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A Note from the Author

This story picks up right where Book 2   left off. Cassie, Noah, Elena, and the partners and executives of Klein, Helion & West are already well into their arrangement and this book doesn't slow down to catch you up.

If you're new here, I'd love for you to start with Book 1 .  The journey is better when you've lived every step of it with Cassie and Noah.

For those of you who've been here since the beginning — Welcome Back darlings!

This one gets into some new territory for Cassie, and I think you're going to love where it takes her.

~ Emily Felix


Chapter I

The morning light came in south-facing and generous the way it always did in this apartment, laying itself across the bedroom floor in a long rectangle that moved with the hour, and Cassie had been watching it shift for twenty minutes before she got up.

Noah had left for work at seven. She'd heard the coffee, heard the door, heard him move through the apartment with the particular freedom of a man who no longer had to think about it — no more careful footsteps, no more easing the door shut by degrees, no more lying still in the dark willing himself not to roll over in case the bedframe gave them away to whoever was sleeping on the other side of a wall you could practically hear breathing through. The old apartment had made them both small in ways neither of them had named until they stopped. In here the walls were solid and the floors didn't speak and they could make love the way they wanted to — loud, unhurried, with the lights on — and the only thing that put a ceiling on any of that now was her calendar. Which was, Cassie and Noah had decided, a trade they could live with. She'd lain in the white linen and listened to the city take him and thought about the weekend.

One more week away.

Some mornings she still reached for her phone before she was fully awake and checked the balance. Old habit. The number that came back was no longer a thing she needed to brace for, and the small shock of that — the absence of dread where dread used to live — still caught her sometimes before she'd had her coffee. Elena's building. Elena's apartment, technically, though it had stopped feeling that way somewhere around the third week, when Noah had hung the print they'd bought together in the market and it had looked, against the high white wall, like it had always been there. The rent came out of her salary from the firm. Her salary from the work . Every morning the light came through the south-facing windows and lay itself across the floor and Cassie let herself have it — just that, just the light, without doing the arithmetic — and it was enough.

Noah was different here. More himself — as though the thin walls of the old apartment had been compressing something in him that had quietly expanded the moment they moved. He came home on appointment days and stood in the middle of the room with his jaw tight and his cock already hard before she'd put her bag down, and looked at her like she was the only fact in the world that mattered. Not a man being diminished. A man who'd chosen this with his eyes open and found something in the choosing that fit him.

The belt on his waist every week when they went out — actually going out now, every week, because they could. The firm's calendar was now on both their phones. The notification sound something Noah had started recognising before she'd even reached for her phone to check.

These past weeks had been the busiest of her working life. Elena had warned her the first months would run hot — you're new, the executives talk, once word moves through the roster that there's a girl worth booking everyone wants to be the man who had her early  — and she hadn't been wrong. Nine more appointments between Elena's call about Vegas and this morning. She'd counted them lying in the white linen last night, Noah's arm across her stomach and his breathing still sleep-slow, counting them the way you counted things you still didn't quite believe, like she did with her bank balance. The tech executive who'd had her bent over the hotel desk with the whole city spread out in the dark glass in front of her. The senior partner from the Chicago office, in town for two days, who'd taken the full two-hour block on both of them. The three in a single week in October that had left her specifically sore in ways Noah had felt without being told — he'd held her for an hour that Wednesday without asking for anything, just his mouth at her temple and his hand moving slow on her back, because after all these months he knew, without being told, what the job had asked of her.

The abstinence windows had been the one pressure she could actually feel in her marriage after taking up this job. The firm's protocol was clear and she'd always kept it — no sex with Noah for twenty-four hours before a booking, her body arriving untouched for whichever executive who had booked her for 'special analysis' on the firm calendar — but a dozen appointments in ten weeks since starting this job meant the gaps between her and Noah had stacked in ways neither of them had quite prepared for. Some weeks she'd counted three days running where the calendar put someone on one end and the abstinence rule bracketed the other, and Noah had come home to find her already dressed for work and already unavailable and had stood in the kitchen with his cock hard and said nothing, because he was choosing to be inside this and choosing meant holding the parts that cost him something without making them her problem to carry.

She loved him so much for that, it sometimes sat in her chest like a bruise.

Elena had told her it would eventually get better. Once she'd worked through the full roster — once every man who wanted to know what the new girl was like had found out — the schedule would settle into something more leisurely. Cassie had been holding onto that promise. She still had a handful of men in the executive level she hadn't met yet, and after that the calendar would start to breathe, and breathing meant more nights that belonged only to Noah. She still loved that. Loved him inside her more than she had before the job, which was not something she'd expected and not something she'd said out loud. Work was work. Noah was Noah. But things have gotten significantly more charged, in a good way, mainly on the days of her homecomings.

The homecomings had been worth every hour counted. She'd walk through the door still warm from whatever the appointment had left in her body and Noah would be there — on the sofa, in the kitchen, sometimes just standing in the middle of the bedroom like he'd been pacing and stopped the moment he heard her key — and the look on his face was something she'd stopped trying to name because she already knew what it was and knowing was enough. His jaw. His hands finding her before she'd put her bag down. The way he needed to hear all of it, every detail, his voice going rough and stripped of everything careful while she gave it to him — and the way he fucked her after, harder than usual, deeper than usual, like he was answering something.

And underneath all of it, running constant since that particular call from Elena: Las Vegas. For the annual founders' private poker game. Two nights. All four of them. I want you there with me.

Cassie got up, made coffee, stood at the window with the mug in both hands and watched the city. Vegas in a week. She'd been with Victor — knew his ceremony, the way he took his time with her like she was something he'd earned. With Alejandro, who didn't take his time at all and didn't need to. With Marcus, whose warmth had caught her off guard in a way she still thought about. She knew what she was walking into. Mostly.

She still hadn't met West.

Elena had told her almost nothing. He's the one I'd want in my corner if I needed something.  That was all she'd given her, and Cassie had been turning it over since the call, getting nowhere with it.

There were other things she'd been turning over too. The weekend meant four men — Victor, Alejandro, Marcus, and West — and all of them at once, or close enough to once that the distinction wouldn't matter much by the end of the first night. She'd never done that. One at a time, yes. A second round the same evening, twice. But a room full of them, taking turns or not bothering with turns — that was new. She was pretty sure she knew what it would look like. She was also pretty sure she was right.

And Elena would be there. Working the same room, the same night, the same men. Cassie had thought about that more than she'd thought about any of them — Elena's mouth, the particular way she moved, the memory of Elena’s hands on her pussy during that portfolio shoot settling between her thighs like Elena’s fingers did that afternoon and none of the images running inside her head were innocent. She hadn't done anything with those thoughts yet. She suspected next Friday would do it for her.

She was still turning it all over inside her when Elena knocked at ten.

***

They were on their second cup of coffee when Elena said it.

"The weekend will include anal." She said it the way she said most things — directly, no cushioning around it. "For both of us. It's been part of the founders' weekend since before I started. I want you to know that going in rather than finding out when you're already in the room."

Cassie set her mug down.

The thing was — and this was the part she hadn't expected — it didn't arrive as pure shock. There was shock in it, her stomach dropping the way it did when you missed a step in the dark, but underneath that was something she recognised uncomfortably as the absence of surprise. Some part of her had been waiting for this particular sentence since the morning she'd first sat across from Victor and Monica and been given the number. The number. The one that had made her go very still in her chair and look at them and understand, in a way she hadn't fully articulated to herself until this moment, that money at that scale didn't leave room for negotiating the edges of what you were willing to give. For fuck's sake, her official position at the firm was executive analyst. These men were paying for all of her. She'd known that. She'd chosen not to look at it directly, but she'd known it.

"I've never—" she started.

"I know," Elena said.

"Not with anyone. Not even Noah."

"Sweetie, your face when it heard the word ‘anal’ told all of it…" Elena's voice was even, not unkind — the tone of a woman who'd had this conversation before and understood what it asked of the person sitting across from her. "Which is exactly why I'm not telling you on the plane. There's a way to do this that makes the experience genuinely good rather than something you white-knuckle through. Your body can be ready for it — actually ready, not just braced. But it needs time and it needs the right preparation, and that starts today."

Cassie looked at her. "Today?"

"There’s no better day than today. Ain’t it?" Elena reached for her large Hermès on the chair. "Come with me."

***

The box she set on the bathroom counter held three plugs in graduated sizes, each nested in its own fitted slot. Black silicone, smooth, the smallest no larger than Cassie's two fingers and the largest — she looked at it and then looked away.

"We start with this one," Elena said, lifting the smallest free. "Your body needs to know what's coming before it gets there. This is how it learns."

She set the other two back and closed the box, leaving it on the counter where Cassie could see it.

"When the small one starts feeling like nothing," Elena said, "you move to the next size. By the time we board the plane you'll have worked through all three. By Friday night you're going to want to be able to take what's coming — and trust me, you'll want to be able to take it."

Cassie looked at the box. At the one in Elena's hand. At her own face in the mirror above the counter, which had gone very still.

"Will you be doing it too?" Cassie asked. "Anal."

Elena looked at her the way she looked at things she'd long since made peace with. "Every hole, every night. That's the weekend." She picked up the smallest plug, turned it once in her fingers. "I've done this weekend before. I know what those two nights ask for." The corner of her mouth lifted, just slightly. "I'm not bringing you into that room unprepared. And I'm not going in unprepared either."

Cassie felt her pussy clench. Just once, involuntary, at the words and the tone and the absolute ease with which Elena had said them. Ten years. The woman had been doing this for ten years and it showed in every syllable.

"These men have been very good to us, Cassie. Friday is when we're very good back." Elena said,

"Yeah, I get it…" Cassie said.

