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CHAPTER ONE

THE FLIGHT

Two weeks after the Circle accepted us, I boarded our jet in a white blouse, a black pencil skirt, and the dark glasses I wore when I did not want anyone to know where I was looking.

Nathan noticed the outfit before the cabin door closed.

“Board meeting at thirty thousand feet?”

“Monaco.”

“That does not answer the question.”

“It answers enough.”

He followed me past the cream leather seats while our flight attendant, Clara, welcomed us with the calm smile of a woman who had worked for us long enough to recognize when we wanted privacy and short enough not to assume what we would do with it.

The jet smelled of coffee, polished wood, and the gardenias placed in a low silver vase near the galley. My laptop waited open on the table. Three acquisition reports sat beside it. The photograph of the yacht remained inside my handbag.

Nathan put his jacket over the seat opposite mine.

“Still hungry?”

I looked over the top of my glasses.

“Starving.”

His mouth changed.

Clara returned with champagne and a leather folder containing the flight plan. Her navy uniform fit perfectly. Not tight. Not suggestive. Professional enough to make what I had imagined in London feel dirtier.

“Two hours and twelve minutes to Nice,” she said. “We should have a smooth crossing after the first twenty minutes.”

“Thank you,” I said.

Nathan watched my hand close around the champagne stem.

Clara stepped back toward the galley.

A cream curtain hung between her station and the main cabin. Thick enough to block a view. Not thick enough to stop sound.

The same kind of curtain I had imagined while holding the yacht photograph.

Nathan saw me looking.

“No.”

I opened the first report.

“I did not ask.”

“You were about to.”

“I was going to review Singapore.”

“You have been staring at that curtain since we boarded.”

“I like textiles.”

“You hate curtains.”

Clara pulled the divider halfway closed before takeoff. The fabric moved with the vibration of the engines.

Nathan leaned toward me.

“Tell me.”

I kept my eyes on the financial model.

“I pictured myself behind it.”

“Doing what?”

“You know.”

“I want to hear you say it.”

The jet began to taxi. I felt the runway through the floor and the weight of his attention through my clothes.

“On my knees.”

His hand closed over my ankle beneath the table.

“And?”

“Your cock in my mouth.”

The wheels left the ground.

My stomach dropped. Nathan’s thumb moved under the hem of my skirt.

“While Clara is where?”

“Three feet away.”

He slid his hand higher.

The engines settled into their steady roar. Clara’s voice came through the speaker, confirming that we could remove our seat belts.

Nathan unfastened mine.

“Open the report.”

“What?”

“Work.”

His fingers reached the top of my stocking.

“Nathan.”

“You wanted to look like an executive.”

“I am an executive.”

“Then prove you can read while I touch your pussy.”

I opened the report.

His hand moved beneath my skirt.

The first contact made me stop on the second line.

“You are wet already.”

“Keep your voice down.”

“Why?”

The curtain moved as Clara crossed behind it.

My cunt tightened under Nathan’s fingers.

He felt it.

“There she is.”

“Shut up.”

He rubbed my clit through the lace.

I forced myself to read.

“Projected operating margin,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Twenty-three point four percent.”

His fingers slipped beneath my panties.

My voice caught.

“Continue.”

“Revenue concentration remains the primary risk.”

“Not the primary risk.”

The curtain shifted again.

Clara opened a cabinet. Glass touched glass. Ice fell into a metal bucket.

Nathan pushed two fingers inside me.

I gripped the page.

“Your hand is shaking,” he said.

“Because you are fingering me during a risk assessment.”

“Then assess the risk.”

“She can hear us.”

“Can she?”

A glass clinked behind the curtain.

I breathed through my nose and tried to keep my hips still.

Nathan curled his fingers.

My heel struck the floor.

The sound felt enormous.

Clara paused.

Nathan did not.

“Mrs. Sterling?” she called.

I looked at him.

He smiled.

“Answer her.”

“Yes?”

“Would you like breakfast before landing?”

Nathan pushed deeper.

I swallowed the sound.

“Not yet.”

“Of course.”

The cabinet closed.

Her steps moved away.

Nathan withdrew his fingers and held them between us. They shone.

“Read the conclusion.”

I stared at his wet hand.

“Fuck the conclusion.”

He put both fingers in his mouth.

My pussy clenched hard enough to hurt.

Nathan stood.

“Behind the curtain.”

I closed the report.

“Now?”

“You spent two weeks thinking about it.”

“Clara is behind there.”

“That was the point.”

He held out his hand.

I took it.


CHAPTER TWO

BEHIND THE CURTAIN

The curtain divided the cabin, not the aircraft.

That difference mattered when Nathan pulled it closed behind us and the engines continued to carry every sound through the narrow space.

The service area was barely wide enough for two people. A marble counter ran beneath locked cabinets. Champagne chilled in a silver bucket. The galley door stood six feet away.

Clara was on the other side of it.

Nathan backed me against the counter.

“Glasses on.”

I almost laughed.

“You are serious.”

“I want the executive.”

I kept the dark glasses on.

He opened my blouse from the bottom, one button at a time.

“You wore this for me.”

“I wore it because we had meetings.”

“You canceled the meetings.”

“I moved them.”

“To Monday.”

His hand closed over my breast through the silk bra.

“So you could suck me behind a curtain.”

The words went straight between my legs.

“Keep talking and she will hear.”

Nathan opened his belt.

The small metal click sounded louder than the engines.

I looked toward the galley door.

“Still here?” he asked.

I looked back at him.

“Always.”

He freed his cock.

I had seen it thousands of times. That did not make the sight ordinary. Thick, hard, already wet at the head. The cock that had been inside Eleanor while my hand rested on her belly. The cock I had watched disappear into Isabelle. My husband’s cock. Mine because he chose to give it to me, not because I owned it.

I knelt on the carpet in my white blouse and black skirt.

Nathan put one hand in my hair.

“Open.”

I took the head into my mouth.

His breath changed.

“Good girl.”

I licked the slit and tasted salt.

The curtain moved with the air system. Light from the cabin cut beneath it. Someone on the other side could have seen the shape of my knees. The angle of Nathan’s shoes.

I took him deeper.

His hand tightened in my hair.

“Look at me.”

I lifted my face behind the dark lenses.

“Take them off.”

“You told me to keep them on.”

“I changed my mind.”

I removed the glasses and placed them on the counter.

Nathan looked down at me.

“Better.”

The galley door opened.

I froze with his cock in my mouth.

Clara entered the service area from the opposite side of the curtain. A thin partition and three feet of counter separated us. I could hear every movement.

The coffee machine clicked.

Nathan pushed the head against my tongue.

My eyes widened.

He mouthed, Do it.

I sucked.

Slow.

Quiet.

Clara filled the machine with water.

Nathan’s cock slid deeper.

My lips reached halfway down the shaft.

He breathed through his nose.

The coffee grinder started.

The noise covered the wet sound when he pushed into my throat.

I gagged.

His hand held me still.

Clara opened a drawer.

“Mr. Sterling?” she called through the curtain.

Nathan looked at me.

“Answer,” I whispered around him.

His jaw tightened.

“Yes?”

“Would you prefer the car to meet us on the tarmac or at the private terminal?”

I took him deeper.

Nathan’s fingers dug into my scalp.

“The tarmac.”

“Very good.”

The grinder stopped.

Silence returned.

I drew back slowly, lips tight around him.

Nathan watched my mouth leave his cock.

A string of saliva stretched from the head to my tongue.

He lowered his voice.

“You wanted danger.”

“I wanted luxury.”

“You wanted both.”

Clara poured coffee.

I wrapped my hand around the base and took him again.

This time I did not try to stay silent.

I let a small sound vibrate around his cock.

Nathan closed his eyes.

On the other side of the curtain, porcelain touched marble.

I sucked harder.

His hips moved once.

Then again.

The service cart rolled.

Clara was leaving.

The wheel stopped beside the curtain.

“Your coffee, Mrs. Sterling.”

I pulled off Nathan’s cock and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

“Leave it outside, please.”

My voice sounded almost normal.

“Of course.”

The cart moved away.

Nathan looked down at me.

“You sound like a CEO with my cock in your hand.”

“I am a CEO with your cock in my hand.”

“Finish.”

I opened my mouth.

He pushed deep enough to make my eyes water.

“Take it.”

I held his thighs.

“Every inch.”

He was thick enough that my jaw burned. I breathed through my nose and let him use my mouth while the scent of fresh coffee reached us through the curtain.

The danger was controlled.

That did not make my pulse slower.

Nathan’s rhythm became rougher.

“Where?”

I pulled back.

“In my mouth.”

His hand tightened.

“Say it.”

“Come in my mouth while she is three feet away.”

He groaned and pushed deep.

The first pulse hit my tongue.

I kept my eyes on his while he came. Warm, thick, more than I expected after the night before. I swallowed every time his cock moved.

Clara’s footsteps crossed the cabin.

Nathan finished with my lips still around the head.

I released him slowly.

“Show me.”

I opened my mouth.

Empty.

His thumb touched my lower lip.

“Good girl.”

I stood, knees unsteady.

Nathan closed his trousers.

I buttoned my blouse and put the glasses back on.

The curtain opened.

Clara stood near the table arranging two cups of coffee. Her expression did not change.

“Will that be all?”

I met her eyes through the dark lenses.

“Yes.”

“Very good, Mrs. Sterling.”

She walked back toward the galley.

Nathan sat opposite me.

I opened the report again.

He took the coffee she had poured.

“Operating margin?”

I looked at him.

“Twenty-three point four percent.”

“Primary risk?”

I crossed my legs.

“Being underestimated.”

He smiled.

The Mediterranean appeared beneath the wing twenty minutes later.


CHAPTER THREE

MONACO

Monaco looked designed to make ordinary wealth feel embarrassed.

White buildings climbed the hills above the harbor. Glass towers caught the afternoon sun. Helicopters crossed the water while black cars moved along streets too narrow for the money inside them.

Our car met us on the tarmac in Nice.

Nathan read messages during the drive. I watched the coastline and tried not to think about the curtain, Clara’s voice, or the fact that my throat still felt used.

Nathan noticed anyway.

“Still thinking about it?”

“About what?”

He touched the corner of my mouth.

“Coffee.”

I bit his thumb.

The yacht waited beyond the private marina in Port Hercule.

No name on the hull.

Four white decks. Black glass. A helicopter pad polished bright enough to reflect the sky. Crew in white uniforms stood at measured distances along the boarding platform.

The photograph had not shown scale.

It had shown an object.

The real yacht was a moving building.

Richard waited at the top of the gangway in cream trousers and a navy shirt open at the throat. Eleanor stood beside him in gold silk and white sunglasses. Her hair was pulled back. The wind pressed the dress against her body.

She smiled at Nathan first.

I saw it.

Then she looked at me.

Her smile changed.

“Executive wife.”

“Billionaire’s wife.”

“Both accurate.”

Richard embraced Nathan. Their shoulders touched. Their hands stayed firm and brief.

Then Richard kissed my cheek.

“Welcome to Asteria.”

“The yacht has a name.”

“Only after boarding.”

Eleanor took my hand.

“You chose the owner’s suite.”

“I was told it existed.”

“You were told because Richard knew you would take it.”

Nathan looked toward the upper deck.

“Who owns the boat?”

Richard smiled.

“For the weekend, all of us.”

A crew member stepped forward.

“Mr. and Mrs. Sterling, I am Captain Laurent. Your luggage is already aboard. The owner’s suite is prepared. We sail at eighteen hundred.”

He spoke to us as if this were any charter.

Maybe it was for him.

“Crew boundaries?” Nathan asked.

The captain did not hesitate.

“All crew members are adults and have accepted the terms of this private charter. They remain in designated work areas unless called. No member of the crew participates in guest activities. Cabin privacy is absolute. Service corridors are monitored for safety, not recorded.”

“Phones?” I asked.

“Sealed in your suites once we leave harbor.”

“Cameras?”

“None in guest areas.”

“Other boats?”

“Security maintains distance when possible.”

When possible.

The phrase stayed with me.

Eleanor squeezed my fingers.

“You are doing the CEO face.”

“I am asking questions.”

“You are trying to make the sea sign a contract.”

“I prefer agreements.”

“The Mediterranean does not care.”

A steward carried champagne past us.

White gloves. Silver tray. Eyes straight ahead.

I thought of Clara behind the curtain.

My pussy tightened.

Nathan’s hand settled at my lower back.

“There she is.”

“Shut up.”

Richard heard.

“So the flight was productive.”

Nathan smiled.

“Very.”

Eleanor looked at my blouse.

Then at my mouth.

“You wore the outfit.”

I stared at her.

“How do you know about the outfit?”

“Nathan told Richard. Richard told me.”

My husband stepped onto the gangway before I could answer.

I followed him.

“Marriage is over,” I said.

“After the weekend?”

“Before dinner.”

He looked back.

“Still here?”

“Unfortunately.”

“Always,” he corrected.

I hated how quickly the word softened me.

The yacht smelled of salt, teak oil, and cold air from the open salon. White orchids stood beside black glass. Nothing on the main deck suggested what kind of weekend had been purchased.

A steward led us through the main salon before taking our luggage below. The room had pale sofas fixed to the floor, a piano no one had touched, and a wall of glass sliding open toward the aft deck. A bronze sculpture stood where a normal yacht might have placed a television.

I recognized the artist.

The piece had sold in Geneva for eight million dollars.

Someone had put it beside a bowl of lemons.

That was the level of wealth aboard Asteria. Objects stopped being precious because replacing them required only a phone call.

Eleanor watched me studying the sculpture.

“You like it?”

“I like that no one has secured it.”

“It weighs four hundred pounds.”

“So does Malcolm.”

“More, probably.”

Nathan heard and looked toward the upper deck.

“Still measuring men?”

“Only the furniture.”

Captain Laurent showed us the service passages on a digital plan built into the wall. Crew stairs ran beside guest stairs without crossing them. Hidden doors opened behind panels of pale wood. A person could move from the galley to the owner’s suite without appearing in the salon.

Privacy had architecture.

So did temptation.

One narrow passage ran behind the dining room and ended near the linen curtain shown in Richard’s photograph. I imagined a steward standing there with a tray while someone knelt on the other side.

Nathan followed my eyes along the plan.

“You found the curtain.”

“I found several.”

“Productive tour.”

The captain remained professional.

“Guest requests may be sent through the suite panels. Service will knock twice before entering any private area.”

“Twice?” I asked.

“Always twice.”

The rule planted a sound in my head.

Two knocks while Nathan had me bent over a table.

Two knocks while another man’s cock was inside me.

Two knocks separating control from discovery.

A dining table waited beneath a canvas awning.

Twelve places.

