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Mark jerks awake in the dark, sheets clinging to his damp skin. Something pulled him from sleep a sound. There it is again: a muffled cry from down the hall. Not pain. Pleasure. His wife's pleasure. But she's not in bed beside him.

The digital clock reads 2:17 AM. His side of the bed is soaked with sweat, but his throat is dry. He swallows hard, listening. The sound comes again Diane's voice, but pitched higher than he's used to hearing it. Needier. Hungrier.

He slides his feet to the floor, the hardwood cool against his soles. The house is quiet except for those sounds those fucking sounds coming from the guest room. His heart hammers against his ribs, but it's not fear making his pulse race. It's recognition.

Mark moves down the hallway like a thief in his own home. Each step deliberate. Silent. The sounds grow clearer: bedsprings, breathing, a man's low grunt. The guest room door is closed, but light spills from beneath it, painting a golden line across the floor.

"God, yes," Diane's voice leaks through. "Right there."

He's never heard that tone before. It's raw, desperate.

His hand hovers over the doorknob. The metal gleams in the dim light. Cool against his fingertips. He should burst in. Demand answers. Instead, his knees weaken.

Then she laughs. Not her polite dinner party laugh. Not her watching comedy specials laugh. It's low. Filthy. Inviting.

Mark drops to his knees, the impact sending a dull pain through his legs that he barely registers. His breath comes fast as he leans forward, one eye against the crack where the door doesn't quite meet the frame.

The sight punches the air from his lungs.

Diane, his Diane is naked, her back arched, head thrown back, riding a man he's never seen before. Her hair sticks to her sweat slick shoulders as she rolls her hips. The stranger's hands grip her waist, guiding her movements, pulling her down harder onto him.

Mark's mouth goes dry. He should feel rage. Heat spreads through his groin as he watches his wife take another man inside her. Watches her enjoy it more than she ever has with him.

She moans again louder, uninhibited and Mark realizes with shocking clarity that he's not going anywhere.

Mark can't move. Can't breathe. Can't do anything but stare at Diane's bare back as she rises and falls on the stranger's cock. Her shoulder blades shift beneath her skin like something trying to break free. She's never moved like this with him never with this desperate rhythm, like she's possessed by need itself.
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