Elena's mouth curved. "Good girl." She uncapped the lubricant she'd taken from her bag along with the plug kit. "Lean over the counter. Hands on the marble."

Cassie moved before she'd finished the sentence. She'd been thinking about Elena's hands for weeks now if she wasn’t lying to herself — the thought surfacing and being pushed back down and surfacing again — and now here they were, warm and certain on her hips, positioning her, and the thinking was over.

Elena's eyes held hers in the mirror for just a moment — long enough for Cassie to understand that Elena knew exactly what she was doing and had always known — before her fingers hooked into the waistband of Cassie's pyjama bottoms and drew them down, panties with them, slow enough to feel it. Cassie watched it happen in the mirror and felt her face do something she didn't try to control.

The first lubed finger pressed in slowly, circling, coaxing — Elena in no hurry, clearly enjoying the sounds Cassie was already making. Cassie's breath went shallow. After a good minute or two with it, Elena added a second, the stretch feeling strange and insistent, her knuckles whitening on the marble edge, her reflection watching her with pink cheeks and parted lips and an expression that had stopped pretending.

"Breathe," Elena said behind her, her free hand flat on the small of Cassie's back, holding her there.

Cassie breathed. Elena's fingers pressed deeper, circled, withdrew slightly and pressed again — and the sound Cassie made was low and unplanned and she felt the flush climb her throat all the way to her ears.

"Good," Elena said. "That's your body learning."

Then she reached for the plug.

"Breathe out," Elena said. "Relax the muscle and push out. Don't hold against it."

Cassie breathed out.

The plug was wider than Elena's fingers and Cassie felt every millimetre of it — her mouth dropping open, a moan pulling out of her that she hadn't decided to make, her hips pushing back against the toy before her brain had caught up with what her body was doing.

"There," Elena said, settling the base flush against her. "Done. That's the first one."

Cassie straightened. In the mirror her cheeks were pink, her nipples hard and pressing through the satin of her pyjama top, her eyes slightly glassy, her lips parted. She could feel it with every shift of her weight — a low pulse that had no business being as good as it was. A year ago that would have horrified her. Now she just looked at herself and thought about doing things she never had before.

Elena washed her hands at the sink, caught Cassie's eye in the mirror.

"You'll wear it to the shops," Elena said. "You've got to train the muscle down there. All day."

"I don't know how I'm going to manage all day," Cassie said honestly.

"Your body needs time to adjust." Elena dried her hands, tossed the towel over the rail. "By the time we leave on Friday, trust me, this will feel like nothing. That's the point."

Cassie looked at herself one more moment. The woman in the mirror had pale skin and full lips and wide blue eyes — the kind of face that looked innocent right up until you noticed the body under it, and nobody ever noticed the body second. She looked, from the outside, like any other beautiful blonde running errands on a Tuesday. Nobody at the shops would know. She would walk through her whole ordinary day carrying this and bring it home to Noah and he would know — he always knew, that was how they'd agreed their marriage worked now — and she clenched around the plug at the thought, one involuntary pulse, and felt her cheeks go hot in the mirror.

"Ready?" Elena asked from the doorway.

Cassie slipped her panties and shorts up from her knees in one movement.

"Ready," she said.

Thirty minutes later, Cassie and Elena were leaving the apartment for their shopping trip. Cassie now in a nice mid-thigh length dress and heels she could walk in, and the plug still inside her. Elena had suggested they take the staircase down to get Cassie used to her plug.

Cassie quickly realised it was worse on the stairs than anywhere else.

The way each step sent a small shift through her, the plug moving with the motion of her body in a way that made her body suddenly the only thing in the room. By the lobby she'd adjusted her pace. Elena, half a step ahead, glanced back with the exact expression of a woman who had once made this same walk and knew what the staircase did.

She said nothing. She didn't need to.

The first boutique was on the next block — small, high-ceilinged, the kind of place that didn't put prices on the tags because the women who shopped here didn't ask. Elena moved through it like she owned it, pulling things from the rack with the speed of someone who had already decided what she needed before she walked in the door. Cassie followed and touched the fabrics and thought about the man whose hands would be on her in a week and tried not to be obvious about it.

"Victor likes silk," Elena said, holding a dress against herself in the mirror — ivory, barely there, the fabric so thin her dark nipples would be visible through it in the right light. "Nothing structured. He wants to feel what's underneath before he touches it." She considered it a beat longer than necessary, then hung it back. Pulled out something in deep plum — a low-cut wrap that would gap at the chest with any movement and stopped well short of mid-thigh. "Alejandro doesn't care what you're wearing because it's going to be on the floor inside of four minutes anyway, but the walking into the room in it matters to him." She held the plum dress flat against her hips and looked at herself. "He likes knowing the whole room can see exactly what he's about to have."

Cassie turned a hanger in her hands. The dress on it was barely a dress — black sequin, cut low, the kind of thing that caught light from across a room and made a man lose his train of thought. She held it against her body in the mirror and looked at herself and thought about standing in a doorway in Las Vegas with four men looking up from a poker table.

"And West?" she said.

Elena glanced at her in the mirror. "We'll talk about West later."

Cassie put the black dress over her arm. They worked through the rest of the rails in comfortable silence — pulling things that had no business being called modest yet somehow were, the kind of thing that looked expensive from across a room and like an open invitation up close. Dresses that would make four wealthy, powerful, significantly older men look up from their poker table and feel every dollar of what they'd paid for — two women dressed so a man knew exactly what was available before anyone said a word. Clothing chosen not to be worn but to be removed, in whatever order, at whatever pace those four wealthy men decided suited them. Cassie chose without overthinking. Elena chose like a woman who had spent a decade knowing what these particular men wanted under their hands by midnight — and knew exactly which neckline made a founding partner start thinking about that before the first drink was poured.

They charged each of their purchases to their own corporate cards.

The second boutique was lingerie. Elena led her through the door and past the tasteful displays at the front — the sensible things, the bridal things — to the back, where the lighting changed and the fabrics stopped pretending to be for sleeping in. She pulled out a corset in deep burgundy with boning that would make Cassie's already extraordinary waist look architectural and held it flat against her chest.

"That one," she said, "will make Noah lose his mind."

Cassie looked at the corset in her hands. The boning, the hooks, the deep burgundy against her pale skin. "That's not really the point of the weekend," she said.

"No," Elena agreed. "But you can always wear it for him after." She picked up a set of matching briefs — the kind that were more suggestion than fabric — and added them to her own pile. "Assuming they're still wearable." A small smile. "The weekend is for the partners. But your husband losing his mind when he sees you in that — that matters too. That's the whole arrangement, Cassie — you don't stop being his wife when you walk into that room. You're just also something else at the same time."

Cassie was quiet for a moment. "Do you ever feel guilty? Enjoying it as much as it is?" Cassie's cheeks went red as she said it out loud, for the first time.

Elena considered that with the seriousness it deserved. "For most of the first year after Frank and I started dating, I did." Elena set the briefs on top of the pile. "He knew what he was walking into — he chose me while I was already in this life. But knowing and living with it are different things. It's one thing to understand your girlfriend gets her brains fucked out by powerful men for a living. It's another to actually sit ten feet away, hearing her actually doing it in your bedroom." She straightened a hanger without looking up. "It took him some time. Then we started noticing what it did to him, to us — how much it turned him on, how good it was for us. It kind of happened quicker than I'd expected, honestly. Then it just became hard to feel guilty when your husband's that happy about it."

Cassie absorbed that. Then she picked up the corset, looked at her own reflection in the boutique mirror for a moment, and didn't say anything else before adding it to her pile.

Elena found her own things in the same efficient fifteen minutes — less than fifteen, actually. A cupless, backless bodysuit in sheer red lace — fully open at the chest, split at the crotch — the kind of thing designed so every part of her that mattered was reachable without the man needing to remove a single thing. She handed each piece to the saleswoman as she went — a young woman who had been trailing them quietly through the back of the boutique, arms filling up, professional expression holding — and moved toward the register without breaking pace. Cassie caught the saleswoman's eye as she handed over her own pile — the woman had seen everything they'd chosen, piece by piece — and noted the faint trace of something behind the professional smile. She thought: you have absolutely no idea .

On the subway, she sat on the bench and found a fixed point on the advertising panel opposite and breathed through the vibration with great concentration. Elena sat beside her reading something on her phone, serene as a person on their regular commute, which was technically what she was.

"You keep shifting," Elena said.

"I'm aware."

Elena smiled as she kept scrolling on her phone. "Good."

Cassie folded her hands in her lap and thought about the dress in one of the half a dozen bags at her feet, and the corset, and the several lingeries she had chosen because she would be wearing it in front of men who had been told, in whatever language men used to tell each other these things, that the new girl was worth booking. She thought about that. The subway vibrated along the track and she held herself very still and felt the plug and the flutter of her hole around it and the specific pull low in her belly that had nothing to do with nerves and everything to do with four men who had already paid for the privilege of her, and the husband waiting at home who'd be hard before she finished telling him about it.

They found a coffee place two doors down from the subway station  — small marble tables, a window onto the street, the kind of place that didn't rush you. Elena set her bags under the table and ordered for both of them without asking, and Cassie sat across from her and watched the street outside and felt the plug and said nothing for a moment, just let herself have the quiet.

"How is it?" Elena asked. Not the shopping.

"Still there," Cassie said. "Getting easier."

"It will." Elena wrapped both hands around her cup. "By tomorrow, it'll feel like nothing."

Cassie nodded. Then, because she'd been carrying the thought since the lingerie shop and it had only gotten heavier: "I want to say thank you. Properly. Not just — I know you're doing your job, I know this is part of what you do. But the way you've done it." She stopped. Started again. "You didn't have to be this good to me."