White linen.

Crystal.

The exact table from the photograph.

I stopped.

Eleanor came beside me.

“You imagined this.”

“I imagined several things.”

“Under the table?”

“Among other places.”

Her mouth touched my ear.

“I am not wearing underwear.”

Then she walked away.

Nathan watched her.

I watched him watching.

The first spark of jealousy arrived before we had seen our room.

Good.


CHAPTER FOUR

THE OTHER COUPLES

The owner’s suite occupied the forward half of the main deck.

Floor-to-ceiling windows faced the sea. Cream carpet. Pale wood. A bed wide enough for four adults without anyone pretending it was meant for sleep. The bathroom had a stone tub, two showers, and a door opening directly onto a private terrace.

Our luggage waited inside.

So did two black silk robes embroidered with the silver circle.

Nathan picked one up.

“For after midnight?”

“For after the deck.”

“You remember every detail.”

“I remember details because you enjoy testing them.”

He draped the robe across my shoulders.

Nathan stood behind me in the mirror.

“You look dangerous.”

“I look expensive.”

“Same thing.”

He kissed the bite mark Eleanor had left two weeks earlier. It had faded to yellow beneath the skin.

“You kept it.”

“I did not have a choice.”

“You always have a choice.”

Eleanor’s words.

Nathan heard the echo.

“She said that.”

“Yes.”

“Do you think about her?”

“Yes.”

The answer came easier than it had in the shower after the club.

His hand tightened at my waist.

“Alone?”

“Yes.”

That answer did not come easily.

Nathan met my eyes in the mirror.

“Good.”

I turned.

“Do not use that word when you hate the answer.”

“I do not hate the answer.”

“You hate part of it.”

“So do you.”

He was right.

A bell sounded through the suite.

Boarding complete.

We dressed for cocktails.

I changed into a white silk jumpsuit with a narrow gold belt. Nathan wore dark trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled once. Wealth on a yacht did not need a tie.

The first unfamiliar couple waited near the aft bar.

I recognized Malcolm Ward before Richard introduced him.

Six foot five. Broad shoulders. Black skin made darker by the white linen shirt stretched across his chest. He had built a hotel company across three continents after a professional basketball career ended with a knee injury. Business magazines called him disciplined. The Circle had shown me what discipline looked like when he removed his mask.

His wife, Simone, stood beside him in a rust-colored dress. Tall, shaved head, gold cuffs at both wrists. She ran a contemporary art foundation and looked at people long enough to make them explain themselves.

“Victoria Sterling,” Malcolm said.

His voice was lower than I remembered.

“Malcolm Ward.”

His eyes moved to Nathan.

The two men shook hands.

No performance.

No attempt to prove size before anyone was naked.

That made the comparison more real.

Simone kissed my cheek.

“I watched you on the platform.”

“I know.”

“You did not look at the room.”

“I looked at my husband.”

“That was why the room looked at you.”

Nathan heard.

His hand touched the back of my neck.

The second couple were Luca and Sofia Moretti.

Luca’s family owned shipping terminals from Genoa to Singapore. He was compact, muscular, and smiled like rules were things other people paid to enforce. Sofia was a vascular surgeon with dark curls and a white dress cut low enough to reveal a small diamond resting between her breasts.

“The executive wife,” Luca said.

“The shipping heir.”

“Doctor,” Sofia corrected.

Luca placed a hand over his heart.

“My wife likes titles.”

“Only earned ones.”

I liked her immediately.

The final couple arrived by helicopter.

Grant and Mara Ellison.

Grant ran a private defense technology company and had the controlled stillness of a man who had spent years in rooms where everyone was armed. Silver at his temples. Scar near one eyebrow. Mara was younger than him by perhaps ten years, copper-haired, freckled, and wearing a green suit without a blouse beneath it.

She looked at Nathan first.

Then me.

“Which one of you is more dangerous?”

“Her,” Nathan said.

“Him,” I said at the same time.

Mara smiled.

“Perfect.”

Before Richard raised his glass, the introductions became less formal.

Simone told me she had met Malcolm when he bought a hotel only to save the murals in its lobby. He said the numbers worked. She said he was lying. They had been married fourteen years and still disagreed about which version was romantic.

Sofia had operated on Luca after a racing accident.

“He proposed under anesthesia,” she said.

“I was very persuasive.”

“You asked the nurse too.”

“She declined.”

Mara and Grant had been together six years. She ran the foundation attached to his company and had once testified against a senator who tried to block their contracts.

Grant touched the scar near his eyebrow when she told the story.

“She enjoys conflict.”

“So does your wife,” Mara told Nathan.

“Victoria prefers acquisition.”

“Same violence. Better tailoring.”

The conversation gave each body a history.

That mattered.

I did not want anonymous flesh around us. Not yet. I wanted to know what each person protected, what each marriage could lose, and which desire had brought them aboard despite it.

Malcolm protected control.

Simone protected the right to be seen as more than his beautiful wife.

Sofia protected competence.

Luca protected play.

Grant protected silence.

Mara attacked anything pretending to be safe.

Richard and Eleanor protected the Circle.

Nathan and I were still discovering what we protected when the doors stayed open.

Richard raised his glass.

“Five couples. Two nights. No masks. No aliases. No recordings. No closed door without the knowledge of your spouse. Everyone aboard knows exactly who is watching. Anyone can stop any room by saying one word.”

He looked around the group.

“Harbor.”

The word belonged in another context.

That was why it worked.

Eleanor stood beside him.

“The crew remains outside our activities. They know the charter. They do not join it. They do not need to pretend they cannot hear us.”

Sofia lifted her champagne.

“That last part is new.”

“Last summer,” Richard said, “someone broke a lamp.”

Luca looked offended.

“It was art.”

“It was sixteenth century.”

“It was ugly.”

Simone laughed.

The sound loosened the group.

Malcolm watched me over the rim of his glass.

Not my breasts.

My face.

Nathan noticed.

His hand moved from my neck to my waist.

I leaned into him.

“Still here?” he asked quietly.

“Always.”

Malcolm heard.

His eyes changed.

The captain announced departure.

Engines moved beneath our feet.

Monaco began to slide away.

Ten adults stood beneath white canvas with champagne in their hands while the most expensive country in Europe shrank behind us.

Mara came to stand beside Nathan.

Sofia touched the gold belt at my waist.

Eleanor looked at my mouth.

Richard watched all of us.

The weekend had started before the yacht cleared the harbor.


CHAPTER FIVE

WHITE LINEN

Dinner began before sunset.

The yacht had cleared Monaco and turned south toward Corsica. The sea was calm enough that the crystal barely moved. A line of gold remained above the horizon. The crew lit small glass lamps along the table.

I sat between Nathan and Malcolm.

Eleanor sat across from me.

Simone sat beside Nathan.

That arrangement had not happened by accident.

The first course arrived beneath silver covers. Sea bass, citrus, fennel, something green arranged by a chef who expected to be discussed later.

No one discussed the food.

Mara crossed one bare leg over the other beneath the table. Her green suit had disappeared. She wore black silk with a slit reaching her hip.

Grant spoke to Richard about satellite contracts.

Sofia asked me about a hospital acquisition.

Luca watched her fingers around the wineglass.

The conversation sounded expensive and normal.

Under the linen, Eleanor’s bare foot touched my ankle.

I did not look down.

She slid it higher.

Nathan was explaining a debt structure to Malcolm.

Simone’s hand rested on my husband’s forearm.

I saw every finger.

Eleanor’s toes reached the inside of my knee.

“Victoria?” Sofia asked.

I looked at her.

“Would you keep the existing board?”

Eleanor’s foot moved between my thighs.

My jumpsuit was wide-legged. Easy access. No underwear because Eleanor’s confession at the gangway had felt like a challenge.

“Three seats,” I said.

“Only three?”

“The rest are decoration.”

Malcolm smiled beside me.

Eleanor pressed her toes against my cunt.

I tightened both hands around the silverware.

Nathan’s voice did not change.

He knew.

The bastard always knew.

Richard cut his fish.

“Something wrong?”

“Nothing.”

Eleanor moved again.

My clit rubbed against the smooth top of her foot.

I took a sip of wine.

Simone leaned closer to Nathan.

“Your wife is losing the conversation.”

“She is busy.”

“With what?” Malcolm asked.

Nathan looked at me.

“Ask her.”

I held his eyes.

“Your friends are boring.”

Eleanor’s foot pressed harder.

My breath stopped.

Sofia watched my face.

Then she looked under the table.

Her mouth curved.

“Not all of them.”

Luca followed her gaze.

Eleanor did not remove her foot.

“Continue the hospital discussion,” she told me.

“You are touching my pussy.”

The table went quiet.

The crew member behind Richard did not react.

He poured more wine.

Eleanor smiled.

“You said you wanted honesty.”

“I wanted dinner.”

“You are getting both.”

Nathan leaned back.

“Is she wet?”

Eleanor moved her toes once.

“Very.”

The crew member placed the bottle on the service table and walked away.

The sound of his shoes faded across the deck.

Malcolm looked at Nathan.

“You ask questions you already know the answer to.”

“I like hearing other people confirm my wife.”

Simone’s hand moved from Nathan’s forearm to his thigh.

I saw it.

Nathan let her.

My cunt tightened against Eleanor’s foot.

She laughed.

“Jealousy makes her wetter.”

“I learned that in New York,” Nathan said.

Simone looked at me.

“Tell me not to.”

The challenge landed in front of everyone.

“Touch him.”

Her hand moved higher.

Nathan kept his eyes on me while Simone’s fingers reached the front of his trousers.

The shape of his cock was already visible.

Mara leaned toward Grant.

“Rich people are terrible at dinner.”

Grant drank his wine.

“You are rich.”

“I said what I said.”

Sofia put her hand beneath the linen.

Luca looked at her.

“Who?”

She smiled.

“Not you.”

Her hand found my knee from the other side.

Eleanor’s foot remained between my legs.

Sofia’s fingers slid under the fabric of my jumpsuit.

Two women touched me beneath a formal table while a steward returned with the second course.

I looked straight ahead.

The steward removed my plate.

Sofia’s fingers reached my wet cunt.

His arm passed beside my shoulder.

“Madam?”

“Yes?”

“Would you prefer the lobster or the lamb?”

Sofia pushed one finger inside me.

I gripped the edge of the table.

“Lobster.”

“Excellent.”

He moved to Nathan.

Simone rubbed my husband through his trousers.

Nathan answered the steward without looking away from me.

“Lamb.”

“Very good, sir.”

The steward continued around the table.

Sofia curled her finger.

My heel lifted from the deck.

Eleanor’s foot pressed against my clit.

I breathed through my nose.

Malcolm’s voice came close to my ear.

“Can you stay quiet?”

I turned my head.

He was watching my mouth.

“Can you?”

His eyes lowered to my lap.

“I am not the one with two women under the table.”

“Not yet.”

Nathan heard.

The word landed between us.

Simone opened his belt beneath the linen.

The metal click was small.

Every adult at the table heard it.

Nathan’s hand went to the back of her neck.

“Careful.”

She smiled.

“You do not look careful.”

Eleanor removed her foot.

The loss made me angry.

Then she stood.

The crew remained at their stations.

She walked around the table and stopped behind my chair.

Her hand entered my hair.

“Look at your husband.”

I looked.

Simone had Nathan’s cock in her hand beneath the linen. I could see the movement of her wrist.

Sofia’s finger remained inside me.

Eleanor bent and kissed me.

Her tongue entered my mouth while the first stars appeared above the yacht.

The table reacted.

A low sound from Luca.

Mara’s sharp breath.

Richard’s glass touching the linen.

Eleanor tasted like white wine.

I kissed her back.

Sofia added a second finger.

I moaned into Eleanor’s mouth.

Nathan’s hand tightened in Simone’s hair.

Malcolm leaned closer.

“Now dinner is interesting.”

Eleanor pulled away.

A thin line of saliva connected our mouths.

“Dessert after midnight,” she said.

Eleanor returned to her seat, but Sofia’s fingers remained inside me as the lobster arrived.

No one pretended the meal could become normal again.


CHAPTER SIX

OPEN WATER

By midnight, Monaco was gone.

The yacht moved through black water beneath a sky crowded with stars. The coast of Corsica existed somewhere ahead, invisible except for a faint line of lights.

The crew cleared dinner.

Music began on the upper deck.

No one announced a change in rules.

The clothes changed first.

Mara removed her silk dress and left it over a chair. She wore a black thong and nothing else. Grant opened his shirt but kept his trousers. Sofia changed into a white swimsuit cut high at the hips. Luca wore linen shorts low enough to show the lines of his stomach.

Simone appeared in gold chains and a black bikini.

Malcolm wore dark swim shorts.

The fabric did not hide enough.

I looked once.

Then again.

Nathan saw.

“How big?”

“I cannot tell.”

“You have been studying.”

“The lighting is poor.”

Malcolm heard from across the deck.

“The lighting improves near the pool.”

My face warmed.

Simone laughed and pulled him toward the water.

I wore a white one-piece beneath an open black shirt. Nathan wore nothing but navy shorts.

Eleanor came out last.

Gold bikini. No cover-up. The thin chain still around her waist.

She stopped in front of me.

“Finish the kiss.”

“Here?”

“There are no walls.”

I touched her face and kissed her.

No table.

No hidden hand.

No excuse.

Her mouth opened. My tongue found hers. She put one hand at my waist and the other under the edge of my swimsuit.

The deck moved beneath us.

Salt air filled my lungs.

Nathan stood three feet away watching his wife kiss another woman under open stars.

Richard stood behind Eleanor.

Simone and Malcolm watched from the pool.

Mara sat on the white cushions with Grant’s hand between her legs.

Sofia leaned against Luca and touched herself through the wet fabric of her swimsuit.

There were no observers who were not also exposed.

Eleanor pulled my swimsuit aside.

Her fingers entered my cunt.

I broke the kiss.

“Already?”

“You have been wet since dinner.”

Nathan stepped closer.

“How does she feel?”

Eleanor looked at him while moving two fingers inside me.

“Hot. Tight. Angry.”

“Jealous,” I corrected.

“Same muscles.”

Richard’s hand went between Eleanor’s legs from behind.

Her body changed against mine.

“Tell me,” I said.

“My husband is touching me.”

“Where?”

She looked into my eyes.

“My clit.”

Richard rubbed harder.

Eleanor’s fingers moved inside me at the same rhythm.

Nathan’s cock pressed against the front of his shorts.

I reached for him.

He caught my wrist.

“Not yet.”

“You let Simone touch you at dinner.”

“You told her to.”

“I am telling myself now.”

Nathan put my hand against his cock through the fabric.

“Feel what watching you does.”

