The image was forming in her mind with alarming clarity.

"Then they cranked up the speed and she fell off," Leo continued, his eyes fixed on the table. "And then a few of the guys... they took turns with her right there. On the floor of the bar and over the bull, in front of her husband and everything."

"Husband?" Maya echoed, her wine glass suspended halfway to her lips.

Leo nodded, his eyes still not meeting hers. "Yeah. From what I gathered, she wasn't a prostitute or anything. I actually talked to the guy. He was just... watching, getting off on it. They're a regular couple, but they get their kicks from her being shared. Like, strangers taking turns with her is their thing."

Maya set her glass down with unsteady fingers. A peculiar heat was spreading through her lower abdomen as Leo spoke. The image of the woman on the bull, then on the floor surrounded by men while her husband watched, was vivid in her mind. She pressed her thighs together under the table, horrified to realize she was getting wet. What was wrong with her? This was depraved, and she was at least partially revolted.

"That's..." Maya swallowed hard, trying to keep her voice steady. "That's absolutely disgusting, Leo. I don't even know why you're telling me this." She crossed her arms over her chest, partly in genuine disgust, partly to hide her unexpected reaction.

Leo's shoulders slumped. "I'm sorry, Maya. I just... I feel guilty because I enjoyed watching it." His voice cracked. "I didn't participate, but I didn't leave either. And I've been carrying this around since we got back. I needed you to know."

Maya's cheeks burned. The wetness between her legs was unmistakable now, and shame coursed through her veins. Good girls didn't get turned on by stories like this. Good wives didn't imagine their husbands watching other women being passed around like party favors. Yet here she was, fighting the urge to lead him to the bedroom, to get some relief from the throbbing that had started.

"Stop," she said, more sharply than she intended. "I don't want to hear any more." She stood up abruptly, carrying her plate to the sink even though she had barely eaten a bite. "Jake is a terrible influence on you. He always has been."

Leo nodded, relief washing over his face at the shifting of blame. "You're right. He's... he was out of control that night. He was the first one to... You know, with that woman."

Maya froze at the sink, hands dripping with water. Jake. The same Jake who'd been at their dinner parties, who'd crashed on their couch after too many beers, who'd helped them move into their first apartment. The Jake she'd secretly found attractive since the day Leo had first introduced them in college. That Jake had been the first to take that woman on a dirty bar floor?

The image hit her with unexpected force – Jake's muscular back, the confident way he always moved, now reimagined in that sordid scene. Her stomach twisted with a nauseating mixture of disgust and something else she refused to name.
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