Elena looked at her the way older women sometimes look at younger ones — not pity, not pride. Just recognition. "You'd have found your feet regardless," she said. "I just shortened the timeline."

"Still." Cassie turned her cup in her hands. "I want to do something. For you and Frank. Noah's been wanting to meet him properly — I've told him enough about the two of you that he's curious, and honestly—" She paused, choosing the honest version. "I think it would be good for Noah. To see what you and Frank are. To meet a man who's been where he is now and came out the other side of it the way Frank did." She looked up. "Dinner. Tonight, the four of us. If you both are free."

Elena considered that for a moment.   Something in her always-smoldering face went a little softer.

"Frank's been curious about you two, too," she said. "He'd never say it, but he has." She picked up her coffee. "Tonight works."

Outside the window the city moved past, entirely indifferent, and Cassie sat with the low pulse that had been with her since the bathroom counter and thought about Noah meeting Frank across a dinner table — what that might do to him, what he might see in it, what she hoped he'd take home from it. And her thoughts then naturally ran to Vegas. The room. The door opening. Four men looking up. And she thought about how ten weeks ago she'd have laughed if someone told her she'd be sitting here, a week out from letting four men use her however they wanted over a whole weekend. She'd never thought of herself as a woman who got passed around. And yet — dozen men. She’d let a dozen different men fuck her in just the last ten weeks, and today she had gone shopping for clothes designed to keep her accessible all night. Somewhere between the first appointment and this coffee, the word slut had stopped feeling like an accusation and started feeling like just... accurate.

She finished her coffee and stood up.

"Where next?" she asked.

Elena was already reaching for her bags.

The last shop was heels. Elena believed in high heels with a conviction Cassie had once found excessive and now entirely understood. The heels are for the walk into the room , Elena had told her early on, when Cassie had tried to argue the point. That's the moment you decide what you are. The heels are that decision made visible.  Cassie understood it now in her body rather than just her head.

She bought red-soled black stilettos, barely a strap across the toe and sky-high, the kind that belonged on a stage or a man's shoulders, and stood in them on the shop floor while the saleswoman asked if she was shopping for anything special and Cassie said yes, just a weekend away with friends, and smiled, as she thought: good God, what these heels were about to witness.

***

The restaurant was Elena's choice, which meant it was good without being obvious about it — the kind of place with a small brass sign outside by the podium of the valet and a menu that changed weekly and a maître d' who knew Elena by name and didn't react when she walked in with two men who had never met each other and a woman who had spent the morning buying lingerie designed to be worn for a room full of other men entirely.

Elena had worn black — a silk wrap dress that moved when she moved and was technically modest until you were close enough to see it wasn't. Her lush hair down, minimal jewelry, the kind of effortless that takes a long time. Cassie had worn a deep blue dress from her own closet — fitted through the waist, low enough at the neckline to mean something, the kind of thing that made men look twice and wives notice. Both in heels that made their husbands remember why they'd married them. Frank was in dark trousers and an open-collar shirt, top two buttons undone, the ease of a man who didn't need to try. Noah had come in a slim navy blazer over a white shirt, no tie; he was casual-sharp without wanting it to show.

They were shown to a corner table. Elena sat beside Frank the way she always sat beside Frank — easy, close, more than a decade of shared language between them visible in the way they didn't need to perform anything for each other's benefit. Noah pulled out Cassie's chair before sitting beside her, which was something he always did and which she'd never once thought to notice until she caught Frank watching him do it.

The first drink came. The four of them ordered. The conversation found its feet the way conversation at tables like this always did — food, the city, Frank asking Noah about his work with the particular interest of a man who had done his research, or had been told enough to be genuinely curious. Noah answered without performing. Cassie watched them and felt the plug and thought: this is already working .

Because it was. She could see it. Frank was tall, easy-shouldered, the kind of man who took up space without announcing it, and he listened the way musicians listened — tracking everything without appearing to track anything. Noah was leaning in slightly. Not performing engagement. Actually engaged.

Elena reached across the table to touch Cassie's wrist, making a point about the restaurant — something about the last time they'd been here, a story Cassie had heard before — and the sight of it put something behind Noah's eyes that Cassie recognised immediately. His knee jerked once under the table. He shifted in his seat — just slightly, just enough — and Cassie caught every bit of it. He'd watched Elena all evening the way men watched Elena. And Cassie too, which was newer, and which she was still getting used to — helplessly, briefly, then away again, because she was the kind of woman whose effect was immediate and slightly embarrassing to admit to. Cassie found she didn't mind. She'd been watching Frank watch her.

It wasn't the predatory kind; it was nothing like that. It was more the particular look of a man who found himself looking when he hadn't planned to. Frank had looked at her twice — once when she laughed at something he said, once when she reached for her glass and the neckline of her dress moved — and each time Cassie felt the plug shift with the small adjustment of her posture, and something low in her clenched, quietly, without her permission. Both times, he'd pulled his eyes back to Elena with the composure of a man who knew he'd been slightly obvious and had decided to live with it. Elena had seen it. Elena saw everything and said nothing, and with Elena that was its own kind of answer.

The food came. The conversation shifted. Frank and Noah had drifted into something about a company Noah had worked for near, a theater Frank had played years ago on the same block; it was the small-world quality of a city that was enormous until it wasn't. Cassie watched Noah's face. He was comfortable. More than comfortable — he was himself, the unguarded version, the one she got at home when it was just the two of them and the performances of the day had come off.

When Elena had chimed in to talk to Noah about interest rates — some earlier point in the evening where the two of them had discovered, to everyone's mild amusement, that they shared an almost identical love for  ‘monitoring the situation.’  Cassie looked at Frank and found him already looking at her.

Not long. He didn't let it run. He picked up his drink, said something low to Elena, and she laughed — the private kind, not the table kind. Cassie looked away.

Cassie put her hand on Noah's knee under the table. He covered it with his without looking.

Later — dessert ordered, final round of order for drinks placed — Frank and Noah stepped outside, Frank wanted a smoke. Elena turned to look at Cassie across the table and Cassie felt it low in her belly before either of them said a word. Cassie spoke first.

"Elena… am I overthinking this, or was Frank really having a hard time not looking at me tonight?" she asked.

"Your husband had the same problem with me." Elena looked outside the window at them both before returning her eyes to Cassie.

"Yeah, I saw that one too…" Cassie took a larger sip from her glass.

"And you noticed Frank. And I’m confident Frank noticed Noah checking me." Elena set her glass down. "Does it bother you?"

Cassie thought about it honestly. "No," she said. "Should it?"

Elena looked at her, winked with a slow smile, and picked up her wine. That was answer enough.

Outside the window, Frank was saying something and Noah was listening — head slightly angled, the way he listened when something was landing. Cassie watched her husband's face in the glass. The way it shifted. Whatever Frank was telling him, it was something Noah was taking in slowly, the way he took in things he needed to hold for a while before they made sense.

They came back in. Noah sat beside her and his hand found her knee immediately, like reflex, like an answer to something. Cassie covered it with hers.

"What were you two talking about outside?" she asked later, in the Uber on the way home, Noah's arm around her and the city going past around them.

He was quiet for a moment. "He said — he told me to stop watching the door for you." He paused. "And to watch your face when you walk back through it instead. He said that's when it changes."

Cassie looked at him.

Noah looked out the window. His jaw was quiet in a way it hadn't been at the start of the evening. His hand tightened on her arm.

"He's right," Noah said. "I think he's right."

Cassie said nothing. She instead pressed a kiss to Noah's cheek and put her head against his shoulder and listened to the city going past and thought about Frank's words in Noah's mouth — he's right, I think he's right — and about the apartment they'd moved into almost a month ago now, closer to the firm, specifically so she could take her appointments at home instead of hotel rooms. And yet she still hadn't done it. Hadn't brought a single one of them through that door, into that bedroom, fearing it would be the thing that broke something in Noah that hadn't broken yet. But Elena's voice was still in her head from that morning — knowing and living with it are different things, it's one thing to understand, it's another to actually sit ten feet away hearing her doing it in your bedroom — and Frank had lived through exactly that and was sitting across a dinner table a little over ten years later, easy in his skin, happy in his marriage, proud of his wife. And Noah had listened to whatever Frank had said outside and come back in and covered her hand with his. He thought Frank was right. Maybe it was time to find out if he meant it, but after Vegas. One thing at a time. She was a corporate working wife — that was the job, that was what she was doing for a living now, a dozen men in ten weeks and counting, and the living so far had been pretty damn good. Maybe it was time to bring the job home. She shifted slightly in the seat and felt the plug and thought about their bedroom and what it would sound like with a man who wasn't Noah, while her Noah was actually on the other side of a door, ten feet away, hearing everything.

***

She told him about what she’d been wearing inside her all day in the elevator on the way up.

She didn’t plan it to let him know about that, like this — it just came out, the way things came out between them when the evening had been good, and the drinks were still warm in her chest. She'd been stretched around it all day, she said. Since that morning, before the shopping, before dinner, since Elena worked it inside her in the bathroom. All day.

Noah looked at her.

The elevator doors opened. He put his hand on the small of her back and walked her a little hurriedly to their door.

Inside, he turned her around.

"Since this morning?" he asked.

"Ye— yes, since this morning."

He kissed her then, the kind that started slow and didn't stay that way, and his hands found the hem of her dress, and she felt his fingers freeze when they found it through her thong — small, smooth, seated exactly where she'd been carrying it through every boutique and every subway stop, while getting ready at home for their double date and every minute of that dinner table. He exhaled against her mouth.

"Christ," he said quietly.

"Yes," she stretched out the last syllable.

He walked her backward toward the bedroom, and she went.