He was hard enough to make the material strain.

I squeezed.

Eleanor moaned into my mouth.

Richard continued touching her.

The four of us stood in the center of the deck while the sea moved beneath us.

Malcolm climbed out of the pool.

Water ran down his chest.

His shorts clung to him.

The shape beneath them was no longer uncertain.

Large.

Long enough to lie heavy against his thigh.

Nathan followed my eyes.

“How big?” he asked again.

Malcolm stopped beside Simone.

She answered for him.

“Nearly nine inches.”

Silence held for one second.

Then Mara laughed.

“Finally. Someone said it.”

Malcolm looked at Nathan, not me.

“Does the number matter?”

Nathan’s hand settled on my neck.

“To her, tonight? Yes.”

My cunt tightened around Eleanor’s fingers.

She felt it.

“So honest,” she whispered.

I looked at Malcolm.

“You asked.”

“I asked your husband.”

“He answered.”

Nathan’s thumb pressed beneath my jaw.

“Do you want to see it?”

The question went through me.

“Not yet.”

Malcolm’s mouth curved.

“Good answer.”

“Why?”

“Because wanting is better when it has time.”

He returned to Simone.

She pushed his wet shorts lower on one hip, not enough to expose him. Enough to make the deck watch.

Sofia came beside us.

“I am going to kiss your wife.”

Nathan looked at me.

The decision passed between us without a meeting.

“Do it,” I said.

Sofia touched my mouth with hers while Eleanor’s fingers remained inside me.

The surgeon kissed with precision.

Slow at first.

Then deep.

Eleanor watched our tongues.

“Greedy.”

“You invited three couples.”

“I did not know you would try all the wives before morning.”

“Jealous?”

“Very.”

She pulled her fingers out and licked them.

My taste shone on her tongue.

Then she kissed Sofia.

They shared it between them.

The sight made my knees weak.

Nathan caught my waist.

“Still here?”

I turned my face to him.

“Always.”

He kissed me while Eleanor and Sofia kissed beside us.

His mouth was familiar.

The scene was not.

Across the deck, Grant pulled Mara onto his lap. Simone knelt between Malcolm’s knees near the pool. Richard watched his wife lick my wetness from another woman’s mouth.

The music continued.

The engines carried us south.

A crew member crossed behind the black glass wall carrying fresh towels.

He did not look at us.

That made everyone look at him.

The danger remained near enough to hear.

Eleanor touched my wrist.

“Come with me.”

“Where?”

“Somewhere our husbands can hear us.”

Nathan’s eyes changed.

Richard’s did too.

The first night was not finished.


CHAPTER SEVEN

THE SUN ROOM

Eleanor led me down one level to a glass-walled room at the stern.

During the day, it was probably used for breakfast. At midnight, the black sea surrounded it on three sides. The ceiling lights were off. Only the underwater glow from the yacht’s wake reached us through the windows.

Nathan and Richard followed.

They stopped outside the open sliding door.

Eleanor looked back.

“You said you wanted to know how I sound without our husbands in the room.”

“They are standing at the door.”

“Close enough to hear. Far enough not to touch.”

Richard folded his arms.

Nathan leaned against the frame.

Neither man looked comfortable.

That made me want it more.

I closed the door.

Glass separated us.

Not soundproof.

Not private.

Exactly wrong enough.

Eleanor removed the gold bikini top.

Her breasts were smaller than mine, high and pale against the dark water. Richard watched through the glass.

I untied my black shirt and pulled the white swimsuit down.

Nathan’s eyes went to my cunt.

Eleanor saw.

“He always looks there first.”

“He looks at my face.”

“After.”

She knelt on the padded bench.

I stood between her legs.

“Tell me to stop talking.”

“Use your mouth for something useful.”

Eleanor smiled and leaned forward.

Her tongue touched my clit.

The first slow lick made my hand hit the glass.

Nathan’s palm met mine from the other side.

Eleanor looked up.

“Keep looking at him.”

I did.

She licked again.

Longer.

Her hands opened my thighs.

Nathan watched another woman bury her face between my legs while Richard stood beside him.

“Can you hear her?” I asked through the glass.

Nathan’s voice came muffled but clear.

“Yes.”

Eleanor sucked my clit.

I moaned.

“Can you hear that?”

“Yes.”

“Does it hurt?”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“Yes.”

Eleanor hummed against my cunt.

The vibration broke my breath.

“Good,” I said.

Richard looked at his wife.

“Eleanor.”

She lifted her mouth.

“What?”

“You are enjoying that answer.”

“Very much.”

I pulled her up and kissed her.

She tasted like me.

I pushed my tongue into her mouth and made Nathan watch me take my own taste back.

Eleanor’s hand went between my legs again.

Mine went between hers.

No men directing us.

No competition except the one we created with our fingers.

Her cunt was wet enough that two fingers slid inside without resistance.

She gasped against my mouth.

“Tell Richard.”

“He can see.”

“I want him to hear.”

Eleanor looked through the glass.

“Victoria has two fingers inside me.”

Richard’s eyes lowered to my hand.

“More.”

I added a third.

Eleanor’s forehead fell against mine.

Nathan’s cock was hard beneath his shorts.

I saw the shape.

“Touch yourself,” I told him.

He shook his head.

“Why?”

“Because you told me not yet.”

The answer made me smile.

“Good boy.”

His hand went to the front of his shorts.

Richard looked at him.

“You let her call you that?”

Nathan kept his eyes on me.

“When she earns it.”

I moved my fingers inside Eleanor.

She opened her legs wider.

“Harder.”

I obeyed.

Her wet cunt made every movement loud in the glass room.

Nathan stroked his cock through the fabric.

Richard did not touch himself.

He watched his wife.

“Tell me how she feels,” he said.

I looked at him through the glass.

“Tight around my fingers.”

Eleanor kissed my neck.

“Tell him what you want.”

I pushed deeper.

“I want to hear her beg without you helping.”

Richard’s face changed.

Eleanor bit my shoulder.

“Make me.”

I lowered her onto the bench and knelt.

Her knees opened around my head.

The chain at her waist touched my cheek.

I put my mouth on her cunt.

She cried out.

The sound crossed the room and reached the men.

I licked her slowly at first.

Wanted to learn.

Wanted to understand the sounds she had made around Nathan’s cock and which ones belonged to her rather than the man inside her.

Eleanor’s fingers went into my hair.

“Faster.”

“No.”

“Victoria.”

“Beg.”

She laughed once.

Then my tongue entered her.

The laugh broke.

“Please.”

I pulled back.

“Louder.”

Her eyes went to Richard.

“Please, make me come.”

Nathan’s hand stroked faster outside the glass.

I spread Eleanor with my thumbs and licked her clit.

Her hips lifted.

“Like that.”

I kept the rhythm.

The room smelled of salt, perfume, and two wet women. The wake hissed behind the glass. Eleanor’s moans bounced off the windows and returned to us.

Richard put one hand against the door.

Nathan’s palm remained opposite mine.

Eleanor’s cunt tightened around my fingers.

She was close.

I stopped.

Her eyes opened.

“You bitch.”

“You left me unfinished in the bath.”

“That was two weeks ago.”

“I remember debts.”

I stood.

My mouth was wet from her.

Eleanor grabbed my wrist.

“Do not leave me like this.”

“Monaco,” I said.

“We left Monaco.”

“Then wait until the deck.”

She looked at the men.

Richard’s face was tight.

Nathan was breathing hard.

Eleanor stood and pressed her body against mine.

“You are cruel.”

“I run companies.”

She kissed me.

Slow.

Deep.

Then she licked her own wetness from my lower lip.

Through the glass, Nathan’s eyes closed for one second.

I opened the door.

The men did not enter.

Nathan caught my waist as I passed.

“You stopped.”

“She stopped first at the club.”

“Same debt.”

Richard pulled his wife against him.

She whispered something in his ear.

He looked at me.

“What did she say?” I asked.

“That she wants you punished.”

Nathan’s hand tightened.

“Later.”

The word stayed warm between my legs.

We returned to the upper deck.

The other six adults were waiting.

No one asked what had happened.

Eleanor’s wet thighs and my mouth answered enough.


CHAPTER EIGHT

THE FIRST NIGHT

The first orgy began without a signal.

Mara climbed onto the long white cushion near the rail and pulled Grant down by his open shirt. Sofia knelt in front of Luca beside the pool. Simone stood between Malcolm’s legs and lowered his wet shorts.

This time no one stopped her.

His cock came free.

Nearly nine inches.

Thick enough that the number stopped mattering.

Dark, heavy, already hard.

I stared.

Nathan stood behind me.

“Now you know.”

Malcolm wrapped one hand around the base.

Simone looked at me while she licked the head.

“Still studying?”

“Yes.”

She smiled around him.

Nathan’s cock pressed against my lower back.

“Do you want it?”

The question was quiet.

Honest.

“Not tonight.”

Malcolm heard.

He did not look offended.

“Wanting has time,” he said.

Simone took him deeper.

Her lips stretched.

The deck watched.

Luca’s hand closed in Sofia’s curls while she sucked him. Grant opened Mara’s legs beneath the black silk. Richard sat with Eleanor across his lap, her gold bikini pushed aside.

No one was waiting for us.

Nathan removed my swimsuit.

The night air touched my wet cunt.

I turned.

He was already pulling off his shorts.

My husband’s cock stood thick between us.

Not Malcolm’s length.

My history.

My home.

The one that knew exactly how I opened.

I went to my knees on the teak.

“Executive wife,” Mara called from the cushions.

I looked over.

Grant had two fingers inside her.

“Busy,” I said.

“Your sunglasses are missing.”

Nathan placed them on my face.

He had carried them from the cabin.

Laughter moved across the deck.

I opened my mouth.

Nathan fed me his cock.

White blouse gone. Black skirt gone. Only dark glasses, gold earrings, and my husband’s cock between my lips.

The fantasy from the jet had changed.

No curtain now.

Everyone could see.

I sucked him while the yacht moved through open water.

Simone watched from Malcolm’s cock.

We held each other’s eyes.

She took him to the base.

I took Nathan deeper in answer.

Nathan’s hand closed in my hair.

“Competing?”

“Yes.”

“Win.”

I gagged around him.

The sound carried.

A crew member crossed the lower deck behind black glass. His white uniform moved through the reflection.

I saw him.

Nathan did too.

He pushed deeper.

My eyes watered behind the glasses.

“Let him hear.”

I moaned around his cock.

The deck reacted.

Richard laughed.

Eleanor came behind me and knelt.

Her hands opened my thighs.

“Keep sucking him.”

Her tongue touched my cunt from behind.

My body jerked.

Nathan held my head.

“Stay.”

Eleanor licked again.

I tried to keep the rhythm with my mouth while her tongue moved over my clit.

My moans vibrated along Nathan’s cock.

Simone pulled off Malcolm.

“Look at her.”

Malcolm did.

His hand stroked the length of himself while he watched Eleanor eat me from behind and Nathan use my mouth.

“Tell me what you see,” Nathan said.

I released him long enough to breathe.

“Your wife on her knees.”

“More.”

“Eleanor’s mouth on my pussy.”

“More.”

“Malcolm touching that enormous cock while he watches.”

Malcolm’s eyes darkened.

Nathan smiled.

“You like the size.”

“I like your jealousy.”

He pushed his cock back into my mouth.

Eleanor spread me wider.

Her tongue entered my cunt.

I cried out around Nathan.

Richard came behind his wife.

He pulled her bikini bottom down and pressed his cock against her wet pussy.

Eleanor lifted her head.

“Do it.”

He entered her from behind while she remained between my legs.

Her moan struck my wet skin.

The vibration made me shake.

Nathan looked over me at Richard.

“Keep her mouth there.”

Richard held Eleanor’s hips and began to fuck her.

Every thrust pushed her tongue harder against my clit.

“Fuck,” I said around Nathan.

He withdrew.

“What?”

“Your friend is fucking his wife into my pussy.”

Richard laughed once.

Eleanor looked up at me.

“Say it better.”

I grabbed her hair.

“Your husband is making you lick me.”

“Good.”

She lowered her mouth again.

Nathan moved beside me and knelt.

He kissed me.

My lips were wet from his cock. Eleanor’s mouth worked below. Richard’s hips struck her ass. The yacht cut through black water.

Nathan put two fingers in my mouth.

“Suck.”

I did.

Then he lowered those wet fingers between my legs and joined Eleanor.

Her tongue.

His fingers.

Richard’s thrusts controlling her rhythm.

I held Nathan’s face.

“Do not let me come yet.”

“Why?”

“I want to see everyone first.”

He stopped moving his fingers.

Eleanor did not.

Nathan caught her hair.

“Stop.”

She looked at him.

“Your wife asked.”

“She asked me.”

“Then control your wife.”

The challenge landed.

Nathan pulled me to my feet.

My knees barely held.

He turned me toward the deck.

Malcolm and Simone were on the cushion now. She rode him slowly, both hands on his chest. His cock disappeared into her until her body met his.

Sofia straddled Luca’s face while Grant fucked Mara beside them.

Richard bent Eleanor over the rail.

Five couples.

Open sky.

No walls.

Nathan stood behind me with his cock against my ass.

“Look.”

“I am.”

“Tell me what you want.”

“Everything.”

“Too easy.”

I watched Simone rise on Malcolm’s length.

Mara’s red hair moved across the cushion.

Sofia cried out above Luca.

Eleanor’s gold chain swung with every thrust.

“I want you inside me while I watch them.”

Nathan pushed me forward onto the back of a white sofa.

“Then watch.”

He entered my cunt in one hard movement.

My mouth opened.

The deck became brighter.

Every body clearer.

Nathan’s hands gripped my waist.

“Whose cock?”

“Yours.”

“Who are you watching?”

“All of them.”

“Who are you with?”

“You.”

He began to fuck me.

The slap of his hips echoed across the deck.

No stone walls this time.

The sea carried the sound away.

Eleanor looked over from the rail.

Our eyes met while our husbands fucked us.

Simone leaned down and kissed Malcolm.

Mara reached for Sofia.

The women began to touch across the white cushions.

I pushed back against Nathan.

“Harder.”

“You wanted open water.”

“I want them to hear.”

Nathan struck my ass.

The crack carried farther than any moan.

Every face turned.

“There,” he said. “Now they are listening.”

He fucked me harder.

I came with my hands gripping white upholstery and nine other adults watching.

Not the final orgasm of the weekend.

The first.


CHAPTER NINE

MORNING WATER

I woke on the upper deck at six twenty.

The yacht had anchored in a cove beneath pale cliffs. The sea was blue again. Not the dark surface that had carried our sounds through the night. Clean, bright, almost innocent.

Nothing else looked innocent.

