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I felt Kathy's body move in rhythm with mine, her soft moans filling the air as we made love. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and I couldn't resist kissing and nibbling on her tender flesh, feeling her nipples harden beneath my lips. The sensation was intoxicating, and for a moment, I was lost in the pleasure of our connection. But as I thrust deeper into her warmth, my mind began to wander, conjuring images of Cody.

His face materialized in my thoughts, his chiseled features and intense gaze burning into my memory. I could almost feel his hands on my skin, his touch both gentle and commanding. The contrast between his masculine strength and tender care had left an indelible mark on me. As I moved within Kathy, my hips rocking in a steady rhythm, my mind's eye saw Cody's chest, lean and muscular, with taut nipples that begged to be touched. I imagined running my fingers over them, feeling their hardness against my palms.

Kathy's moans grew louder, her breath quickening as our passion intensified. But my thoughts remained divided, torn between the woman beneath me and the man who had awakened desires I never knew existed. I kissed Kathy's neck, her skin soft and fragrant, yet my mind's tongue traced the contours of Cody's body, tasting the salt of his sweat and the sweetness of his breath. The scent of Kathy's perfume filled my nostrils, but I yearned for the musky aroma of Cody's cologne, the one that clung to his skin after we fucked.

"Mmm, yes," Kathy whispered, her hands gripping my shoulders as she met my thrusts with equal fervor. Her nails dug into my skin, a familiar sensation that usually sent shivers of pleasure down my spine. But tonight, my mind was elsewhere, my body responding to her touch while my heart and mind were consumed by thoughts of Cody. I closed my eyes, trying to focus on the woman in my arms, but the image of Cody's body, glistening with sweat, kept intruding.

I imagined Cody behind me, his strong hands gripping my hips as he guided me onto his hardness. The thought sent a jolt of desire through me, and I quickened my pace, my thrusts becoming more urgent. Kathy's moans turned to cries of pleasure, her body arching against mine as she neared her climax. But even as I felt her tighten around me, my mind's eye saw Cody's face, his eyes closed in ecstasy as he thrust into me, his breath hot against my ear.

"Oh, God, yes!" Kathy cried out, her body trembling as she found her release. I felt her contractions, her walls fluttering around me, and I knew I should have been lost in the moment, swept away by the pleasure of our union. But my thoughts remained fragmented, my mind split between the woman I was dating and the man who I had begun to love.

As Kathy's body relaxed, her breathing slowly returning to normal, I kissed her deeply, tasting the sweetness of her lips. But it was Cody's tongue I craved, the roughness of his kiss, the way he'd devour my mouth with a hunger that left me breathless. I pulled away, my forehead resting against Kathy's as I tried to catch my breath, but my mind was still replaying the memory of Cody's lips on mine, the stubble of his jaw scratching my skin.

"That was amazing," Kathy whispered, her eyes shining with post-coital bliss. She ran her fingers through my hair, a tender gesture that usually made my heart swell with love. But tonight, my heart felt heavy, torn between the woman I cared for and the man who had become my obsession. I smiled, forcing myself to be present, but my mind was already drifting back to Cody, to the way he'd made me feel—wanted, desired, and completely his.

As we lay entangled, the scent of sex and sweat filling the air, I couldn't shake the feeling of being adrift, caught between two worlds. Kathy's hand stroked my chest, her touch soothing, but my mind was elsewhere, replaying the moments I'd shared with Cody. The memory of his hands on my body, his mouth on mine, sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt a twinge of guilt for not being fully present with Kathy.

I rolled onto my back, staring up at the ceiling as I tried to make sense of the turmoil within me. Kathy snuggled into my side, her head resting on my chest, and I wrapped an arm around her, holding her close. But my mind remained restless, my thoughts a tangled mess of desire, confusion, and longing. I wanted to be fully present with Kathy, to give her the love and attention she deserved, but Cody's presence loomed large, his memory haunting my every sensation.

Kathy’s breathing slowed against my chest, soft and steady, like everything between us was simple.

Like I was simple.

Her fingers traced lazy patterns over my skin. She sighed, content, the kind of sound that usually makes me feel wanted. Needed.

Tonight it just made my stomach twist.

“You okay?” she asked, lifting her head slightly to look at me.

“Yeah,” I said too fast.

She smiled anyway. She always does. Like she believes me. Like she doesn’t think I’d lie about something like that.

“You were intense tonight,” she murmured, kissing my chest before resting her head back down.

Intense.

If she only knew.

I stared up at the ceiling, replaying everything. Not what she felt. What I felt. The way I’d closed my eyes. The way my grip had tightened. The way a different face had filled the dark behind my eyelids.

I’d been here. But I hadn’t been here.