Elena had left the rest of the plug set in Cassie's closet with a note on top of the case — next size, when you no longer feel the current size  — and a bottle of lube beside it. Cassie had seen it before dinner, picked up the note, put it back down, and gone to do her makeup. She'd thought about it all through the appetizers.

She crossed to the closet now, still in the blue dress, and brought both the plug kit and the lube back to the bed. Set them on the nightstand. Noah watched her do it from the doorway — jacket off, shirt half-untucked — with the expression of a man whose brain was working faster than his mouth.

She held up the larger plug.

His jaw moved. "That's not the same size as what you’re wearing now, is it?"

"No."

"That's— Cassie, that's significantly—"

"I know what size it is." She set it back down. "It's for Vegas. Elena wants me to build up to it all week. By the time we leave I'll be ready for—" She paused. Watched his face. Let him finish it.

He finished it. She could see the exact moment it hit him — his whole body going very still, the image arriving fully formed behind his eyes. His wife. Four men. A Vegas suite. What ready for it  meant. His hand found the doorframe.

"You've never," he said. "Not with any of your exes. Not even—"

"Not even with you babe. Not with anyone. Ever."

The word ever  sat in the room.

"They're going to be the first," he said. Not a question. Not an accusation. Something rawer than either.

"One of them will." She held his eyes. "Unless I work up the plug size a tiny bit faster, and you could take my cherry before I leave."

He crossed the room in three steps. Kissed her hard enough that she stepped back into the nightstand, and she kissed him back just as hard because that was what she'd been waiting for all evening — the moment the restraint finally snapped. His hands were everywhere, the dress zip down her back before she'd finished processing the decision to let him, and then his hands found the plug again and he went still against her.

"Tell me what you need," he said against her neck.

"Let’s switch up the size, I barely feel the current one already… grab the lube. Go slow. Talk to me."

She lay down on her stomach across the bed and felt the cool air on her back and heard him uncap the lube and thought: this is the prep. This is what those men in Vegas are going to take in one weekend.  The thought landed somewhere between terrifying and incendiary and she wasn't entirely sure there was a difference.

Noah's hands were warm. He worked the small plug free first — slow, careful, one hand flat on the small of her back — and she exhaled into the pillow.

"Still good?"

"Still good. Keep going."

He took his time with the lube. Checked in twice before he pressed the medium-sized plug against her. His eyes moved to the largest one still in the kit, sitting there like a question he wasn't sure he wanted answered. The medium would get her comfortable enough to take him. But for what those men in Vegas expected, what she'd described after her meetings with the founders — how well-endowed, how unapologetic — she'd need to train all the way up. He knew that. He pressed forward anyway.

She felt the stretch of it — wider than the one she'd worn all day, more insistent, the kind of fullness that asked her body a question it hadn't been asked before — and she breathed through it the way Elena had told her to breathe through it, slow and deliberate, and felt it seat fully and held still.

"Oh," she said.

"Okay?"

She thought about four men. She thought about West, specifically — the name Elena wouldn't put a face to yet, the unknown quantity, the one Elena had called the one I'd want in my corner.  She thought about being in that room, wearing something that came off in a man's hands, trained and ready and chosen.

"More than okay," she said.

She rolled over. He was kneeling on the bed looking at her with his shirt fully open now and that expression — the one she'd been seeing more of lately, the one that said he was still catching up to who she was becoming and wasn't sure if he should be terrified or grateful and had landed somewhere in the middle that looked a lot like desperate. She reached up and pulled him down.

The sex that followed had none of the caution of the plug swap — it was fast and loud and he got a hand in her hair at some point and she let him because she was thinking about hands in her hair in a Vegas suite and her body had stopped distinguishing between the two. She came with the plug still in and the city outside and Noah's weight and the week ahead pressing down on all of it at once.

Afterward she lay against his chest and listened to him breathe and felt the fullness and didn't say anything for a long time.

"I want you to enjoy me," she said finally. "Before I go. Before any of them."

He tightened his arm around her.

"Yeah," he said. "I know."

She closed her eyes.

She was ready.


Chapter II

The Friday morning light came through the windows and found her already standing at the mirror.

Noah had left at seven again. She'd heard it all in the dark — the coffee, the door, his footsteps through the apartment with the particular care he'd been taking all week, like he was storing things up. The weight of his arm around her the night before. His mouth at her temple in the dark before the alarm went off, not asking for anything. Just there.

She looked at herself in the bedroom mirror. Hair down, just finished, the blonde falling in loose waves she'd spent thirty minutes on because the founders' weekend deserved thirty minutes. Full face. A dress she'd chosen for the flight — fitted enough to feel intentional but not what she'd be wearing tonight. The rollaboard already by the door, packed the night before, the shopping bags folded flat and tucked inside with the precision of a woman who'd been thinking about this packing list for a week.

She picked up her phone.

This was the ritual for the last three months, that one time, she'd left home for an appointment, it must’ve been her third or fourth one, she couldn’t remember, she was different in a way that required something other than words — she'd taken a photo in the bathroom mirror, flushed and warm for what was about to come, texted it to him before she stepped out to get her brains fucked, and he'd been hard when she walked through the door two hours later. They hadn't talked about making it a rule. It had just become one.

She raised the phone, found the angle in the mirror, looked at herself the way she'd learned to look at herself — not checking, not critiquing, just receiving — and took it.

Sent it before she could think too much about it. Caption: Ready for   Vegas. Hope I make a good impression… Wish me luck!

His reply came in forty-eight seconds. She'd counted before; she knew the rhythm of him.

You’ve never needed luck, baby!

Then, ten seconds later: I’ll be waiting for you at home. Love you!

She smiled at the screen. Sent him an I love you too!  back. Then she put the phone in her bag and finished her coffee standing at the window, watching the city she was about to leave for forty-eight hours.

She'd given Noah her anal cherry on Wednesday night.

It hadn't been the way she expected a first time to go, which was to say it had been nothing like the abstract event she'd been constructing in her head since Elena had put the plug kit in her bathroom and the week of prep had started in earnest. By Wednesday, the medium plug had been wearing like nothing. She'd moved through entire workdays with it inside her, answering emails, taking calls from Monica, meeting Noah for lunch on Tuesday and watching him clock it the moment she sat down across from him — the faint shift in how she held herself, the way her eyes went a little distant for half a second when she adjusted in the seat. He'd known. He always knew. He'd taken her home right after and sat on the edge of the bed and watched her play with the medium plug inside her, both his hands white-knuckling the sheets. He hadn't touched her. Hadn't moved. Just watched with his cock hard inside his work pants and his throat working, and at some point she'd looked at him, and the expression on his face had made her push back against the plug before she'd decided to.

So she'd let him.

He'd gone slow. Slower than how Elena worked in the first plug, more careful than Cassie had expected from her man, who'd had almost two weeks of watching this build and whose hands had been shaking when he reached for the lube. He'd kept his eyes on her face and talked through all of it the whole time — that was the part she kept coming back to — low voice, constant, while watching her the way you watched something you needed to memorize. And when she'd taken all of him with a wanton moan, he'd said fuck  under his breath, barely sound, like it had been pulled out of him without permission. She'd felt every inch of him there, the stretch and the fullness and the specific wrongness-that-wasn't, and above all of it, her pussy was dripping — not just from him being inside her ass but from knowing that in thirty-six hours she was going to be on her knees in a Vegas suite letting rich men twice her age take the same thing while Noah was home in their bed. She came before he'd moved a single time.

It had taken them both somewhere new.

She'd spent Thursday walking around the city, to her spa appointment to get herself prepped for the weekend with a full body wax and a mani-pedi, and all throughout it, she remained with a particular low warmth settled in her body that had nothing to do with the present, she was thinking about the four men, the firm, who'd paid more per appointment than Noah and her used to make in a quarter and what they expected to do with her across two evenings in a hotel suite. The thought made her pussy wet. Not nervous-wet — wanting-wet. She hadn't expected that either. She was getting used to not expecting things about herself.

The limo was downstairs on time.

She went to the closet before she left.

The buttplug kit was back where Elena had initially left it last week, on the shelf where her little collection of heels — a very important part of her work attire — now lived. Cassie opened the kit, looked at the three slots — two empty now, the small one long since graduated through was now living in her bedside cabinet, while the medium one was currently inside her — and took the last one out. The largest. She held it in her palm for a moment. Black silicone, the base a wide flat circle that sat solid against her hand, the body tapering up from that into a blunt rounded tip — not aggressive, just inevitable, the way something designed to be taken rather than thrust reads differently up close. The widest point was roughly where her thumb met her index finger when she circled her hand around it. Not quite. She'd known that since the first time she'd looked at it and looked away.

Elena's voice in her head from a few days ago, when she'd called to go over the weekend itinerary: Don't put it in yet, even if you’ve gotten used to the medium one. I want you tight when those men get their hands on you — accommodating is one thing, worn out is another. There's a difference, and those men will feel it. A pause, then: Just bring it with you. I'll take care of the rest.

Cassie wrapped it in a hand towel, slipped it into her bag — the caramel leather tote she’d bought from the gift card Marcus had given her as a bonus for a good first fuck three months ago, the one she'd gotten at a designer boutique weeks later, after another appointment with an executive, because she'd been thinking about it every time she went down on her knees or spread her legs after that and the numbers in her account had made it feel reasonable, which was its own kind of adjustment to have made — and clicked the clasp shut.

She then picked up her rollaboard, took one look around the apartment — the south light, the print Noah had hung that first week in here, the life they'd built that this job was paying for and then some — and pulled the door shut behind her.

The limo was black, long, the kind of car that didn't announce itself because it didn't need to. The chauffeur had her door open before she'd reached the curb — mid-fifties, professional, eyes that did one involuntary sweep from her face to her legs and back up before he'd caught himself. She didn't mind. The dress did what it was supposed to do even at ten in the morning.