White cushions were scattered across the deck. Empty glasses stood near the pool. A gold bikini top hung from the rail. Someone’s black underwear had wrapped itself around the base of a lamp.

Mara slept with her head on Grant’s thigh.

Luca lay on his back with Sofia curled against his side.

Malcolm sat near the pool wrapped in a white towel. Simone slept across his lap, one hand still around his wrist.

Richard and Eleanor were gone.

Nathan lay behind me.

His arm covered my waist. His cock rested soft against the back of my thigh. The marks on my ass burned when I moved.

He woke immediately.

“Where are you going?”

“Nowhere.”

“Then stop leaving.”

I turned within his arm.

His mouth tasted like sleep, salt, and the end of last night’s champagne.

“Still here?” he asked.

“Always.”

The answer came without effort now.

That scared me more than the club had.

A crew member crossed the far end of the deck carrying coffee. He wore white shorts, a pressed shirt, and the expression of a man who had not seen ten naked adults lose control on the same furniture he was now preparing for breakfast.

He placed the tray near the stairs.

“Good morning, Mrs. Sterling.”

I looked down.

I was naked except for my sunglasses, which had survived the night and remained crooked on my face.

“Good morning.”

“Coffee?”

“Yes.”

Nathan laughed against my shoulder.

The steward did not.

“Black?”

“Please.”

He poured it.

His hand remained steady.

The white cup touched the saucer with a small sound.

My cunt tightened.

The man had heard us.

Maybe watched through reflections when he crossed the lower deck.

Maybe nothing.

The uncertainty was more exciting than proof.

He handed me the cup.

“Thank you.”

“Breakfast will be served at eight.”

He walked away.

Nathan watched me watch him.

“You like the crew.”

“I like that they know and do not care.”

“They care.”

“You sound certain.”

“I saw one of them stop outside the glass corridor last night.”

My head turned.

“Which one?”

“Does it matter?”

“Yes.”

Nathan smiled.

“There she is.”

I put the coffee down and climbed over him.

My knees rested on either side of his hips.

“Tell me.”

“No.”

I pressed my wet cunt against his stomach.

He was not hard yet.

I moved once.

His body answered.

“Tell me.”

“He looked through the glass for maybe two seconds.”

“At who?”

Nathan’s hands closed around my hips.

“You.”

My pussy rubbed over the first hardening length of him.

“Doing what?”

“Eleanor’s face was between your legs.”

The image returned.

The glass wall.

Nathan’s palm against mine.

Eleanor’s tongue.

A crew member in white stopping outside the corridor.

I moved again.

Nathan grew harder beneath me.

“You did not tell me.”

“I am telling you now.”

“Why did he stop?”

“Because my wife was naked against glass with another woman’s mouth on her cunt.”

I lowered my face.

“Did you want him to keep looking?”

Nathan’s eyes stayed on mine.

“Part of me.”

“Which part?”

“The same part that let the entire Circle watch me fuck you.”

His cock pressed fully hard between us.

I guided his cock to my pussy.

No one else.

Only us.

I sank onto him.

The first morning stretch made my eyes close.

Nathan caught my jaw.

“Look.”

I opened them.

He pushed deeper from below.

“Who did you come for last night?”

“You.”

“Who did you watch?”

“Everyone.”

“Who did you wake up with?”

“You.”

“Good girl.”

I began to ride him.

Slow.

The sea moved behind his head.

A crew member arranged towels one deck below.

Malcolm watched from the pool without pretending otherwise.

Simone woke on his lap and followed his eyes.

I put both hands on Nathan’s chest.

“People are watching.”

“You were disappointed when they stopped.”

I rode harder.

Malcolm’s gaze stayed on us.

Simone sat up.

Nathan looked past me.

“Do you want them closer?”

“No.”

The answer surprised us both.

I leaned down and kissed him.

“I want this one to be ours.”

Nathan’s arms closed around me.

The yacht disappeared.

The other couples disappeared.

The crew, the water, the marks, the future.

I rode my husband until the orgasm came quietly.

No audience needed.

No order.

My face against his neck.

His hands holding me close.

He came inside me with my name against my ear.

We stayed joined while the sun rose over Corsica.

Malcolm looked away first.

Simone rested her head against him.

For one minute, the yacht held five separate marriages again.

Breakfast broke the spell.

The crew arranged the aft table while we showered in shifts and found enough clothing to make eye contact possible. By eight fifteen, ten adults sat beneath white canvas wearing robes, sunglasses, and marks that no amount of money could remove before lunch.

Fresh bread arrived warm.

Fruit had been cut into identical pieces.

Coffee appeared before anyone asked.

The precision made our exhaustion look planned.

Eleanor sat across from me in Nathan’s white shirt.

I recognized it immediately.

“So that is where it went.”

She looked down.

“Richard brought it from the deck.”

Nathan checked his own body.

“I was looking for that.”

“You have others.”

“I liked that one.”

Eleanor opened the collar wider.

“So did I.”

Richard drank coffee without rescuing him.

Simone wore Malcolm’s shirt. Mara had Grant’s jacket over bare skin. Sofia wore a crew robe tied badly enough to reveal one breast whenever she reached for anything.

The borrowed clothes said more than nudity had.

They showed where everyone had ended.

A steward placed eggs in front of me.

His sleeve brushed my shoulder.

The contact was accidental.

My body still reacted.

“Thank you,” I said.

“You are welcome, Mrs. Sterling.”

He moved to Eleanor.

She watched him walk away.

“Same one from the corridor?”

Nathan looked at her.

“You saw him too?”

“He stopped near the sun room.”

My fork paused.

“How long?”

“Two seconds.”

Nathan had told me the same.

Proof replaced uncertainty.

The risk became smaller.

I missed the uncertainty immediately.

Mara spread jam over bread.

“This is the first breakfast I have attended where the staff knows more than the guests.”

Grant looked at the crew doors.

“They know sounds. Not decisions.”

“Sounds are evidence.”

“Not in court.”

“Everything is court with you.”

Sofia leaned toward me.

“Did you come against the window this morning?”

The question arrived between coffee and papaya.

I looked at Nathan.

He smiled.

“Why ask me?”

“Because your husband looked pleased and you walked carefully.”

Luca raised his glass.

“Medical diagnosis.”

“Occupational observation.”

I cut the fruit.

“Yes.”

Simone looked at Nathan.

“Only them?”

“Yes,” he said.

The answer mattered.

Not because anyone had demanded exclusivity after the orgy.

Because he had chosen a private morning with me.

Malcolm touched his wife’s hand.

Their fingers linked.

Mara noticed.

“So what is the first-day rule?”

Richard looked at her.

“There is no first-day rule.”

“There should be.”

Eleanor considered.

“No one makes a permanent decision before coffee.”

“Too late,” Luca said. “I married a surgeon.”

Sofia kissed his cheek.

“Under anesthesia.”

The table laughed.

The humor did not erase the quieter questions.

Who had wanted whom.

Who had watched too long.

Who would choose differently in daylight.

Malcolm looked at me over his cup.

“Still not tonight?”

Nathan’s hand stopped beneath the table.

I understood the question.

His cock.

The difference.

I looked at the man beside me before answering the man across from me.

“Ask after sunset.”

Malcolm nodded.

Nathan’s thumb touched my knee.

Not approval.

Presence.

Simone watched him touch me.

The same thing she had wanted to understand.

What he saw after other people touched his wife.

I let her look.

The yacht turned slowly at anchor. Sunlight moved across the black glass. Crew opened the upper-deck umbrellas and replaced the cushions where we had fucked.

By nine, the night had been cleaned.

The consequences remained at the table.

That was better.


CHAPTER TEN

THE BOARD CALL

At nine thirty, Singapore found me.

My assistant called while I stood in the owner’s suite wearing a fresh white blouse, dark trousers, and no underwear.

“The regulatory team moved the call forward.”

“How far?”

“Ten minutes.”

Nathan came out of the shower with a towel around his waist.

I looked at him.

He looked at the laptop.

“No,” I said.

“I did not say anything.”

“You were about to.”

“Your imagination is becoming hostile.”

“You fucked me on the deck an hour ago.”

“And you are still wet.”

“Because you came inside me.”

My assistant continued speaking through the phone.

“The minister’s office wants confirmation before the markets open.”

“Send the link.”

I ended the call.

Nathan removed the towel.

His cock was not fully hard.

It did not need long.

“You have nine minutes,” I said.

“For what?”

“To get dressed.”

He walked toward me naked.

“Or?”

“Or stay out of frame.”

The call began with twelve people on screen.

Singapore. London. New York. Two government advisors. Three lawyers. The CFO of a company I intended to buy before they understood they were for sale.

I sat at the desk facing the sea.

Nathan sat on the floor beneath it.

I kicked him once.

He smiled.

The meeting started.

“Good afternoon,” I said.

His hand moved up the inside of my leg.

I kept my face still.

The CFO began explaining why the revised forecast should satisfy us.

Nathan opened the button of my trousers.

I muted the microphone.

“What are you doing?”

“Staying out of frame.”

“You are impossible.”

“Unmute.”

I did.

The CFO continued.

Nathan pulled my trousers down just enough to expose my cunt beneath the desk.

The yacht moved gently at anchor.

My chair rolled one inch when his mouth touched me.

I gripped the desk.

“Ms. Sterling?” one of the lawyers asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you agree with the revised timeline?”

Nathan licked my clit.

“No.”

The lawyer blinked.

“No?”

“The timeline is built around their comfort. I am not paying for comfort.”

Nathan’s tongue moved slowly.

The screen divided into twelve serious faces.

No one knew my husband was on his knees between my legs.

No one knew the same mouth had kissed Eleanor under stars.

The power of that secret sharpened every word.

“We close in forty-five days,” I said. “Or we walk.”

Nathan inserted two fingers.

My voice almost changed.

Almost.

The CFO leaned closer to his camera.

“That is not realistic.”

Nathan curled his fingers.

I looked directly at the CFO.

“Then test me.”

Silence.

Nathan hummed against my cunt.

My knee struck the underside of the desk.

The sound reached the microphone.

One advisor glanced away.

I continued before anyone could ask.

“Counsel will circulate the revised terms today.”

Someone knocked on the suite door.

Three soft taps.

Nathan stopped.

The knock came again.

“Mrs. Sterling?” a woman’s voice called.

Eleanor.

I remained on camera.

“Come in.”

Nathan looked up at me.

The door opened.

Eleanor entered wearing a white robe and nothing visible beneath it.

She stopped when she saw Nathan between my legs.

Her smile was immediate.

I pointed to the screen.

She covered her mouth to hide a laugh.

Nathan resumed.

The meeting continued.

Eleanor came behind my chair and looked over my shoulder at the twelve people negotiating with a woman whose cunt was open under the desk.

She bent near my ear.

“Can I help?”

I muted myself.

“If you make me come, I will fire someone.”

“Which one?”

“The CFO.”

“He looks boring.”

Nathan kissed my inner thigh.

Eleanor lowered herself beside him.

My breath stopped.

“What are you doing?”

“Helping.”

Nathan looked at her.

Then at me.

The question was in his eyes.

I answered by unmuting the microphone.

“The indemnity language remains unacceptable.”

Eleanor’s tongue touched the other side of my clit.

Two mouths.

My husband on the right.

Another woman on the left.

My hands stayed flat on the desk.

The government advisor began speaking.

I heard perhaps half of it.

Nathan and Eleanor kissed between my legs.

Their tongues met over my clit.

My cunt tightened.

Eleanor looked up.

“He tastes like you.”

Nathan’s fingers entered me again.

“Quiet,” I whispered.

The advisor stopped.

“Ms. Sterling?”

I looked at the camera.

“Continue.”

Eleanor smiled against my pussy.

The call lasted eleven more minutes.

I did not come.

That became the contest.

Nathan and Eleanor tried.

I refused.

Every time the orgasm built, I asked a harder question. Changed a clause. Rejected a concession. Made someone else uncomfortable enough to cool my own body for five seconds.

When the lawyers finally agreed to the timeline, I ended the call.

The screen went black.

Eleanor licked me once more.

I pushed the chair back.

“Both of you. Up.”

Nathan stood first.

Eleanor remained kneeling.

I looked down at her.

“You wanted me to fire someone?”

“I wanted to see if you could keep the voice.”

“Did I?”

She touched her wet mouth.

“Mostly.”

Nathan leaned against the desk.

“You did not come.”

“I know.”

“That bothers you.”

“I won a company.”

Eleanor opened my trousers farther.

“You can have both.”

She lowered her mouth again.

This time I did not fight.

Nathan held my hand while Eleanor finished what she had started in the sun room.

I came with the laptop still open to a billion-dollar acquisition and the Mediterranean filling the windows.

When the tremors stopped, Eleanor rested her cheek on my thigh.

“Now you can buy them.”

“I was going to anyway.”

Nathan laughed.

The executive wife had returned.

She had never really left.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE TENDER

We left the yacht at noon.

The tender carried all ten of us toward a private cove on the western coast of Corsica. Security followed in a second boat. The crew had packed champagne, towels, fruit, umbrellas, and enough equipment to make isolation feel serviced.

The sea hit the hull in clean white bursts.

I wore a black swimsuit, a white linen shirt, and the dark glasses again.

Nathan sat opposite me with Simone.

Her thigh touched his.

Eleanor sat beside me.

Richard spoke with Malcolm near the stern.

No one had arranged the seats.

That made them more dangerous.

Simone leaned close to Nathan so he could hear over the engines.

Her mouth almost touched his ear.

I watched.

Eleanor watched me watching.

“Do you want to change places?”

“No.”

“Liar.”

“I want to know what they are saying.”

“Ask.”

I looked at Nathan.

“What is she saying?”

Simone answered.

“I told him his wife looks like she is planning a hostile takeover.”

“I am.”

“Of whom?”

“You.”

Her smile widened.

Nathan put one hand on Simone’s bare knee.

I felt it in my stomach.

Eleanor’s fingers closed around mine.

“Breathe.”

“I am breathing.”

“Not well.”

The tender slowed near a narrow strip of white sand protected by rock. No hotels. No roads. Only cliffs, scrub, and water clear enough to show the shadow of the boat beneath us.

A deckhand jumped into the shallows and carried the line ashore.

His white shirt became transparent where the water reached his waist.

Mara noticed.

So did Sofia.

The tender rocked while he secured the rope. Nathan stood behind Simone to steady her as she stepped down. His hand closed around her waist for three seconds.

I counted all three.

Malcolm watched me counting.

“You are very bad at pretending.”

“I do not pretend.”

“You do. You just charge more for it.”

The deckhand returned for my hand.

His palm was rough from rope, younger than Nathan’s, and gone the instant my feet touched water. The contact meant nothing.