And that realization settled heavy in my ribs.

Kathy deserves someone present. Someone whose hands move because of her. Someone whose mind doesn’t drift every time things get too quiet.

“I missed you this week,” she said softly.

The guilt hit harder than anything else had.

“I missed you too,” I answered.

The words tasted wrong.

I had missed someone.

Just not her.

My phone buzzed faintly on the nightstand. My heart reacted before I could stop it. A sharp kick against my ribs.

For one stupid second, I hoped it was him.

I hated myself for that.

Kathy laughed lightly. “Ignore it.”

“Yeah,” I said, reaching over and flipping it face down without looking. I didn’t want to know. I didn’t want the hope. Or the disappointment.

She shifted closer, draping her leg over mine. “Stay tonight?”

There was a pause.

I felt it. She felt it.

It was barely a second, but it was there.

“Of course,” I said, forcing a smile she couldn’t see.

Of course.

She settled against me again, already drifting toward sleep. Trusting. Comfortable. Safe.

And I lay there wide awake, staring at the ceiling, feeling like a fraud in my own skin.

No matter how tightly she held me, there was still space between us.

And that space had a name.

I closed my eyes.

I told myself I wouldn’t think about him.

I did anyway.
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Three Months Later

I almost didn’t go.

That was the first honest thought I had as I sat in my car outside the house, engine idling, fingers drumming against the steering wheel. The porch light was on. Warm. Familiar. Inviting.

Like nothing inside it had changed.

Like I hadn’t ruined everything.

My mom’s car was already in the driveway. Daniel’s truck parked beside it like it belonged there. Like it had always belonged there.

They were engaged now.

Back on track.

I killed the engine.

For a second, the silence was loud enough to press against my ribs.

Then I stepped out.

The air was cool. Early evening. The kind of night that felt peaceful if you didn’t look too closely. I straightened my jacket like that might make me feel steadier and headed toward the door.

I didn’t knock. I still had a key.

The house smelled like rosemary and garlic when I stepped inside. My mom was cooking. There was music playing low in the background — something soft and old-school, the kind of thing she put on when she was in a good mood.

And she was in a good mood.

“Sean?” she called from the kitchen.

“Yeah, it’s me.”

“Come here and say hi.”

I forced my shoulders to relax and walked in.

She looked happy. Radiant, even. Engagement ring catching the light as she stirred something on the stove. Daniel stood beside her, wine in hand, leaning against the counter like he lived there again.

Maybe he did.

“Hey,” my mom said, smiling when she saw me. She kissed my cheek. “You’re late.”

“Traffic,” I lied.

Daniel nodded at me. “Good to see you, kid.”

Kid.

I nodded back. “Yeah. You too.”

And then I felt it before I saw him.

Cody.

He stood near the table, sleeves rolled up, setting plates like this was just another normal dinner. Like we hadn’t spent months orbiting each other. Like we hadn’t blurred lines that were never supposed to exist.

His eyes lifted.

They found mine.

Three months shouldn’t have felt this long.

He didn’t smile. I could tell he was careful. Controlled.

And the room shifted.

It was subtle. No one else noticed. But the air tightened. Something unspoken passed between us — recognition, restraint, history.

He gave me a small nod. Neutral. Almost polite.

“Hey.”

“Hey.”

That was it.

That was all we allowed ourselves.

I moved further into the kitchen, keeping a careful distance. Not too far. Not too close. Like there was an invisible line on the floor we both agreed not to cross.

My mom clapped her hands once. “Okay, before we sit down — I have news.”

Daniel smiled at her, soft and proud.

I already knew what it was. They had been back together for weeks now. But she wanted the moment.

“We set a date,” she said, practically glowing. “October.”

Cody’s hands paused for just a second on the edge of a plate.

October.

I thought about the night Cody had told me, “We can’t do this,” even though his hands were still on me.

I thought about how close we had been to saying something out loud that would’ve shattered everything.

Instead, he pulled back.

Chose his father.

Chose the version of this family that didn’t include what we almost were.

Daniel wrapped an arm around my mom’s waist. “About time, right?”

I swallowed.

“Yeah,” I managed. “That’s... great.”

It sounded wrong even to my own ears.

My mom beamed at both of us. “I want this to feel like a fresh start.”

Fresh start.

The phrase echoed louder than it should have.

Dinner was almost painfully normal.

We sat around the table like we used to. Wine glasses. Laughter. Talk about venues and flowers and guest lists. Daniel went on about how small he wanted it. My mom insisted on something elegant but intimate.

Cody barely spoke unless someone asked him something directly.

He looked different.

Not physically. He was still him. Same strong jaw. Same steady posture. Same quiet intensity that had made it impossible for me to look away in the first place.
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