She folded herself into the back, then the door shut and the city went quiet — cool leather, the particular hush of a car built to keep everything out while the chauffeur took the rollaboard without being asked, one smooth motion, trunk closed a moment later — she set the tote on the seat beside her and looked out the tinted window at the block she'd walked a hundred times and thought: forty-eight hours from now, when I walk back into this building, I'll have been spitroasted, made love to and would’ve taken multiple loads from four men in a Vegas suite. The thought arrived and her pussy clenched once, slowly. She crossed her legs and watched the city go past.

They picked up Elena twelve minutes later.

She came out of her building the way she always came out of places — unhurried, already put together, a leather carry-on behind her and dark sunglasses pushed up into her hair. She folded herself into the limo beside Cassie with the ease of a woman who'd made this exact trip before, the chauffeur taking care of her carry-on the same way he did Cassie’s. Elena looked at the designer tote sitting in Cassie's lap.

"You brought it?"

"You told me to."

Elena's mouth curved. "Good girl... Hand it over."

Cassie unclasped the handbag and found the hand towel by feel, passed it across. Elena unwrapped it in her lap without ceremony — the largest plug, it was wide enough that Cassie's stomach dropped a little just seeing it again in the flat light of the car. Elena set the towel aside and reached into her own bag for the lube.

"I want it in before we board," Elena said.

"We’re doing it here in the limo?"

"Yup," She uncapped the lube. "You've been wearing the medium since this morning?"

"Since seven."

"Good. This won't be as much of a jump as you think. Trust me!" She handed Cassie a travel pack of wipes. "On all fours with skirt up. Underwear to the side is fine."

Cassie looked at the partition — solid, dark, closed. She looked at the tinted windows. The city slid past outside, entirely indifferent. She reached for the hem of her dress as she got on her knees on the seat.

Elena worked without ceremony, the way she did everything. One hand on Cassie's hip, the other managing the swap — the medium coming free with a low pull that made Cassie exhale hard against the leather headrest, the lube applied in quick, certain strokes, two fingers pressing in to check her readiness before she even brought the lubed up larger plug. Cassie kept her eyes on the road outside the tinted windows.

"Breathe out," Elena said. "You know how…"

Cassie breathed out.

The stretch was immediate and blunt — nothing like the medium plug, nothing like Noah, nothing like anything she'd taken before. Her mouth dropped open. Her thighs shook once. She felt her body refusing and then, underneath that, beginning to give anyway, the rim of her stretching wide around the widest point of the plug while her fingers went white on the edge of the seat and a moan came out of her that she didn’t mean to make.

"Don't hold against it," Elena said. "Push out. Let it happen."

She pushed. She felt the exact moment her body crossed the threshold — a long, searing second of too much — and then the base seated flush against her, while the wider base of the plug kept her rim open, and she couldn't speak for a moment. Just sat there with her dress bunched at her hips and her legs open and the plug fully inside her, breathing.

Elena's hand pressed flat at the small of her back. Steadying.

This is the size,  Cassie thought. Not the medium-sized one. Not Noah — and Noah was not a small man, which meant she'd always thought of herself as someone who knew what full felt like. She had taken these men in her pussy, she knew they were big. But she hadn't known this is how full they’d be in this hole of hers. This is what those men are going to feel like when they're inside me tonight. This is what I'm going to be taking in a hotel suite in seven hours.  Her pussy clenched hard around nothing at the thought and she felt the plug shift and made another sound, smaller this time, that had nothing to do with discomfort.

"There," Elena said. She capped the lube, folded the wipes, replaced everything in the handbag with the brisk tidiness of a woman who had done this in the back of a car before and saw nothing remarkable about it. "How does it feel?"

"Full," Cassie said honestly. "Very full."

"Good. That's the point." Elena smoothed her own skirt — she'd pulled it aside while her hands were occupied with Cassie and hadn't mentioned it. She got on all fours on the seat just like Cassie had been a few seconds ago, the short hem of her dress riding up by itself, and Cassie could see a thin strap of thong disappearing between Elena's tight cheeks. Elena reached back to spread them, turning to look at her mentee over her shoulder. Cassie's eyes went straight to the wide black base seated between them — identical to her own. "I'm wearing mine too. Put it in this morning." Elena settled back into her seat, a small smile at Cassie's expression. "I told you. I don't bring you into a room unprepared and I don't walk in unprepared either."

Cassie looked at her. At the curve of that smile. At the absolute composure of a woman in the back of a limo with the largest plug in the set inside her, discussing it the way another woman might discuss what she'd had for breakfast.

Ten years. It showed in every syllable.

"Does it ever stop feeling like that?" Cassie asked. "Like — a lot?"

Elena considered it. "It stops feeling like something to manage," she said. "It starts feeling like preparation. Like knowing exactly what you're walking into and being ready for it." She looked out the window. The highway was opening up ahead of them, the city thinning. "Tonight those men are going to want everything. Every part of us, in whatever order they decide. The plug is just your body being told what the evening already knows — that tonight is not going to be gentle."

Cassie absorbed that. She shifted against the seat and felt it move with her, that slow low pressure pulling a clench out of her she hadn't asked for, and she thought about Victor, about Alejandro, about Marcus. About West — still faceless in her head beyond the physical description Elena had given her, still the unknown edge of this whole weekend. Black, well over six feet, bald, broad. London. The one Elena would want in her corner.

She thought about being in that room.

Her pussy was wet before the highway sign for the private airport came into view.

The jet was small, jet-black, and, like the limo, this too was the kind of private vehicle that didn't need to impress anyone because everyone already on it knew. Eight seats in cream leather, a low console between the facing pairs, a flight attendant who introduced herself once and then disappeared with the discretion of someone who understood the nature of the company she worked for. Elena had used this charter before. Cassie could tell by the way the crew greeted her — not by name, just by tone, the particular warmth reserved for a repeat flyer who tipped well and asked for nothing complicated.

They took their large, spacious seats facing each other, and the engines came up and the runway began to move beneath them.

Cassie felt the takeoff in the plug. Every small vibration of the aircraft transmitted directly, a low insistent hum that started the moment the wheels left the ground and didn't stop. She kept her hands flat on her thighs and her face neutral and said nothing about it.

Elena, opposite her, had her eyes closed and a small smile on her mouth that suggested she was feeling exactly the same thing.

"First time on a private?" Elena asked, eyes still closed.

"First time to Vegas for ‘work’," Cassie said.

Elena opened one eye. "That's not what I asked."

"No. First time on a private."

"Mm." Elena settled deeper into the seat. "You'll never go back."

The city fell away beneath them and then there was only sky, flat and blue and enormous, and Cassie looked out the oval window and thought about what was waiting at the other end of it. The Wynn. A suite. Two nights. Four men who between them had built something worth more than most small countries' GDP and who had, for reasons that still struck her as faintly surreal, chosen to spend a portion of that wealth on her.

She knew Victor — knew that he'd have a drink waiting and wouldn't touch her until he was ready, which could be twenty minutes or two hours, and that the waiting was part of it. She knew Alejandro, who'd had her dress on the floor before she'd finished her first sentence and whose cock had made her genuinely lose her train of thought mid-moan. She knew Marcus, who'd looked at her afterward like she was something he was glad existed in the world, and whose gift card was currently on the seat next to her as an expensive handbag.

She didn't know West. Black, well over six feet, bald, broad. London. The one Elena would want in her corner. That was all she had, and somewhere over the desert, it didn't feel like enough.

Cassie looked at Elena, her eyes were closed again, composed, the large plug inside her invisible to anyone who didn't know, which in this cabin was everyone except Cassie.

"Elena, tell me at least now something about West," Cassie said.

Elena was quiet for a moment. Long enough that Cassie thought she might not answer.

"He's quiet," Elena said. "Not shy — quiet. There's a difference. Victor talks, Alejandro commands, and Marcus makes you feel like you're the only person in the room. West just looks at you. And by the time you realise what's happening, you're already doing whatever he wants." She paused. "He's also the biggest of the four. I want you to know that going in."

Cassie felt her stomach drop. "Biggest how?"

"Every way," Elena said, and closed her eyes again.

Cassie absorbed that.

"Is that a warning?" she asked.

"It's a description." Elena opened her eyes and looked at her. "You've been prepped, you've been trained, you know what this weekend is. You don't need a warning. You need to know who you're walking in to." A beat. "Now you know."

Outside the window, the sky was the same blue it had been since takeoff. Below them, somewhere, invisible, the strip was beginning to faintly show.

Cassie crossed her legs and felt the plug shift and thought about a man she'd never met, who'd also be the first ever Black man she's going to be with, the biggest of the four, whose hands would be on her before she'd finished processing the decision.

Her mouth went dry.

Her pussy got wetter.

She looked out the window and let Vegas come to her.

***

The airport pickup dropped them at the entrance and they walked in like anyone else — rolling luggage, the Strip noise cutting off the moment the doors closed behind them. The hotel lobby was exactly the way Cassie had imagined it to be: marble, money, and the steady hum of air conditioning that cost more to run than most apartments cost to rent.

A man in a dark suit stepped into their path before they reached the front desk. Hotel security, not a bellman. He looked at the two of them — Elena and Cassie in their little dresses and high heels, the kind of women men stopped thinking straight around — and made a decision.

"Ladies." Flat smile, in a low voice. "Working girls are strictly restricted to just the bar—"

"We have a reservation," Elena said, not breaking stride toward the desk. "Suite forty-three fourteen. Under KHW."

The thin and short man at the front desk typed it in. Looked up. Slid two key cards across the marble without a word.