I still looked back to see whether Nathan had noticed.

He had.

Jealousy did not require significance. It built significance from anything available.

The crew carried supplies beneath the cliff and created a beach club where no structure had existed ten minutes earlier. White umbrellas opened. Low tables appeared. Linen-covered boxes became bars. A chef set knives beside a portable grill while security walked the ridge above us.

Money turned wilderness into service without asking the landscape.

I removed my shirt.

One deckhand looked at the bruise on my shoulder and looked away too late.

Nathan saw.

He came behind me and kissed the mark.

“Better?”

“No.”

“Good.”

I elbowed him.

The deckhand carried another case of champagne past us. His face remained neutral now.

Mara watched the exchange.

“You two could start a war with eye contact.”

“We nearly did,” I said.

“Who won?”

Nathan answered.

“No one.”

That was the first correct answer of the afternoon.

The deckhand secured the boat and stepped away.

Crew.

Not participant.

The boundary made looking easier.

We walked onto the beach.

The sand was hot enough to burn.

Umbrellas opened. Towels spread. Champagne appeared before anyone asked.

Grant and Mara disappeared into the water.

Luca chased Sofia toward the rocks.

Richard laid Eleanor beneath an umbrella and rubbed oil over her back.

Malcolm removed his shirt.

The beach changed around his body.

A few crew members looked once before returning to the tender.

Simone watched them.

“They always look.”

“At him?”

“At both of us.”

“Do you like it?”

“Some days.”

“And today?”

She looked toward Nathan.

“Today I like that your husband looks.”

The honesty cut cleanly.

Nathan stood beside the champagne table pretending to choose fruit.

He heard.

“Do you want him?” I asked.

Simone did not soften it.

“Yes.”

My cunt tightened.

Eleanor sat up under the umbrella.

Richard’s hand stopped on her lower back.

Malcolm watched his wife.

No one rescued the moment.

“Alone?” I asked.

Simone looked at Nathan.

“I do not know.”

The same answer Nathan and I had given each other after the club.

I hated it from her.

Nathan came closer.

“Victoria.”

“No. Let her answer.”

“She did.”

“I want a better answer.”

Simone crossed her arms.

“You do not want honesty. You want control.”

“I want both.”

Malcolm laughed once.

“Now she sounds like you.”

He looked at Nathan.

The two men had understood each other faster than the women had.

That annoyed me.

Nathan reached for my hand.

I did not give it.

“Do you want Simone?” I asked him.

“Yes.”

The beach remained bright.

No dramatic shadow.

No music.

Just a clean answer under a perfect sky.

“Alone?”

Nathan looked at me.

“I want to know what that feels like.”

The words hurt more than seeing his cock inside Eleanor.

Because a body could be watched.

Absence could not.

Eleanor touched my back.

I stepped away.

“Fine.”

Nathan followed.

“Do not say fine.”

“You gave me honesty.”

“And?”

“I am deciding what it costs.”

The deckhand returned carrying another cooler.

We stood ten feet apart in black swimsuits and white linen while an employee crossed between us with ice.

The ordinary service made the argument feel obscene.

Nathan lowered his voice.

“Still here?”

I looked at the sea.

“Ask me when I know.”

His face changed.

The answer hurt him.

Good.

I walked into the water before he could stop me.

Eleanor followed.

Behind us, Simone said nothing.

The yacht waited offshore.

White, silent, full of rooms where someone could disappear.


CHAPTER TWELVE

THE COVE

The water reached my chest before Eleanor caught me.

“Victoria.”

“I need a minute.”

“You need to stop walking before you reach Sardinia.”

I turned.

The cove was clear enough that I could see our legs beneath the surface. Sunlight moved over Eleanor’s skin. Her gold chain remained around her waist.

On shore, Nathan stood with Malcolm and Simone.

He was looking at me.

I looked away.

“He told the truth,” Eleanor said.

“I know.”

“You asked.”

“I know.”

“You wanted to hurt.”

“I wanted to know.”

“Same thing sometimes.”

The sea lifted us and set us down.

Eleanor came closer.

“Richard wants you.”

“That is different.”

“Because you want him too?”

“Because I can see Richard when he touches me.”

“And if Nathan closes a cabin door?”

My stomach tightened.

“Yes.”

Eleanor understood.

She had been doing this longer.

That did not make her fearless.

“What did you feel the first time Richard went somewhere without you?”

“Like the room had lost air.”

“What did you do?”

“Followed.”

I looked at her.

“That is not reassuring.”

“I did not say it was healthy.”

On shore, Richard watched us from beneath the umbrella.

Eleanor saw him.

“He knows I followed.”

“And now?”

“Now sometimes I let the door close.”

“Why?”

“Because he always opens it again.”

The answer was simple.

Not a promise.

A history.

Nathan and I had eleven years of open doors and only months of this.

I looked toward shore again.

Nathan had not moved closer to Simone. He stood at the waterline with his hands at his sides, letting me decide whether the distance stayed between us.

Simone had stepped back toward Malcolm. Her arms were folded across her stomach. For the first time since boarding, she looked guilty.

I let Nathan wait through four slow waves.

Each rise showed me his face. Each fall hid him behind the glare.

On the fifth, I knew I would go back. Not because his answer hurt less. Not because he had won. Because leaving would turn honesty into punishment, and I had asked him for the truth.

I was not ready to forgive the answer.

I was ready to remain his wife while it hurt.

I looked at him.

He raised one hand.

Still here?

He did not say the words.

I felt them.

I raised mine.

Always.

The knot in my chest loosened enough to breathe.

Eleanor smiled.

“There.”

“Do not be pleased.”

“I am always pleased when people stop being stupid.”

I splashed water at her.

She laughed and dove beneath the surface.

When she came up, her hair was slick against her head.

No makeup.

No gold silk.

Just a woman whose husband wanted mine to touch her and who still woke some nights afraid.

I kissed her.

Not for the men.

Not for the beach.

For the conversation.

Her hands settled at my waist.

The kiss became deeper.

The cove held sound differently. Water moved against our bodies. The cliffs returned each breath as a faint echo.

Eleanor slid one thigh between mine.

My cunt rubbed against wet skin.

“Still angry?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Use it.”

I gripped her shoulders and moved against her thigh.

She did the same.

Two women standing chest-deep in clear water, grinding against each other while their husbands watched from shore.

Sofia noticed first.

She called Mara.

Soon the entire beach was watching.

I did not stop.

Eleanor’s mouth moved along my neck.

“Tell Nathan.”

I looked over her shoulder.

My husband stood beside Simone.

“Your wife is making me wet in the sea.”

Nathan’s voice carried across the water.

“You were wet before.”

“Jealous?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

The word no longer belonged only to him.

Eleanor turned so her back rested against my chest. I slid one hand beneath the water and between her legs.

She opened for me.

Richard removed his sunglasses.

“Can you see?” I asked him.

“Enough.”

I pushed two fingers inside his wife.

Eleanor’s head fell back against my shoulder.

Nathan watched my hand move beneath the surface.

Simone watched Nathan.

Malcolm watched everyone.

“Tell Richard how I feel,” Eleanor whispered.

“Tight.”

“More.”

“Wet enough that the sea does not matter.”

Richard’s cock showed beneath his swim shorts.

Eleanor saw.

“So does he.”

I curled my fingers.

She moaned.

The sound returned from the cliffs.

A security boat appeared at the mouth of the cove.

Black hull.

Two men aboard.

Our security team raised a hand from shore.

The boat slowed.

For one second, the cove was no longer private.

I stopped moving.

Eleanor caught my wrist beneath the water.

“Do not.”

“They can see.”

“That is why you are shaking.”

The boat remained beyond the marked boundary.

One of the men lifted binoculars.

Security moved.

A crew member stepped between the beach and the water with a large white towel.

Nathan walked into the sea.

He reached us while the boat turned away.

“Paparazzi?” I asked.

“Tourists.”

“You do not know.”

“No.”

The uncertainty returned.

Nathan’s hand went beneath the water and covered mine where it remained inside Eleanor.

Her breath broke.

He looked at me.

“Still here?”

I held his eyes.

“Always.”

He moved my fingers inside her.

Eleanor cried out.

Richard came into the water behind us.

The four of us stood close enough to look like an embrace from a distance.

Under the surface, our hands told the truth.

The black boat disappeared around the rocks.

No photograph could have shown what Nathan was doing with my wrist.

That secrecy made me come against Eleanor’s thigh.

The cove echoed my husband’s name.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

BELOW DECK

We returned to the yacht at four.

The black boat had vanished. Security said no photographs had been taken. No one believed certainty bought after the fact.

The crew served cold towels and drinks on the main deck.

Everyone behaved.

That lasted twelve minutes.

Simone stood beside Nathan near the stairs.

She wore a white robe over her wet bikini. He wore his shirt open and his swim shorts low on his hips.

I watched them speak.

Could not hear.

Malcolm stood beside me.

“You asked for honesty.”

“I did.”

“You dislike the product.”

“I dislike not knowing the price.”

He smiled.

“You really do turn everything into a transaction.”

“Transactions have terms.”

“Desire does too.”

“Then tell me yours.”

Malcolm looked toward his wife.

“I want to watch her choose something that frightens her.”

“Does Nathan frighten her?”

“No.”

His eyes moved to me.

“You do.”

That answer changed the shape of the afternoon.

Simone touched Nathan’s chest.

He looked at me.

Not waiting for approval.

Checking whether I was still there.

I nodded once.

The gesture cost more than I expected.

Nathan and Simone went down the stairs.

Together.

No closed door without the knowledge of the spouse.

I knew.

That did not help.

Malcolm offered his hand.

“I am not a consolation prize.”

“I did not ask you to be.”

“Good.”

I took his hand anyway.

He led me to the lower lounge.

Black glass. Cream sofas. A bar built into the wall. The hum of the engines stronger beneath the floor.

Nathan and Simone had not come there.

My chest tightened.

Malcolm saw.

“You want to look.”

“Yes.”

“Then look.”

We followed the corridor.

Crew doors lined one side. Guest cabins the other. No cameras. No aliases. No closed door without the spouse knowing.

The door to the cinema lounge stood open.

Nathan sat on a low sofa.

Simone knelt between his legs.

Her robe lay on the floor.

His cock was in her mouth.

Open door.

No secret.

Still difficult enough to make me stop walking.

Nathan saw me first.

His hand remained in Simone’s hair.

“Still here?”

The words crossed the lounge.

“Always.”

Simone pulled off his cock.

She looked back at me.

“Come in.”

I did not move.

Malcolm stood behind me, close enough that his chest almost touched my back.

Nathan stroked Simone’s wet mouth with his thumb.

“Victoria.”

“You wanted to know what it felt like without me.”

“I do.”

“Then why is the door open?”

“Because I wanted you to decide whether to enter.”

The answer was Nathan.

Not clever.

Not perfect.

Honest enough to hurt.

Malcolm’s hand settled at my waist.

Nathan’s eyes dropped to it.

Jealousy tightened his mouth.

Good.

I stepped into the room.

Malcolm followed.

Simone sat back on her heels.

Nathan’s cock stood wet in front of her.

“Show me,” I said.

She wrapped her lips around him again.

Nathan looked at me while another woman sucked his cock.

Malcolm’s hand moved beneath my open shirt.

He covered one breast through the swimsuit.

“Tell him what you feel.”

“Jealous.”

“More.”

“Angry.”

“More.”

My eyes stayed on Nathan.

“Wet.”

Simone took him deeper.

Nathan’s hips moved.

The sound in her throat made my cunt clench.

Malcolm felt it through the wet swimsuit.

“You like her mouth on him.”

“I like that he cannot stop looking at me.”

Nathan’s hand tightened in Simone’s hair.

“I can hear you.”

“Good.”

Malcolm turned me against the wall.

His body covered mine.

The size of him changed the room even before he removed anything.

Nathan watched.

Simone continued sucking him.

Malcolm opened my wet swimsuit from the side and put his hand on my cunt.

His fingers were larger than Richard’s. Larger than Nathan’s. The contrast made me think about the cock still hidden beneath his shorts.

“Wet,” he said.

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“Tell him why.”

I looked at my husband.

“Because Simone has your cock in her mouth.”

Malcolm pushed two fingers inside me.

“And?”

“Because you are watching him touch me.”

Nathan leaned back.

Simone’s mouth moved faster.

“Do you want his cock?” he asked.

The direct question filled the lounge.

“Yes.”

Malcolm stopped his fingers.

Simone stopped her mouth.

Four adults held still.

Nathan’s eyes did not leave mine.

“Tonight?”

“Yes.”

The answer landed.

Nathan looked at Malcolm.

“Not alone.”

Malcolm nodded.

“Agreed.”

No competition.

No demand.

A term.

Simone smiled around the head of Nathan’s cock.

“Your wife negotiates while being fingered.”

“I married her for efficiency.”

I laughed.

The sound released the room.

Malcolm moved his fingers again.

Simone returned to Nathan’s cock.

Nathan looked at me.

“Do you want to watch her finish?”

“Yes.”

“Come closer.”

I crossed the room with Malcolm’s wet hand still between my legs.

He moved behind me.

Nathan took my wrist and pulled me down beside him.

Simone’s mouth remained full.

I put one hand on the back of her head.

She looked up.

“Take him deeper,” I said.

She obeyed.

Nathan’s breath broke.

Malcolm stood behind us, one hand inside my swimsuit and the other on my throat.

Four bodies.

No one excluded.

No one pretending the open door made the jealousy smaller.

A crew member passed the lounge.

His shoes stopped for half a second.

Then continued.

Simone moaned around my husband.

I closed my eyes.

“Look,” Nathan said.

I opened them.

Always.

Simone released him and sat back.

Her lipstick had disappeared. Nathan’s cock shone with her saliva.

Malcolm removed his hand from inside my swimsuit.

The sudden emptiness made me angry.

“Why did everyone stop?”

“Because none of us decided what this room is,” Malcolm said.

“It is a cinema lounge.”

He smiled.

“There she is.”

Nathan touched Simone’s mouth with two fingers.

She licked them.

I watched.

“Do you want to finish in her mouth?” I asked him.

“Yes.”

Simone’s eyes remained on me.

“Do you want him to?”

“Yes.”

Malcolm looked at me.

“And you?”

I understood.

“Your cock.”

“Where?”

The direct question made the engine vibration feel stronger.

“Inside me.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

Simone noticed.

She put one hand over his heart.

“He is still here.”

“I know.”

“Then why do you look afraid?”

“Because knowing is not the same as feeling.”

Simone nodded.

No argument.

No victory.

She knew the difference.

Malcolm sat on the arm of the sofa. The room adjusted around his size.

