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SOL WAS NOT HAPPY. They were on the phone with their boyfriend, Luke, who was trying to convince them to go out that night. That wasn’t the problem—it was evening’s activities that Luke was proposing.

“C’mon ... it’ll be fun! You’ll like it, trust me,” Luke coaxed.

“Luke, we’ve talked about this,” Sol exhaled. They were starting to get annoyed. (Actually, they’d crossed that line earlier and were now heading for this is bullshit territory.)

“What, you can’t change your mind? You love trying new things. Deet’s a really good guy.”

Sol figured the jury was still out on that one. Luke had been spending a lot of time with Deet lately, and Sol hadn’t quite sussed him out yet. But what was really bothering Sol was that Luke was trying to push a hard boundary, one that Sol had been very clear about from the start of their relationship.

“I don’t want a three-way, Luke. You know that,” Sol replied patiently.

“Come on, don’t be so vanilla!” Luke cajoled.

Oh, here we go, Sol thought. Sol did love trying new things—wax play, spanking, bondage—but there were plenty of things they weren’t interested in, and three-ways (or four-ways, basically any kind of group sex) were on that list. It just wasn’t their thing.

Sol didn’t take the bait. “I said no, Luke,” they said implacably.

Luke groaned. Sol recognised when he’d crossed the line of annoyance, too. Luke said, “You know what your problem is, Sol? You’ve been working too much.”

Luke had a point—Sol had been working too much lately. But that wasn’t the issue.

“I have been working a lot lately. But that’s not what were discussing here. The answer’s no, and that won’t change,” Sol replied evenly.

“Fine! Fine. I know when I’m beat. But Deet ‘n me will be at the club tonight, just in case you change your mind...”

“Thanks, Luke, but I won’t. Have a good time, though.”

“’Kay. See you later.”

“Bye, Luke.”

Sol would normally have called him ‘love,’ but didn’t feel like it just now. Something was niggling at the back of their mind, and they needed to figure out what it was. After they’d ended the call, they sat down to think. I need tea, they thought, and went and brewed themself a pot. It was a Thursday night, and before this big work project had taken over their life about six months ago, they would already have been getting ready to head out for a night in town. But the project was almost finished, and Sol needed a full night’s sleep for this last push. They sat in their living room, wondering what was bothering them so much. Luke often asked Sol to try new things, but they didn’t usually include things that Sol had already firmly nixed. And Luke usually accepted no for an answer. There was something else, and Sol had a sinking feeling about it. They pulled out their phone and scrolled through their socials. They really hoped they were wrong about this, and that they were just being paranoid. I’ll spend fifteen minutes on this, and if I don’t find anything, I’ll leave it be, they thought. They started with Luke’s Façade page and scrolled through their photos. There were recent pics of Luke at parties, often with Deet and sometimes with Sol (who still got out on weekends—it wasn’t like they’d abandoned their social life completely. Just mostly). There wasn’t anything there to confirm Sol’s suspicion, so they checked their other accounts. But none of their other feeds showed anything incriminating, either, at least not that Sol could see. They would have been relieved, except they still had that nagging feeling that something wasn’t right. They needed to dig deeper. Just not too deep, they didn’t want to go overboard and be a creeper about it. They already felt a bit like that. I’m probably just being paranoid, they thought. But the feeling hadn’t gone away, it had only entrenched itself further. Wonderful. What the hells was bothering them so much?

It was the fact that Luke wasn’t listening to Sol. In their kind of relationship, both partner really needed to listen to each other. Luke usually did, but this time something was off. Sol sighed and poured themself another cup of tea. If this didn’t get them anywhere, they’d have to give up and go to bed. They checked through their friends’ feeds, quickly scrolling through the last few weeks’ photos. Nothing. Finally, they searched for Deet on Façade, finding him easily through Luke’s page. Surprise, his page is public, Sol thought. That was actually kind of unusual in their circle of friends. Most people Sol knew were pretty private about their socials, both for their own sakes and for anyone else who might not want their boss finding out what they got up to in their own time. Hey everyone at work! Here’s a dungeon scene from last night! Hmm, no thanks. Sol scrolled on, relieved that Deet seemed to be pretty careful about what he posted. There were a few of him and Luke looking quite friendly, but nothing more than that. I give up, they thought. I’m being paranoid. They’d kept to their self-imposed fifteen-minute rule for their ‘sleuthing’, so they finished their tea and went to bed. Just before they were about to turn out the light, their phone pinged. They checked it and saw a message from their best friend Issie.

U there Sollie?

Just zzz(-_-)zzz. What’s up?

Need to talk.

Sol called Issie, who picked up immediately.

“Hey, Sol,” she said, sounding tired and more serious than usual.

“What’s wrong?” they asked, sitting up and rubbing their eyes.

“I’ve got something to tell you. Any chance I can come over? I’d rather tell you face to face.”

Sol paused. They said, “Please tell me you’re alright.”

“Oh, I’m fine, honey. This is about you.”

“If you’re going to say I’ve been working too hard, I already know that.”

“You have been working too hard. I haven’t seen enough of my favourite friend lately. But it’s not that.”
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