The security man saw the color of the key cards, polished black. The flat smile shifted into something more careful — the expression of a man who'd just learned that the two women he'd pegged for common whores were on the forty-third floor, which meant something specific about the men waiting for them. He stepped aside.

"Of course. My apologies."

Cassie felt the plug with every step on the marble floor and kept her face neutral.

Their suite was on the forty-third floor — two bedrooms, a living space, a bar already stocked, the Strip filling the western wall floor to ceiling. Elena moved through it the way she moved through everything, already taking inventory, already ahead of the moment.

"The men have their own suites just like this on this floor," Elena said, setting her carry-on in the nearer bedroom. "When they want us, they call. There's a private gaming room set up in the presidential suite at the end of this floor — house dealer, floor man present at all times." She reappeared in the doorway. "The staff are there for the game, not for us. They look, they don't touch. We dress for work unless we're at the pool, and when the men are done with us for the night we come back here." A beat. "Keep your phone on you. Always."

Cassie set the Hermès down on the console. "And until they call?"

Elena checked her watch. "Massages in twenty. Then it’s just us until eight." She looked at Cassie. "Your body's been carrying that tension since the limo. You need to be loose tonight, not wound up."

Cassie looked out at the Strip — flat, bright, the desert just visible at the edges where the city ran out of road.

"Alright," she said. "Guess it’s massage time."

***

The massage tables had been set up in the living room, side by side, facing the windows. The two female therapists worked in near silence — professional, unhurried, the kind of hands that found tension without being told where to look. Cassie lay face down with her cheek against the headrest, a small towel over her ass, bare everywhere else just like Elena, and let them work.

The plug was still in. She'd wondered whether she was supposed to remove it. Elena had said nothing, which meant it stayed. The therapist's hands worked down her lower back, across her hips, thumbs pressing in along the crests of her pelvis, and each pass sent a low pulse through the plug that went straight to her pussy. She kept her breathing even and said nothing and let it happen.

From the other table, Elena made a low sound when her therapist hit something in her shoulders.

"Better?" the therapist asked.

"Getting there," Elena said.

The therapist's hands moved to Cassie's inner thighs — slow, deliberate, working the muscle — and her pussy clenched once around nothing and she pressed her lips together and stared at the floor. Not in discomfort. It was the opposite of discomfort. By the time they finished, she was loose in a way that went past her muscles, half-asleep, her body already soft and open and ready to be handled.

She heard the therapists pack up and leave. Heard the door click.

"Up," Elena said from the other table. "We have work to do."

The master bathroom was marble and enormous — soaking tub, walk-in shower, double vanity running the full length of one wall. Elena had already laid out what they needed on the counter: two special enema kits, nothing like the ones she’d been using back at home over the last two weeks, still boxed, folded towels, the lube, and a low stool she'd pulled from somewhere.

Cassie looked at the counter. "This is for the both of us?"

"Yes, gotta be clean and tidy to get dirty later," Elena winked. "This’s the same as the plugs. I don't ask you to do anything I haven't done myself." She opened the first box, matter-of-fact. "It's not complicated. It's not uncomfortable if you're relaxed. Given what those men are going to do to us tonight — every hole, both of us, all night — you'll thank me."

Cassie picked up the second box. Looked at it. Set it down. "Walk me through it."

Elena did, and went first without being asked. Cassie watched — the specifics of it, the position, the patience required — and then did the same. It was strange in the way that all prep was strange: unglamorous, clinical, the body being managed rather than enjoyed. But she'd learned in the last three months that the unglamorous parts were what made the rest possible. She got through it. When it was done she felt emptied out and clean and more ready than she had since the limo. Both of them had the larger plug back in after washing it and applying a generous new coat of lube. Cassie found it went in easier now than in the limo.

Elena then announced. "Shower. Ten minutes each, or twenty minutes together? Your call, then we dress."

"Together… maybe later?!" Cassie asked, feeling herself already flushed from all that had happened so far.

Elena chuckled, seeing the young girl getting flustered, and she thought about what the same flustered girl was going to be doing in a few hours…

"Go, shower sweetie… We’ll have plenty of time later," she smiled before she got to laying out the vanity.

Cassie stepped in and turned the water up hot and stood under it and thought about Noah. Friday evening at home, phone face-up on the kitchen counter, waiting for it to light up. She'd send the photo before they walked down — dressed, heels on, the suite mirror behind her — and he'd reply before she'd put the phone back in her clutch. He always did.

She turned off the water and reached for the towel.

Time to get dressed.

***

The dressing took a few hours and felt like a ritual.

After Elena had gotten back from the shower herself, Cassie had poured them both a couple of glasses of chilled vodka from the mini-bar, and as Cassie watched Elena go at the makeup, she had come to understand that this was simply how Elena operated — she moved through every stage of preparation with the same unhurried authority, as though time itself had agreed to wait. She stood at the vanity in her robe and did her face with the focus of a surgeon: foundation laid smooth over warm brown skin, eyes built up in deep bronze and black, liner precise and unforgiving at the outer corners. When she was done she looked like a woman who had been assembled specifically to make men feel the specific kind of loss that came from wanting something they couldn't keep.

Cassie did her own face beside her. More is more tonight, Elena had said earlier, and she meant it. Cassie went heavier than she would have chosen herself — the smoky eye she'd been practicing since Elena first mentioned Vegas, lips in a crimson red that made her mouth look wider and wetter than usual. When she sat back and looked at herself in the vanity mirror she didn't look like a woman on her way to a work dinner. She looked like what she was.

She knew Noah would lose his mind if he saw her like this.

Before they’d put on any piece of fabric, Elena disappeared into her bedroom and came back with two boxes — one flat black, the kind from a jeweller, the other the matte case like her training butt plugs had come in.

She set both on the vanity and opened the plug case first.

Inside, sat two new metal ones — smaller than anything they'd been wearing all day, tapered and slim, designed to be worn rather than worked through. The bases were shiny metal, each set with a deep red gemstone matching their lipsticks that caught the suite light and threw it back. They looked like jewellery.

"For tonight, the men love seeing it inside us; lets them know we’ve come prepared for everything," Elena said.

Then she opened the second box.

Inside, on black velvet, was a single anklet — white gold, every link set with a round brilliant diamond in a four-prong setting, continuous all the way around, a box clasp at one end. The kind of piece that sat in a case at the kind of jeweller that didn't put prices in the window.

Elena lifted her own right ankle onto the vanity stool. An identical piece to hers was already there, fastened above the ankle bone, catching the light every time she moved.

"That’s yours to keep," Elena said. "Every executive analyst at KHW gets one. I got mine the same way you're getting yours." She held the box out. "We are what we are — and what we are costs more than most men will ever be able to afford. This is a little reminder of that. Right ankle. Always."

Cassie took the bracelet out of the box. The diamonds were cold against her fingers. She fastened it around her right ankle, the clasp clicking shut, and looked down at it catching the light against her pale skin. It looked like something a woman wore because men paid her enough to earn it. She supposed that was exactly what it was.

Elena uncapped the lube. "Now the plug switch." She picked up one of the jeweled plugs, turned it once in her fingers. "This is way smaller than what we've been wearing all day."

They did it at the vanity, side by side in the mirror, Elena going first — the large training plug coming free with a low exhale, the jeweled one going in smooth and easy after it, the red stone seating flush at the base. Cassie watched, then did the same. The switch took thirty seconds. The stretch was nothing. The jeweled base caught the light every time she shifted weight and she felt it differently than she'd felt any of the training plugs — not something to breathe through, just something that was there, seated and decorative and entirely deliberate.

She looked at herself in the vanity mirror. Right ankle glinting white gold and diamonds. Red stone visible between her cheeks when she bent. The woman looking back at her was prepped for one purpose and had been ready for it in every way a body could be prepared.

Pride wasn't quite the word. But it was in that neighbourhood.

The lingerie went on first.

Cassie's set was just the tiny black thong — no bra, as the deep V-neck of her dress wouldn’t allow for one- and the swell of her breasts would be impossible to ignore when framed in it. She picked her new lacy thong and slipped it on, which disappeared between her cheeks in the back and left the curve of her ass entirely bare. She stood in it in front of the full-length mirror and looked at herself the way she'd been learning to look at herself: not as the girl who'd sat in a corporate interview three months ago with a graduate degree and a five-year plan, but as what that girl had always been underneath all of that — full breasts, wide hips, a face that looked innocent until you got close enough to see the mouth. She'd spent years dressed to be taken seriously. She was standing in a Vegas suite in her underwear waiting for four wealthy men to call, a jeweled plug in her ass and a diamond anklet on her right leg, and she was wet. Had been wet since somewhere over the desert.

She thought about all of it — the degree, the corporate ambitions, the careful way she'd once dressed for interviews — and felt none of the conflict she might have expected.

Elena's lingerie was the red cupless bodysuit — fully open at the chest, split at the crotch, the red lace framing everything and covering nothing. She stepped into it with the ease of a woman for whom this was like a Tuesday, adjusted the straps once, and turned around. Her breasts sat high and bare, dark nipples already hard in the cool suite air, the bodysuit doing nothing except making the package look more delicious. Ten years of this. A law degree from the same uni as Cassie and Noah that she'd mentioned exactly once, in passing, the way you mentioned something that had belonged to a previous version of yourself.

Two college-educated women. Both of them, technically, in corporate positions. Both of them standing in a hotel suite getting dressed for men who had paid more for this weekend than most people earned in a year.

Then the dresses.

Cassie stepped into the black sequin halter mini — the one she'd held against herself in the boutique and thought about four men looking up from a poker table. She tied the halter at her neck, felt the deep V plunge settle between her breasts, adjusted the ring hardware at each hip. The open back left her bare from neck to the base of her spine, showing the curved high waist straps of her thong in the back. The skirt ended barely below her ass. She looked at herself in the mirror and thought: this is what a dozen men in eleven weeks has made of you. Not ruined. Not diminished. This. She felt the jeweled plug shift as she turned and her pussy clenched and she thought: and you like it. You more than like it.