“If we finish here,” he said, “the deck becomes smaller tonight.”

“How?”

“Anticipation is part of the space.”

Nathan looked at him.

“You want to wait.”

“I want her to choose me when everyone can see.”

The answer was arrogant.

Also honest.

My cunt tightened.

Nathan’s eyes dropped to it even through the swimsuit.

“You like that.”

“Yes.”

Simone wrapped the white robe around herself but left it open.

Nathan remained exposed.

No one hurried to hide.

The open door framed us for anyone passing in the corridor.

I went to my husband and knelt between his knees.

Simone moved beside me.

Two women at one man’s feet.

Malcolm watching.

I took Nathan’s cock in my hand where Simone had left it wet.

“Not finishing,” I said.

Nathan’s mouth curved.

“Then what?”

I licked the head once.

Simone licked the underside.

Nathan’s hands closed in both our hair.

“Cruel women.”

“Your favorite kind,” Simone said.

We shared his cock for one minute.

No orgasm.

No race.

My mouth on one side, hers on the other, tongues touching beneath the head.

Malcolm’s control slipped enough for his hand to close around his own cock through the shorts.

I saw.

He saw me see.

The room filled with promises nobody completed.

Then I stood.

“Tonight.”

Malcolm nodded.

“Tonight.”

Simone kissed Nathan one last time.

I tasted him when she kissed me after.

We left the cinema lounge together.

The crew member who had stopped outside waited at the end of the corridor with a tray.

Four glasses of water.

He had counted us.

He offered the first to me.

“Mrs. Sterling.”

I accepted it.

His eyes remained above my shoulders.

Professional.

Perfect.

The glass was cold in my hand.

I wondered what he had heard.

This time, I did not ask Nathan.

Some uncertainty deserved to survive until dark.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE OWNER’S SUITE

Nathan did not come in Simone’s mouth.

He stopped her.

Not because I asked.

Because the afternoon had reached the edge of what he wanted without me touching him.

That mattered.

We returned to the owner’s suite alone.

The door closed.

The sea filled the windows.

Nathan removed his shirt and left it on the floor. I unbuttoned mine but kept the swimsuit on.

Neither of us spoke for almost a minute.

The air conditioner moved cold air over wet skin.

A service cart rolled past the corridor.

Ordinary sounds.

Our marriage standing in the middle of them with another woman’s saliva still wet on Nathan’s cock.

“You wanted him,” Nathan said.

“Yes.”

“Nearly nine inches.”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to compare?”

“Yes.”

He looked toward the bed.

“Say something that is not yes.”

I crossed my arms.

“I want Malcolm to fuck me tonight while you watch.”

Nathan’s face hardened.

“And Simone?”

“I want to watch you with her.”

“Alone?”

The word returned.

I hated it.

“I do not know.”

Nathan looked away.

The yacht moved beneath us.

The bed shifted one inch against the wall.

“You said you wanted to know what it felt like,” I said.

“I did.”

“And?”

“It felt good.”

The honesty cut.

I let it.

“And when you saw me at the door?”

“Better.”

That answer reached the place the first had hurt.

Nathan came closer.

“I wanted her mouth. I wanted your eyes more.”

“You always know what to say.”

“No. I know what is true.”

I touched the wet head of his cock through the open front of his shorts.

Simone’s saliva coated my fingers.

I looked at it.

Nathan watched.

“Does that bother you?”

“Yes.”

I put my fingers in my mouth.

Her taste mixed with him.

“Does that?”

His cock moved.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

He grabbed my wrist.

“Stop using that word like a weapon.”

“You taught me.”

Nathan pushed me back against the window.

The glass was cool through my wet swimsuit.

“Tell me what you want from tonight.”

“Open deck.”

“More.”

“Everyone.”

“More.”

I put both hands on his chest.

“I want Malcolm inside me.”

His jaw tightened.

“I want Simone on your cock.”

His breath changed.

“I want Eleanor’s mouth on me.”

“More.”

“I want to see Richard make her come.”

“More.”

The hardest truth waited.

“I want you to enjoy another woman without pretending it only matters because I am watching.”

Nathan went still.

There.

The fear beneath the sex.

He touched my face.

“And if I do?”

“I will hate it.”

“And?”

“I will survive.”

“Not enough.”

I swallowed.

“I will stay.”

Nathan kissed me.

No urgency.

No audience.

The kind of kiss that reminded me why every door opened back toward him.

“Still here?” he whispered.

“Always.”

He pulled the swimsuit down.

My cunt was swollen from the water, Eleanor’s fingers, Malcolm’s hand, and the sight of Simone’s mouth.

Nathan knelt.

He looked at me before touching.

“Who is this for?”

“You.”

“Even when someone else is inside?”

“Yes.”

“Do not lie.”

I gripped his hair.

“It is mine. I choose who touches it. I choose you after.”

The answer satisfied something in him.

His mouth covered my cunt.

I cried out against the glass.

Nathan ate me hard.

No teasing.

No restraint.

His tongue moved over my clit while two fingers entered me. I watched his reflection in the window and the sea beyond it.

A crew member crossed the private terrace outside carrying folded towels.

He stopped when he saw us through the glass.

Our eyes met.

Nathan did not know.

The crew member looked away immediately and continued.

The risk moved through me.

Nathan felt the sudden tightening.

“What?”

“Someone saw.”

He lifted his mouth.

“Who?”

“Crew.”

His eyes changed.

“Did he stop?”

“One second.”

Nathan stood.

His mouth was wet.

He turned me toward the window.

“Then give him something to remember.”

He entered me from behind.

No one else.

My hands hit the glass.

The terrace remained empty.

The possibility did not.

Nathan fucked me against the window while crew moved through corridors behind black glass and the Mediterranean reflected our bodies back at us.

“Whose wife?” he asked.

“Yours.”

“Who stays?”

“I do.”

“Who leaves?”

“No one.”

“Good girl.”

I came with my forehead against the glass.

Nathan came inside me seconds later.

We stayed there until his cock softened.

Then he pulled out and watched his come run down my thigh.

“Tonight,” he said, “we stop pretending the jealousy is a problem to solve.”

“What is it?”

“Part of the price.”

I looked at our reflection.

Two rich people naked against glass.

No company.

No press.

No board.

Only the marriage paying for what it wanted.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE SECOND DINNER

The second dinner began at sunset near Sardinia.

The chef served oysters, grilled lobster, and steak beneath an awning open to the sea. The crew had replaced every glass, every cloth, every cushion touched the night before.

Luxury meant no evidence unless we wanted it.

I wore a black evening gown with a back low enough to show Richard’s fading handprints.

Nathan wore a tuxedo without a tie.

Eleanor chose silver.

Simone wore white.

The contrast felt deliberate.

Malcolm sat across from me.

His jacket fit his shoulders badly because tailoring could only negotiate so much.

No one touched beneath the table during the first course.

That made everyone restless.

The crew served the oysters one at a time on beds of crushed ice. Each shell carried a small spoon of caviar and a line of citrus oil. The steward placed mine down while I watched Simone’s bare foot slide beneath Nathan’s chair.

He felt it.

His hand stopped near his wine.

I did not look under the table. I watched his face.

Simone moved her foot higher.

Nathan continued discussing ports with Luca.

The control made my pulse faster than a visible hand would have.

I lifted an oyster.

“Open,” I told Eleanor.

She leaned across the table.

I fed it to her from the shell.

Salt water ran over her lower lip.

I caught it with my thumb.

Richard watched me put the thumb in my mouth.

The steward returned for the empty shell.

His eyes remained on the tray.

Two knocks sounded from the service door behind us.

The sound from the yacht tour.

Every body at the table reacted.

A second steward entered with wine.

Nothing happened.

No discovery.

No one bent over furniture.

The anticipation still moved through the group like a hand.

Mara whispered to Grant.

“I like the knocks.”

“So does everyone.”

The steward poured for Malcolm.

Simone’s foot remained between Nathan’s legs.

I reached beneath the table at last and found Eleanor’s knee.

She opened for me immediately.

My fingers traveled under silver fabric.

Her cunt was bare and already wet.

She kept eating while I touched her.

Richard saw the movement in my shoulder.

“Victoria.”

“What?”

“Do not make her come before dessert.”

Eleanor looked at him.

“You are assuming she can.”

I pushed two fingers inside his wife.

Her spoon hit the plate.

The sound made the crew member behind Malcolm glance up.

I smiled.

That made everyone restless.

Richard raised his glass.

“Tonight, no one disappears.”

The sentence was for me and Nathan.

He did not pretend otherwise.

“Open deck only?” Grant asked.

“Until the last person leaves it.”

Mara smiled.

“And after?”

“Cabins belong to marriages.”

That rule centered the night.

Whatever happened outside would return home behind a private door.

Sofia lifted an oyster.

“Are we planning an orgy or a military operation?”

Grant looked at her.

“The difference is logistics.”

Luca laughed.

Eleanor placed one bare foot on Richard’s chair between his legs.

He continued drinking as if nothing happened.

Simone looked at Nathan.

“Did your wife survive the open door?”

“I am sitting here,” I said.

“I asked him.”

Nathan met Simone’s eyes.

“She survived.”

“Did you?”

“Ask after midnight.”

The answer tightened my cunt.

Malcolm noticed.

He had become good at watching my face.

“What do you want from my husband?” Simone asked me.

The table quieted.

No crew stood close enough to hear.

I looked at Malcolm.

“His size.”

He did not move.

“Only that?”

“No.”

“What else?”

“The control.”

Malcolm’s fingers closed around the wineglass.

“Do you think he has more than Nathan?”

“No.”

My husband looked at me.

The answer mattered.

Simone continued.

“Then why him?”

“Because he is different and I want to know the difference.”

Malcolm’s mouth curved.

Nathan placed one hand on my thigh under the table.

Not hidden.

Everyone saw the movement.

“And you?” I asked Simone. “What do you want from Nathan?”

“His attention.”

“You had his cock in your mouth.”

“That is not the same thing.”

The answer was more dangerous than anything physical.

Nathan’s hand stopped.

Simone looked at me.

“I want to know what he sees when he looks at you after another man makes you come.”

My throat tightened.

She wanted the center.

Not my husband.

The way he returned to me.

That made me like her more.

And trust her less.

“You cannot have that,” I said.

“I know.”

Malcolm put a hand on his wife’s neck.

The tenderness of the gesture changed the table.

No one was trying to steal anyone.

Everyone wanted to touch the thing they could not own.

Eleanor’s toes moved beneath Richard’s chair.

He caught her ankle.

“Later.”

She looked at me.

“Your word.”

I remembered the sun room.

Her unfinished orgasm.

The debt.

“Tonight,” I said.

Richard heard.

“So did mine.”

Nathan’s thumb moved over my thigh.

“What do you owe her?”

“An orgasm.”

“Only one?”

Eleanor smiled.

“She is ambitious.”

Mara leaned across Grant.

“Can the rest of us vote?”

“No,” I said.

“Then I support three.”

The table laughed.

A steward approached with the final course.

Chocolate, salt, olive oil.

He placed the plate in front of me.

His eyes did not move to the marks on my back.

“Mrs. Sterling.”

“Thank you.”

He turned away.

Malcolm watched him leave.

“The crew knows what happens after dinner.”

“They knew before boarding,” Richard said.

“Knowing is not hearing.”

Sofia put down her spoon.

“What will they hear?”

Nathan looked at me.

I answered.

“Everything.”

The word traveled around the table.

Eleanor stood first.

She removed the silver dress and let it fall beside her chair.

No underwear.

The gold chain at her waist.

Richard opened his shirt.

Simone stood and took Malcolm’s hand.

Mara climbed onto the table between the dessert plates.

Grant lifted her skirt.

Sofia kissed Luca with chocolate still on her tongue.

The crew remained beyond the black glass.

The second night began under white linen before anyone reached the upper deck.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE UPPER DECK

At eleven forty, the lights on the upper deck changed.

White lamps dimmed.

Underwater lights turned the pool blue.

Small flames burned in glass cylinders along the rail. The sea disappeared beyond them. Only stars and black water remained.

No music.

The engines.

The wind.

Ten adults breathing differently.

Mara lay naked on the dining table while Grant licked chocolate from her stomach. Sofia sat on Luca’s shoulders near the pool, one hand between her legs. Richard and Eleanor kissed against the rail. Simone stood between Malcolm and Nathan.

I watched from the top of the stairs.

No one had touched me since dinner.

The anticipation made my skin hurt.

Nathan saw me.

“Come here.”

I walked toward him.

Black gown.

Gold earrings.

No underwear.

Malcolm stood on Simone’s other side.

The three of them formed a line.

Simone smiled.

“Which one first?”

“Not you.”

Her eyebrows lifted.

I touched her face and kissed her.

Her mouth opened.

Nathan’s hand went to the back of my neck.

Malcolm’s hand settled at Simone’s waist.

We kissed between our husbands.

Then Eleanor joined us.

Her tongue touched the corner of my mouth.

Sofia came down from Luca’s shoulders and pressed against Eleanor’s back.

Four women stood together in the center of the deck.

The men formed a loose circle around us.

Watching.

Hard.

Waiting.

Mara left the table and completed the line.

Five wives.

Five husbands.

Open water.

I took Simone’s lower lip between my teeth.

“Tell Nathan what you want.”

She looked at him.

“Your cock.”

“More.”

“I want your wife to watch me take it.”

My cunt tightened.

Eleanor felt it where her thigh pressed mine.

She laughed.

“Victoria likes direct women.”

“I like honest ones.”

Mara put one hand beneath my gown.

Her fingers found my wet cunt.

“Honest enough?”

I opened my legs.

“More.”

Sofia pulled the gown from my shoulders.

The black fabric fell.

I stood naked except for earrings and heels.

Mara’s fingers entered me.

Eleanor kissed my neck.

Simone watched Nathan.

I looked at Malcolm.

“Take it out.”

He opened his trousers.

No teasing this time.

His cock came free.

The deck reacted.

Sofia swore softly.

Mara stopped moving her fingers.

Even Richard looked twice.

Nearly nine inches had been a number.

The real thing was heavier, thicker near the base, dark against Malcolm’s white shirt.

Simone wrapped one hand around it.

Her fingers did not meet.

I felt Nathan watching my face.

“Say it,” he told me.

“He is enormous.”

“Do you want it?”

“Yes.”

Malcolm looked at Nathan.

“Your wife answers fast.”

“She has been waiting two days.”

“Two weeks,” I corrected.

Nathan’s eyes darkened.

Eleanor touched my mouth.

“Greedy executive.”

“Finish your debt before judging me.”

I pushed her down onto the white cushion.

Richard came behind her.

I knelt between Eleanor’s legs.