She'd told herself at the start that it was for the money. That once she'd paid down the student loan, once they'd gotten into a better apartment, once they'd built enough cushion that she and Noah could breathe — she'd stop. She'd have a number and when she hit it she'd walk away clean.

Standing in the mirror in a Vegas suite about to let four men use her for two nights, she wasn't sure she believed that anymore. Not because the money wasn't real — it was real, it had changed everything — but because the money wasn't the whole truth and she was getting tired of pretending it was. Elena had been doing this for ten years. Elena had enough money to stop ten times over. Elena was standing four feet away in a cupless bodysuit getting ready to walk into a room full of men and get fucked in every hole, and she didn't look like a woman doing something she'd rather not be doing.

She looked like a woman doing exactly what she wanted.

Elena's dress was the hot pink lace halter. She stepped into it and pulled the lacey corset tight at the back herself, the dress cinching her waist and pushing everything else out — the lace so sheer over her breasts it was barely there, the plunge open to her navel, the hem at the absolute top of her thighs. She smoothed it once with both hands and looked at herself in the mirror with the satisfaction of a woman who knew exactly what she was presenting and had no reservations about it whatsoever.

They stood side by side at the full-length mirror.

Two women dressed to be undressed. Everything chosen to come off easily, to stay accessible, to make men think about taking it off before anyone had moved an inch. The sequins and the pink lace. The pale skin and the warm brown. Both of them in heels that were completely impractical for any purpose except the one they were here for.

Cassie in the black crystal-heel lace-up stilettos, the thin cords wrapping her ankles, the diamonds on the anklet and the heel glinting. Elena in nude Louboutins, the red sole catching the light every time she shifted her weight.

"Neither of us is going to be spending much time on our feet tonight anyway," Elena said, reading her mind.

Cassie looked at them both in the mirror. At what four men who had each built something worth more than most generations of families were about to watch these two sex-on-legs walk in and offer themselves to them.

She picked up her phone.

The suite mirror was floor-to-ceiling, gilt-framed, the kind that existed in hotel rooms like this one specifically so women like her could stand in front of it and know exactly what they were sending.

She found the angle. Raised the phone.

In the frame: the full length of her. The black sequin dress catching light from three directions. The deep V between her full, firm breasts. The open back, bare spine, the lacy waistband of her thong curving high above her hips, the ring hardware at each hip. The crystal heels, the thin cords at her ankles, the diamond anklet glinting just above them. Her hair down, her mouth crimson, her eyes doing the thing they did now in photos — not innocent, not performing, just direct. Just her.

She took it.

Caption: Ready for the first worknight in Vegas. Wish me luck tonight… I'll need it for all four of them  

Send.

His reply came in seconds. Faster than usual.

Jesus Christ.

Then, seconds after that: All four of them are going to lose their minds.

Then another one followed from him:  Waiting for you hard at home. Text me after you’re done…

She smiled at the screen as she typed back: I will! Don’t jack it off too much… be a good boy and save some for me when I get back on Sunday. Love you!

She hit send before she thought too much about what she’d just typed, and she didn’t have it in herself yet to see what her hubby would reply to that, so she put the phone in her clutch.

Elena appeared from her bedroom doorway — pink lace, nude Louboutins, the red sole catching the corridor light from the door she'd already opened. She looked at Cassie the way a woman looked at another woman she'd built from scratch and was satisfied with the result.

"Ready, hun?" Elena asked.

Cassie took one last look at herself in the suite mirror. The dress. The heels. The anklet. Everything underneath it — the jeweled plug, the black lace, the body that had been trained and prepped and prepared all week for exactly what was waiting at the end of this floor in the presidential suite.

More than a dozen men in eleven weeks, and she hadn't been nervous for the last eight of them.

She wasn't nervous. Not exactly. Sure, there was adrenaline rushing through her, but it wasn’t out of nervousness purely.

"Ready," she said.

They walked out.

The hallway was long and quiet, deep carpet swallowing the sound of their heels. The presidential suite was at the far end — she could see the double doors from here, dark wood, brass hardware, closed. Behind them: four men, a poker table, a house dealer who would look without touching, and a weekend that was going to ask everything of her body that a body could give.

She walked toward it.

Elena, beside her, half a step ahead the way she always was — the way she'd been since the first day Cassie had sat across from her and been instructed to spread her legs for the camera for her analyst profile. Leading her into rooms. Showing rather than telling. Going first.

The double doors at the end of the hall didn't open yet.

They would.


Chapter III

The presidential suite was at the end of the forty-third floor and the double doors opened before they knocked.

The man who opened them was in a dark suit and had the quality of hotel security at a certain pay grade — unhurried, careful, invisible by design. He looked at the two of them. Said nothing. Stepped aside.

The room beyond him was already occupied.

The gaming setup ran along one wall — a full-size poker table, green baize, eight chairs, a house dealer at the far end already shuffling without looking up. A floor man stood at two o'clock with his hands folded in front of him, the professional neutrality of a man paid to see everything and register nothing. Four leather chairs ringed the fireplace to the left. A bar ran the full length of the far wall — bottles lit from below, amber and crystal, a row of tumblers already set out. The Strip ran floor-to-ceiling behind it all, thirty stories of neon held back by a single pane of glass. A door on one side sat partially closed. On the opposite side, double doors were open wide to a bedroom with a king-sized bed beside a padded leather chaise with a gentle S-curve to it. The intended utility of both was immediately apparent.

And then there were the men.

Cassie had built them in her head so many times over the last week that she'd expected them to be smaller when she actually walked through the door. They weren't. Victor stood near the fireplace — silver-haired, icy blue eyes, the stillness of a man who had decided long ago that the room came to him. Alejandro was at the bar already, forearm resting on the rail, a glass half-raised in something that wasn't quite a greeting. Marcus had one of the leather chairs and looked up at the sound of the doors with real warmth — broad-shouldered, silver at his temples, brown eyes that had always made her feel considered rather than assessed.

The fourth man was West.

He was already looking at her when she walked through the door — he was the very large Black man standing near the window with a drink in his hand and his eyes on her from the second she crossed the threshold. Well over six feet. Bald. Built across the chest and shoulders in a way that his shirt contained but didn't hide, the kind of size that made other large men look average. Elena had told her almost nothing about him and she understood now why — there was nothing to say that the body didn't say faster. His gaze moved over her once, thorough and unhurried, and settled on her face.

Cassie felt her pussy clench. The jeweled plug shifted with the involuntary tightening and she felt that too.

He hadn't touched her. Hadn't spoken. Hadn't moved from where he stood. And she already knew, with the kind of certainty that skips the thinking parts entirely, that he was going to be the one she felt for days.

"Ladies," Alejandro said from the bar. His eyes moved over both of them with the appreciative slowness of a man who felt entitled to look and was right to. "You look incredible." He directed this at the room in general, which was how Alejandro distributed compliments — in wide arcs that landed everywhere and meant it. His gaze dropped once to the diamond anklets, both right ankles, catching the light, and something moved behind his eyes that had nothing to do with the jewellery.

The dealer, without looking up from his shuffle, said, "OK boys. Time to have some fun."

Victor turned from the fireplace at the sound of Elena's heels and looked at the girls… when his eyes landed on Cassie, the way he always looked at her — like he was already deciding the order of things. Silver-haired, icy blue eyes, the kind of man who'd had enough money long enough that wanting something and having it had become essentially the same action. His gaze traveled down her body and back up without any pretense of subtlety, and she felt her nipples tighten against the sequin and her pussy clench around the plug and she hadn't even reached him yet.

"Mr. Chairman," Elena said, and walked straight into him — her hand going to his chest, his going immediately to her ass under the pink lace, pulling her flush against him. She kissed his cheek and then his jaw and then put her mouth at his ear, and whatever she said there made his hand tighten on her ass and his eyes close for one second.

He opened them and looked at Cassie over Elena's shoulder.

Marcus was already crossing the room before she'd finished walking through the door. He pulled her straight in without ceremony — one hand spreading across her bare back, the other going directly to her ass and squeezing it like he owned it, which for this weekend he did. The sequin rode up and she felt the cool air on the lower curve of her ass and left it there. He pressed her against him and she felt his cock already hard through his trousers, thick against her stomach, and he held her there just long enough to make sure she'd felt it.

"Cassie." His mouth at her ear, low. "I've been thinking about you."

She slid her hands up his chest, slow, and pressed her hips into him so he felt every soft inch of what he'd paid for.

"Me too daddy," she said.

Across the room, West watched. Drink in hand, legs spread in the chair, taking up space the way a man his size took up space — without thinking about it. He clocked her over Marcus's shoulder with the direct, unhurried regard of a man who was already deciding what he wanted to do first and was in no particular hurry because he knew he'd get to do it.

Elena moved to the bar first — already knowing what each of them drank, already reaching for the right bottle. Cassie followed and stood beside her and watched her work. The pink lace left nothing to the imagination from behind — the dress barely covered her ass, the fabric sheer enough in the light that the dark jeweled base of her plug was a visible shadow at the centre of her, and Cassie watched her reach for a bottle on the high shelf and thought: God, she's gorgeous.  Ten years in this arrangement and the woman moved through a room full of men who'd paid to use her like she owned every inch of it. The lace clung to her curves when she moved. Her hair was down and glossy and her shimmering long legs in those heels were — Cassie caught herself and almost laughed. She understood now, viscerally, what the men in this room were looking at when they looked at Elena. What a fine, filthy thing to be. She secretly hoped she looked half as good.