Nathan stood beside my head.

Malcolm and Simone remained in front of us.

Everyone could see everyone.

I put my mouth on Eleanor’s cunt.

She cried out immediately.

The sound traveled across the deck.

Richard opened her legs wider.

“Do not stop this time.”

“I decide.”

Nathan caught my hair.

“Tonight, I decide.”

I looked up.

His cock was hard inches from my face.

“Then tell me.”

“Make her come.”

I licked Eleanor’s clit.

She grabbed the cushion.

Richard touched her breasts from behind.

Nathan guided his cock to my mouth.

I sucked him while eating Eleanor.

The first rhythm formed.

My tongue on her.

My mouth around him.

Richard’s hands on his wife.

Then Simone knelt beside Nathan.

She took the base of his cock while the head remained in my mouth.

Our hands touched.

She stroked what I could not take.

Nathan looked down at both women sharing him.

“Good girls.”

The words tightened every cunt on the cushion.

Malcolm stood behind Simone.

His cock rested against her back.

Mara came beside me and kissed my wet cheek.

“You taste like Eleanor.”

“Try.”

She licked the corner of my mouth.

Then kissed Sofia with Eleanor’s taste still on her tongue.

The women passed it between them.

Eleanor watched.

“Filthy.”

I pulled off Nathan.

“Beg.”

Her eyes went to Richard.

He shook his head.

“This is between you.”

Eleanor looked at me.

“Make me come.”

“Louder.”

“Make me come, you cruel bitch.”

I lowered my mouth again.

Nathan pushed his cock back between my lips.

Simone stroked the base.

Richard put two fingers inside Eleanor.

She screamed.

The sound echoed off the upper deck and returned from the black glass wall.

A crew member stood one level below with a tray of fresh water.

He heard everything.

He set the tray down and left.

No one stopped.

Eleanor’s thighs tightened around my head.

Her orgasm began under my tongue.

I kept licking.

Richard’s fingers moved inside her.

Nathan’s cock filled my mouth.

Simone’s hand worked the base.

Eleanor came hard enough to lift her hips from the cushion.

I swallowed her sounds against my husband.

When she finished, I rose.

My mouth shone.

Eleanor pulled me down and kissed me.

She licked her own taste from my tongue.

Nathan groaned.

Malcolm watched.

“Now,” I said.

The deck went quiet around the word.

I looked at Nathan.

“Still here?”

His hand touched my face.

“Always.”

I turned toward Malcolm.

“Show me the difference.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE CENTER

Malcolm did not move until Nathan nodded.

The gesture was small.

Not surrender.

Not ownership.

Recognition between two men who understood that my body was not a prize passed between them.

I chose.

Nathan stayed.

Malcolm removed his white shirt.

His chest was broad enough to block part of the deck behind him. A scar crossed one shoulder. Not decoration. Not the polished body of a man built only for photographs.

Simone touched the scar.

“Knee surgery,” she said.

“I did not ask.”

“You were staring.”

“At something else.”

Malcolm’s cock stood between us.

The head reached above my navel when he came close.

Nathan watched me measure with my eyes.

“Still want the difference?”

“Yes.”

“Say what you are afraid of.”

I looked at the size.

“That it will hurt.”

Malcolm’s hand settled on my hip.

“It will, at first.”

No romantic lie.

No promise that wanting erased anatomy.

The honesty made me wetter.

Nathan touched the inside of my thigh.

“We take time.”

“We?” Malcolm asked.

Nathan looked at him.

“We.”

Simone smiled.

“There are the terms.”

I lay back on the white cushion.

The deck remained open around us.

Richard sat behind Eleanor near the rail. Sofia and Luca watched from the pool edge. Grant had Mara across his lap. No one pretended not to look.

Nathan knelt between my legs first.

He spread my cunt with both hands and put his mouth on me.

Malcolm stood over us, stroking his cock slowly.

Simone knelt beside my head.

“Look at him.”

“I am.”

“No. Look at your husband.”

I turned.

Nathan’s tongue moved over my clit.

His eyes stayed on mine.

Malcolm’s size waited beyond his shoulder.

Simone kissed me.

Her tongue tasted like Nathan from the cinema lounge.

I grabbed her neck and deepened the kiss.

Nathan pushed two fingers inside me.

Then three.

My hips lifted.

“Open for him,” he said.

“I am trying.”

“More.”

He worked his fingers slowly.

Malcolm’s hand moved along his shaft.

The sight made my cunt tighten around Nathan.

He felt it.

“You like watching him.”

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

I looked at Malcolm.

“Your cock is making me wetter before it touches me.”

His control slipped for one breath.

Simone saw.

“He likes being described.”

“So does Nathan.”

My husband added his tongue to his fingers.

I cried out.

The deck moved beneath me.

A light wind lifted the corner of the white cushion.

Eleanor came closer.

She knelt beside Nathan and touched my clit while he stretched me.

“Greedy,” she whispered.

“Help him.”

She put two fingers beside Nathan’s.

The pressure became fuller.

Four fingers.

Slow.

My thighs shook.

Nathan looked at Malcolm.

“Not yet.”

Malcolm nodded.

No argument.

That control mattered more than the size.

Simone held my face.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“Full.”

“More.”

“My husband and Eleanor opening my pussy for Malcolm.”

“Does that turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

I looked at Nathan.

“Because he is doing it with me.”

Not to me.

With me.

Nathan removed one finger.

Then another.

Eleanor kept hers inside.

He kissed my inner thigh.

“Now?”

“Not yet.”

His mouth curved.

“Good.”

He pushed his fingers back in.

I cursed.

The deck laughed.

Malcolm did not.

He watched my face with the discipline that had built hotels and survived arenas.

“Still no?” he asked.

“Still no.”

“Tell me when.”

Nathan moved his fingers.

Eleanor rubbed my clit.

Simone kissed my breasts.

Three people prepared me while Malcolm waited.

The luxury was not the yacht.

It was time.

No one rushing because a room was booked by the hour.

No neighbor behind a wall.

No phone.

No world except the one moving beneath us.

My body softened.

The pressure changed from resistance to hunger.

I reached for Malcolm.

“Now.”

He came between my legs.

Nathan did not move away.

He stayed beside my hip, one hand on my stomach.

Malcolm placed the head of his cock against my wet pussy.

The size was clear there.

Not a number.

A stretch before penetration.

I held Nathan’s wrist.

“Look at me,” he said.

I did.

Malcolm pushed the first inch inside.

Pain.

Heat.

My cunt opened around a shape larger than any I had taken.

I breathed out.

“Stop.”

He stopped.

No frustration.

No movement.

Nathan kissed my mouth.

“Still here?”

“Always.”

Eleanor touched my clit.

The pain became mixed with pleasure.

“Again,” I said.

Malcolm pushed deeper.

Another inch.

Then another.

My mouth opened against Nathan’s.

The deck disappeared at the edges.

Only Nathan’s face.

Malcolm’s cock entering slowly.

Eleanor’s fingers.

Simone’s hand on my breast.

“Tell me,” Nathan said.

“He is stretching me.”

“More.”

“He is bigger than you.”

The truth tightened his jaw.

My cunt tightened around Malcolm.

Malcolm groaned.

Nathan kissed me harder.

“Keep going.”

Malcolm pushed.

The length entered until my body stopped him.

Not all.

Enough to make my legs shake.

“How much?” I asked.

Simone looked.

“Two inches left.”

“Fuck.”

Nathan’s thumb rubbed my clit.

“You do not need all of it.”

“I want all of it.”

Malcolm’s hand closed around my thigh.

“Then take your time.”

I moved my hips.

One small movement.

The cock entered deeper.

The stretch burned.

I held Nathan.

“Again.”

Malcolm withdrew half an inch and pushed back.

My cunt adjusted.

Another movement.

Another.

The last length entered.

His hips met me.

A cry broke out of my throat.

Every face on the deck watched Malcolm Ward bury nearly nine inches inside the executive wife.

Nathan’s hand remained over my heart.

“Everything?”

“Everything.”

“How does it feel?”

“Too much.”

“Do you want him out?”

“No.”

Malcolm stayed still.

My body pulsed around him.

Simone kissed my mouth.

“You took all of him.”

I bit her lip.

“Your husband is inside me.”

“I can see.”

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Does it make you wet?”

Malcolm moved one inch.

My answer became a moan.

Simone smiled.

“Thought so.”

Nathan looked at Malcolm.

“Slow.”

Malcolm pulled halfway out.

The drag made every nerve wake.

He pushed back in.

My hands gripped Nathan and Simone at the same time.

“Again.”

Malcolm obeyed.

Long strokes.

Controlled.

Each one filling me more completely than the last.

Nathan kissed me between them.

Simone licked my neck.

Eleanor touched my clit.

Richard put his hand on his wife’s shoulder and watched her pleasure me while another man fucked me.

The group formed around us.

Not random bodies.

A circle.

I looked at Nathan.

“Do you want Simone?”

“Yes.”

“Take her.”

He did not move.

“Now?”

“Now.”

Simone stood.

Nathan removed his trousers.

She turned her back to him and bent over beside my head.

Her cunt was wet.

Open.

I watched him position his cock.

“Look at me,” I told Simone.

She turned her face.

Nathan entered her.

Her mouth opened.

Malcolm entered me at the same time.

Two husbands.

Two wives.

One cushion beneath open stars.

I reached for Simone.

She kissed me while Nathan fucked her and Malcolm fucked me.

Our moans mixed.

The men found different rhythms.

Nathan shorter and harder.

Malcolm long enough to pull sounds from me before reaching the deepest point.

“Tell me,” I said to Simone.

“Your husband is inside me.”

“More.”

“His cock is stretching my pussy.”

Nathan struck her ass.

She cried out into my mouth.

“Tell her who you are looking at,” he said.

“You.”

She stared at me.

“I am looking at your wife while you fuck me.”

My orgasm moved closer.

Malcolm felt it.

“Who is making you come?” he asked.

I looked at Nathan.

“All of you.”

“Not enough,” Nathan said.

The old demand.

The answer had changed.

“Malcolm’s cock.”

Nathan’s face tightened.

“More.”

“Eleanor’s fingers.”

“More.”

“Simone’s mouth.”

“More.”

I held his eyes while his cock moved inside another woman.

“You watching.”

That was the center.

Nathan’s control broke.

He fucked Simone harder.

Malcolm increased his rhythm.

Eleanor rubbed my clit.

Simone kissed me.

I came around Malcolm’s enormous cock while watching my husband inside his wife.

The orgasm tore through me.

No elegant wave.

My body clenched hard enough to stop Malcolm for one stroke.

I screamed Nathan’s name.

Then Malcolm’s.

Then nothing human.

Nathan watched every contraction.

“Still here?” he called over the sounds.

I forced my eyes open.

“Always.”

The word broke into another orgasm.

Malcolm continued fucking me through it.

Simone came beneath Nathan moments later, mouth open against mine.

The deck erupted around us.

Mara touched herself while watching.

Sofia kissed Eleanor.

Richard’s hand went inside his wife.

Grant stroked his cock beside Mara.

Luca pulled Sofia onto his lap.

The orgy became larger.

But the center remained four people on one white cushion, staring across crossed marriages and refusing to disappear.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

UNDER THE STARS

After the first orgasms, restraint ended.

Bodies moved across the upper deck.

No assigned couples.

No chairs left untouched.

The white cushions became wet with sweat, seawater, saliva, and the evidence of everyone who had stopped pretending luxury was clean.

Malcolm withdrew from me slowly.

The empty ache made me gasp.

Nathan pulled out of Simone.

Both men withdrew slowly. Their cocks shone with everything the night had put on them.

Nothing about it looked practical.

Nothing about it looked clean.

Still an orgy.

Eleanor kissed me while my cunt remained open from Malcolm.

She put two fingers inside.

Her eyes widened.

“He did stretch you.”

I smiled.

“Jealous?”

“Of the cock?”

She looked at Malcolm.

“Yes.”

Richard came behind her.

“And of Victoria?”

“Always.”

He kissed her shoulder.

I pulled Eleanor onto me.

Her cunt pressed against my thigh.

Sofia joined us.

Three women kissing while the men watched.

Mara came last, red hair loose, Grant’s come shining across one breast.

She looked down at us.

“Someone clean me.”

Eleanor reached first.

She licked the white streak from Mara’s skin.

Mara held her hair.

Sofia kissed Eleanor with Grant’s come still on her tongue.

I watched them share the taste.

My cunt tightened again.

Nathan saw.

“Do you want some?”

I looked at Mara’s breast.

“Yes.”

She knelt beside me.

I licked the last drop from her nipple.

Grant watched his come disappear into my mouth.

Nathan caught my chin.

“Show me.”

I opened my mouth.

He kissed me and took the taste.

No humiliation.

No man marked by another.

A husband sharing what his wife chose to bring him.

Mara smiled.

“Rich people really are terrible at dinner.”

Grant pulled her back against him.

“You are still talking.”

“Fix it.”

He pushed two fingers into her mouth.

She sucked them.

Across the deck, Malcolm sat with Simone between his legs. His cock remained hard enough to make the night feel unfinished.

Nearly nine inches did not recover quietly.

Simone stroked him.

Eleanor followed my eyes.

“Again?”

“Not inside me.”

“Where?”

I looked at Nathan.

He understood before I spoke.

“My breasts.”

His jaw tightened.

“Do you want that?”

“Yes.”

Malcolm heard.

He stood.

Simone remained beside him, hand moving along his cock.

Nathan came behind me.

He pulled me upright and held my arms back against his chest.

The position opened my body to the deck.

Malcolm stood in front of me.

“Your husband?”

“He stays.”

Nathan’s mouth touched my ear.

“Always.”

Simone knelt at Malcolm’s side.

She licked the head while stroking the base.

I watched her husband’s cock become wet under her mouth.

Nathan’s hands covered my breasts.

He lifted them.

“Here,” he told Malcolm.

The command moved through me.

Malcolm’s control broke for the first time that night.

His hand worked faster.

Simone looked at me.

“Tell him.”

I held Malcolm’s eyes.

“Come on my tits while my husband holds them for you.”

His breath turned rough.

Nathan pinched my nipples.

“Again.”

“Cover your wife’s breasts.”

Simone sucked the head.

Malcolm groaned.

The first thick line struck my chest.

Hot.

White against brown skin.

The second landed across Nathan’s fingers where he held my breast.

The third crossed my nipple.

Malcolm finished with his cock close enough that I felt every pulse.

Nathan did not move his hands.

Simone looked at the come on me.

Then at my mouth.

“Share?”

I nodded.

She leaned in and licked one breast while Eleanor took the other.

Two women cleaned Malcolm’s come from my skin.

Their tongues moved around Nathan’s fingers.

I watched my husband watch them.

The sight made his cock hard again against my back.

Sofia came close and kissed Eleanor.

Mara licked a drop from Simone’s lower lip.

The women passed Malcolm’s taste from mouth to mouth.

Then Eleanor kissed me.

His come reached my tongue.

Nathan caught my face and kissed me after her.

The taste moved again.

Malcolm watched.

Simone held his softening cock.

Richard stood beside Eleanor.

No one became smaller.

The provocation belonged to all of us.

Nathan turned me.

“Your turn.”

“For what?”

He sat on the cushion and pulled Simone onto his lap.

She straddled him.

Only his hard cock pressed between them.

Nathan looked at me.

“Guide me.”

I wrapped my hand around my husband’s cock while Simone watched.

“Tell me what you are doing,” she said.

“Putting my husband inside you.”

Her cunt rubbed over the wet head.

“Do you want him inside?”

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

I looked at Nathan.

“Fuck her.”

He lifted Simone and lowered her onto his cock.

I watched the head disappear.

Then the shaft.

His thickness opening another woman while my hand remained at the base.

Simone’s eyes rolled.

“Everything?” I asked.

“Almost.”

Nathan pushed up.

Her body reached his lap.

“All of it,” she whispered.

I put one hand on her lower stomach.

The same place I had touched Isabelle.

The same difference.

This time open stars.

Malcolm’s come still on my lips.

Eleanor’s hand on my shoulder.

“Can you feel him?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Where?”

She pressed my hand harder against her belly.

“Here.”

Nathan thrust.

I felt the pressure beneath my palm.

My husband’s cock moving inside Malcolm Ward’s wife.

“Look at me, little slut,” I said.

Simone opened her eyes.

“Better?”

“Much.”

Nathan’s hands held her hips.

“Tell my wife what you are taking.”

“Her husband’s whole cock.”

“More.”

“He is fucking my pussy while she feels him through my stomach.”

My cunt clenched.

Eleanor put her hand between my legs.

“You are soaked again.”

“Keep touching.”

She rubbed my clit while I held Simone’s belly.

Nathan fucked her harder.

Simone’s breasts moved.

Malcolm stood behind me now, one hand on my shoulder, watching his wife take another man.

“Does it hurt?” I asked him.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

He laughed under his breath.

“You learned the word.”

Simone’s body began to shake.

Nathan was close too.

I felt the change in his rhythm.

“Do not come yet.”

He looked at me.

“Why?”

I climbed onto the cushion behind Simone.

Wrapped one arm around her neck.

Pulled her back against my chest.

“I want to hold her when you come inside her.”

Simone moaned.

Nathan’s eyes darkened.

Malcolm’s hand tightened on my shoulder.

I put my palm over Simone’s lower stomach again.

“Look at me.”

She did.

“You wanted his attention.”

“Yes.”

“You have it.”

Nathan thrust deep.

“But he comes looking at me.”

Simone smiled through a broken breath.

“I know.”

That honesty saved the moment.

I kissed her.

Nathan began to come.

The first pulse moved through Simone beneath my hand.

Her body tightened.

The second made her cry into my mouth.

The third triggered her orgasm.

Her cunt clenched around my husband while I held her against my chest.

Nathan came looking at me.

Always.

When the pulses stopped, Simone rested against me.

I kissed her temple.

Malcolm took her hand.

Eleanor touched mine.

The yacht continued through black water.

Below us, crew moved through service passages.

Above us, stars witnessed nothing that could testify.

The final hour became bodies and mouths without sequence.

Richard took Mara against the rail while Grant watched.

Sofia rode Luca near the pool and kissed Eleanor between thrusts.

Malcolm let Eleanor stroke his cock back to hardness but did not enter anyone again.

Nathan ate my cunt on the white cushion while Simone held my legs.

I came once more with three wives kissing above me.

By three thirty, everyone had stopped competing.

We lay across the deck in wet, exhausted lines.

The candles had burned low.

The sea had no opinion.

For the first time all night, neither did I.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

THE WAKE

Nathan carried me to the owner’s suite.

I could have walked.

I did not want to.

My body ached from Malcolm’s size, Eleanor’s mouth, Nathan’s hands, the deck beneath my knees, and every decision that had felt easier while someone was moaning.

The door closed.

Silence arrived.

No crew.

No friends.

No open water except behind glass.

Nathan placed me on the bed.

He went to the bathroom and returned with warm towels.

The same gesture after London.

After the club.

Our private language after public damage.

He cleaned Malcolm’s dried come from beneath my breast.

Then the inside of my thighs.

His hands were gentle around the soreness.

I watched his face.

“Say it.”

“What?”

“What you are thinking.”

Nathan folded the towel.

“That he was too big.”

“He was.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“More than me?”

The old question.

Never solved.

Never really about measurement.

I touched his cheek.

“Different.”

He almost smiled.

“I hate that answer.”

“I know.”

“Did you want him alone?”

The room became smaller.

“No.”

“Tonight?”

“No.”

“Ever?”

I looked at the black windows.

“I do not know.”

Nathan nodded.

No accusation.

The same answer we had carried from the club to Monaco.

I hated it less when it belonged to both of us.

“And Simone?” I asked.

“I wanted her.”

“I saw.”

“I liked her mouth.”

“I saw.”

“I liked being inside her.”

The words tightened my chest.

Nathan put one hand over my heart.

“Still here?”

I covered his hand.

“Always.”

“Then let it hurt.”

Even while it hurt, another want stayed alive beneath it.

I still owed Eleanor a private orgasm.

No husbands. No audience. Just my mouth, her cunt, and the glass walls watching.

We sat in the pain.

No sex to erase it.

No perfect sentence.

Nathan reached for the black notebook Richard had left in the suite. It contained the yacht rules, emergency contacts, and blank pages for anything a couple decided after boarding.

He opened to the first blank page.

“What are you doing?”

“Writing down what we learned before we rewrite it in our heads.”

That was an investor’s answer.

A husband’s fear sat beneath it.

He wrote:

OPEN DOORS DO NOT MAKE ABSENCE EASY.

I took the pen.

WATCHING IS NOT THE SAME AS KNOWING.

Nathan added:

NO CLOSED CABIN THE FIRST TIME WITH SOMEONE NEW.

I looked at him.

“First time?”

He did not apologize for the phrase.

“If there is a second.”

I wrote:

SAY IT BEFORE IT BECOMES A SECRET.

Nathan read the line twice.

Then he wrote our oldest new rule.

STILL HERE?

I completed it.

ALWAYS.

The page looked too clean for what it represented. Four sentences in black ink trying to contain jealousy, desire, fear, and nearly nine inches of another man.

“Rules stop rich people from becoming stupid,” I said.

“Richard’s line.”

“He was right.”

“Do you believe rules can stop us?”

“No.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Then why write them?”

“So we know exactly what we broke.”

The answer made him laugh once.

Tired.

Real.

I closed the notebook before we slept and placed it in my handbag beside the black Circle card.

One had opened the world.

The other recorded what it cost us to stay inside it.

The air conditioner turned on.

Water moved against the hull.

A crew door closed somewhere in the corridor.

I looked at Nathan’s mouth.

“You came looking at me.”

“Yes.”

“She knew.”

“Yes.”

“That helped.”

“I know.”

He lay beside me.

I turned into him.

For several minutes, we said nothing.

My body trembled after the adrenaline left.

Nathan covered me with a sheet and held me tighter.

“I am afraid this gets bigger than us,” I said.

“It already is.”

“That is not comforting.”

“No.”

“What if we become people who only know how to want more?”

Nathan touched the bite Eleanor had left again near my shoulder. A new mark sat beside the old one.

“Then we learn how to stop.”

“Can you?”

“I stopped Simone.”

The cinema lounge.

Her mouth on him.

My appearance at the door.

He had stopped.

Not forever.

For me in that moment.

I kissed his chest.

“Can I?”

“You stopped Eleanor in the sun room.”

“To punish her.”

“You still stopped.”

I laughed against him.

The laugh became a tired sound.

Nathan moved lower and put his mouth against my stomach.

Not sexual.

A kiss where my hand had felt him moving inside Simone earlier.

“You told her I always come looking at you.”

“She already knew.”

“How?”

“She watched us on the platform.”

The Circle kept seeing what we were still learning.

Nathan rested his head beside my hip.

“Was this worth it?”

I looked at the room.

The enormous bed.

The dark sea.

My black gown on the floor.

A gold earring near the door.

The faint ache of another man inside me and the stronger memory of my husband’s eyes.

“Yes.”

“Too fast.”

“You knew.”

“I wanted to hear it.”

I touched his hair.

“Was it worth it for you?”

Nathan looked up.

“Yes.”

The answer cut.

I let it.

“Good,” I said.

This time the word did not feel like a weapon.

It felt like truth.

We slept for four hours.

When I woke, Nathan’s hand was still over my stomach.

The yacht moved north toward Monaco.

The weekend was ending.

The marriage was not.


CHAPTER TWENTY

THE FOURTH DOOR

Breakfast was served at ten.

No one dressed formally.

White robes. Dark glasses. Bruises. Bite marks. Exhaustion hidden behind coffee cups worth more than some people’s rent.

The crew moved around us without hesitation.

A steward placed fruit in front of Malcolm while Eleanor’s teeth marks remained visible on his shoulder.

Another poured coffee for Simone while Nathan’s handprint darkened one hip.

No one stared.

No one needed to.

Mara raised her cup.

“To surviving rich people.”

Grant looked at her.

“You are a rich person.”

“I remain disappointed.”

Luca laughed.

Sofia held an ice pack against the inside of one thigh.

Richard placed the final black envelope in the center of the table.

Not green wax this time.

Clear.

A seal made of black glass.

Everyone looked at it.

“What is that?” I asked.

Malcolm answered.

“A house.”

Eleanor stopped drinking.

Richard looked at him.

“You were going to wait.”

“I changed my mind.”

Malcolm slid the envelope toward Nathan.

My husband did not open it.

He looked at me.

The old habit.

The new world.

I nodded.

Inside was a photograph.

Snow.

Dark mountains.

A house built almost entirely of black glass and stone. Long horizontal windows. No neighboring buildings. A narrow road disappearing into trees.

On the back, one line.

THE HOUSE WATCHES BACK.

My skin tightened.

“Where?” Nathan asked.

“Swiss Alps,” Malcolm said.

“Circle property?”

“Older than the Circle.”

Simone touched the edge of the photograph.

“Rooms behind rooms. Glass that is transparent from one side. Corridors where you can watch without being seen.”

Eleanor looked at me.

The sun room returned.

Nathan outside the glass.

My palm against his.

“Recordings?” I asked.

“Never,” Malcolm said. “Nothing leaves the house.”

“Who attends?”

“You learn after arrival.”

Richard leaned back.

“The yacht was supposed to be their fourth door.”

“It was,” Malcolm said.

“And this?”

He looked at me.

“The fifth.”

I held the photograph.

The black notebook waited in my handbag beside the Circle card. I slid the photograph between them.

Invitation. Rules. Consequence.

The house did not look erotic.

That made it worse.

No red lights.

No masks in the image.

Only money, snow, black glass, and the promise that someone could stand inches away without being visible.

Nathan touched the photograph.

“When?”

“Six weeks.”

I looked at him.

He looked at me.

The same question in both faces.

Not whether we wanted it.

Whether we could survive wanting it this quickly.

Captain Laurent announced that Monaco would appear within the hour.

The crew began preparing the yacht for harbor.

Luxury returning to order.

Sheets removed.

Glasses replaced.

Bodies covered.

Evidence erased.

The weekend would become impossible from the marina.

I went to the owner’s suite and dressed in the white blouse from the flight.

Fresh one.

Same cut.

Black trousers.

Dark glasses.

Nathan entered while I buttoned the cuffs.

“You are doing it again.”

“What?”

“Turning back into her.”

“I never stopped being her.”

He came behind me.

His hands settled at my waist.

The mirror showed the executive wife.

Perfect blouse.

Straight shoulders.

A bruise above the collar.

Nathan’s mouth near my ear.

“Do you want the house?”

“Yes.”

“Too fast.”

“You knew.”

“I wanted to hear it.”

I turned.

“Do you?”

Nathan looked toward the photograph on the bed.

“Yes.”

The answer no longer surprised me.

It still hurt.

Good.

Pain meant the doors mattered.

We returned to the upper deck as Monaco grew from the horizon.

The harbor filled with white yachts, glass towers, and people who believed wealth made lives visible.

They had no idea.

The ten of us stood near the rail fully dressed.

Couples again.

Public versions restored.

A photographer waited near the marina entrance.

Not for us.

A film actor had arrived on another yacht with two security boats and a woman half his age. Cameras turned toward them. Our car waited twenty yards away with tinted windows and the Sterling name nowhere visible.

The easiest way to hide powerful people was to place more famous people beside them.

Captain Laurent shook Nathan’s hand.

“Your flight plan has been confirmed.”

Clara would be waiting in Nice.

I wondered if she knew what we had done on the yacht.

Probably. She knew everything else.

The curtain would still divide the jet.

The thought made me smile.

The captain turned to me.

“I hope Asteria met your expectations.”

I looked at the spotless deck.

No trace of Malcolm’s come on my breasts.

No wet cushion where Eleanor had screamed.

No evidence that Nathan had come inside Simone while I held her.

“Exceeded them.”

The captain’s expression remained calm.

“Very good, Mrs. Sterling.”

A steward carried our luggage down the gangway. The same man who had stopped outside the cinema lounge held my garment bag.

Our eyes met.

He knew.

I knew he knew.

Neither of us changed expression.

That was luxury too.

Eleanor came beside me.

Her hand brushed mine.

“Did you learn how I sound without witnesses?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want it again?”

I looked at Nathan.

Simone stood near him.

Malcolm beside her.

Richard behind Eleanor.

All the complications we had purchased waiting in daylight.

“Yes.”

Eleanor smiled.

The yacht entered the harbor.

Crew took positions.

Cameras appeared on the quay, pointed toward a different vessel.

No one looked at us.

Nathan took my hand.

“First door?”

“My secret.”

“Second?”

“Jealousy.”

“Third?”

“The world.”

“Fourth?”

I looked back at the open sea.

The deck where Malcolm had stretched me around nearly nine inches.

The glass room where Eleanor had begged.

The cushion where I had held Simone while my husband came inside her.

The curtain on the jet.

The crew moving close enough to hear.

“Everything in the open.”

Nathan squeezed my hand.

“And the fifth?”

I looked at the black-glass house in my other hand.

“Watching.”

“Still here?”

Monaco glittered ahead.

The next door waited in snow.

“Always.”
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