She found the scotch, fixed Victor's without being asked, and brought it around the table to him. Alejandro's glass was almost empty and he slid it toward Cassie with a smile that said he'd been waiting to see what she'd do with that information.

"Bourbon," he said. "Two fingers."

"Three," Cassie said, and poured it, and watched the smile change into something she liked better.

"You've learned," he said.

"I pay attention. I’m an analyst  afterall."

She brought the glass to him, he was still standing at the high table near the bar, she felt his hand find the open back of her dress before she'd even set his drink down — fingers spreading across her bare spine, yanking her a step closer so she stumbled slightly against his thigh. He looked up at her with the flat, proprietary satisfaction of a man who'd paid for the evening and intended to start collecting immediately, and then reached up and hooked two fingers into the deep V of the halter neckline and pulled it aside. Her breast came free — full and pale, nipple already stiff in the cool suite air — and he looked at it for half a second and then just took it, his mouth closing over her nipple and sucking hard enough that she felt it in her cunt.

Across the room Victor had pulled Elena in front of him where he sat, her dress up around her waist, one hand between her thighs working her while she stood with her palms braced on the poker table, the dealer was drinking her in with lustful eyes as he went about preparing the table and her head tipped back. She was making small sounds, controlled but audible, the sounds of a woman who'd done this enough times to know how to manage herself but was being managed anyway.

Cassie watched Elena's hips move against Victor's hand and felt Alejandro's mouth pull at her nipple and felt her knees want to give.

His cock was already hard against her hip through his trousers, thick and insistent, pressing into her with every shift of her weight. She got her hand in his hair and her mouth at his ear and pressed her breast further into his face.

"You've been waiting for this weekend," she said, her lips brushing his earlobe.

His hand tightened on her spine. "Ever since I was informed you'd be here," he said against her breast. He bit her nipple lightly and felt her flinch. "You're a popular little slut. Hard to get on the calendar. Too many executives want a turn, and then another with you. I've been patient long enough."

"You get to have as many turns as you want this weekend, stud." She let herself press against him once, slow and deliberate — felt his cock harden fully at the contact — and then straightened and fixed her halter strap and picked up the remaining glass.

She brought West his drink last — a bourbon she'd poured without asking, which turned out to be right. He took it and his hand swallowed the glass — she noticed the size of it, the breadth of his palm, the length of his fingers wrapped around the tumbler — and her brain did the math immediately and her pussy clenched so hard she nearly missed a step. And all the while he took the glass from her, he wasn't looking at her face. His eyes were on her chest, sitting there with the calm entitlement of a man who'd paid for the view and was taking it. She stood still and let him look. The sequin was doing what sequin did — outlining everything, hiding nothing — and his gaze moved over her breasts with a slow thoroughness that made her nipples tighten under the fabric. A tits man. She filed that away. When his eyes finally came back up to her face she held them for one second and thought: if the rest of him is proportionate, tomorrow I am not going to be able to walk.  He said nothing. She went back to the poker table to see if anyone else needed anything.

But it was evident that Elena had got it all covered there, she was already moving around the table — working the room the way a high-end hostess works a room, which was part of what she was here for, apart from the whoring herself out part, which was also exactly what they were both here for tonight and the next two days. The pink lace barely covered Elena’s ass and she made no effort to fix that. Marcus got both hands on her when she reached him — one on her ass and one straight between her thighs from behind — and held her there while she collected his glass, his fingers working against her through the lace while she stood and let him. Victor's hand went up her inner thigh as she leaned past him and kept going, unhurried, while she sorted an appetizer plate for the old chairman. Alejandro caught her wrist when she got to him, turned her around, pushed her back against the table edge and fingered her through the bodysuit for a full ten seconds while she gripped the edge of the table and looked at the ceiling and breathed through it. Then he let her go and she moved on like nothing had happened.

Cassie watched her complete the circuit and understood.

She set the glasses on the bar and started the other way around. This was the job. She moved slowly and kept her hands at her sides and let them take what they wanted. Victor didn't wait — his hand found her ass the moment she came level with his chair, yanked the sequin up to her waist and got both hands on her bare skin, spreading her cheeks apart just enough to get a look at the jeweled base of the plug sitting there, and she heard him make a low sound of satisfaction behind her. She stopped and let him look and let him feel and didn't fix her dress when she moved on because what was the point — it was going to be up again in a couple of seconds anyway. Marcus didn't bother with the niceties this time; his hand went straight between her legs from the front, cupped her pussy through the soaked thong and squeezed it in his palm like he was checking the weight of it, two fingers pressing the wet fabric up into her, and she grabbed the back of his chair and held on while he worked his fingers against her and watched her face. "Good girl," he said, and withdrew.

"Thank you Daddy" she whispered, all flustered.

West was last. He was sitting at the opposite end from Victor, legs spread, taking up all the space there was. She stopped beside his chair and he looked up at her and then reached out and gripped her hip and pulled her a step closer. His hand was enormous on her. He looked at her chest for a moment — the same way he'd looked at it when she'd brought his drink, that calm entitlement — and then reached up and pulled the halter aside with two fingers and freed her breast. He took his time with it. His thumb moved over her nipple slowly, back and forth, watching it stiffen under his touch, and she stood still on her high heels and kept her breathing even and let him do whatever he wanted with it.

"I've been hearing great things about your performance," he said. His voice was low, unhurried, English-accented. First words he'd said to her all evening.

"I can't wait for you to experience it firsthand, sir," she said.

He looked up at her face. Something shifted in his expression — not quite a smile but close enough. He ran his thumb over her nipple one more time, and then tucked her back into her dress with the same large careful hand and gave her a quick spank over her ass to signal her to get going.

She walked away from him with her nipple still stiff against the sequin and the warm knowledge that she'd made the right first impression with the only founding member who was yet to have her.

Victor patted his thigh once when she reached him. She slid into his lap and the sequin rode up and she let it — his hand found her inner thigh and slid straight to the centre of her, fingers moving her thong aside with the ease of a man who had decided not to delay any of this. She felt the cool air of the suite and then his hand, covering her.

"Nice and ready for the games, I see," he said. Not a question.

"Been ready since the plane, Mr. Klein," she said.

"Good." His fingers pressed inside her, slow and considered. "I've been thinking about this weekend." He watched the side of her face while he worked his fingers in and out. "Specifically about watching West have you."

She felt her pussy clench around his fingers involuntarily and he felt it too — she could tell by the way his mouth moved.

"He goes first," he said.

"Mmhmm," she moaned as her hips ground onto his fingers.

Victor's fingers pressed deeper. "Do you know why?"

"Because—" Victor flicked her clit with his thumb and she moaned instead of finishing what she'd started to say.

"Because he's the only one in this room who hasn't had you yet," Victor finished for her. "I've known him for four decades, sweetheart. My friend and my co-founder from the other side of the sea doesn't wait well, Cassie." He withdrew his fingers slightly and pressed them back in. "I've been looking forward to watching your face when you find out what you're dealing with."

She turned to face him, one knee either side of his thigh. "Tell me something about him."

Victor looked at her. Amused. "Ask me properly."

She put her mouth at his ear. "Please," she said. "Sir."

"The last woman who spent a weekend with West couldn't walk for three days. He's been waiting three months for this one, Cassie." he added a third finger into her pussy at that, drawing a sharp yelp out of her. She was grateful her back was to the room, she didn’t want to see what others' faces said. The chairman wasn’t done yet, he continued,"He's going to want something from you tonight that no one in this room has had yet — and when he does, you're going to let him take it and beg him to keep going."

She pulled back and looked at him and felt her whole body clench around his fingers and thought: not enough. Nowhere near enough.

"You'll find out soon," Victor said, mouth curving at the sight of the young married woman's face and chest flushing red. He fucked her on his hand through the first card hand — she sat in his lap and looked at the baize and felt every stroke of his fingers and kept her face composed, mostly, and the floor man watched the wall with great dedication.

Across the room Elena was with Marcus, the pink lace dress shoved up to her waist in the back, one of his big hands spreading her ass while his mouth worked her nipples through the open chest of the bodysuit. She had one hand braced on the arm of his chair and was rocking her hips in slow intentional grinding movements, making sure the whole room could see. The experienced lady knew how to put on a show. Marcus caught Cassie's eye over Elena's side and smiled with complete warmth, entirely unashamed.

West watched all of it from his chair. He hadn't moved. He hadn't spoken.

Victor withdrew his fingers when the hand ended and smoothed Cassie's dress back over her thighs with the same precise care he did everything.

"This weekend's going to be good. I can see that," he said.

She slid off his lap with a sultry smile and without answering. She didn't need to.

By the second hand Alejandro had pulled Elena away from Marcus and into his lap with the directness that was entirely his own — one hand at her wrist, a tug, and she landed across his thighs with something caught between a laugh and a gasp. He didn't bother with the dress. He reached straight between her thighs, pushed the split crotch of the bodysuit aside, and got his fingers inside her on the first try, and Elena's composure fractured just slightly — her chin lifting, her breath going audible for one moment before she caught it back.

"Good evening to you too baby," she said.

"Always," Alejandro smiled, working two fingers inside her while he looked at his cards.

Marcus turned to Cassie. "Come here."

She settled into his lap and felt his cock hard through his trousers the moment she sat down. He found the halter straps at her chest, pushed it aside, and put his mouth on her breast, his lips closed over her nipple and started sucking, and she arched into it and grabbed the back of his chair and let him pull at her with his teeth, gently, just enough, and the sound that came out of her was lower than she'd intended.

His other hand slid under her dress in the front. Found her thong. Pulled it aside and ran two fingers through her and she felt her whole body clench. His fingers stilled for a moment — not at her pussy but just below it, at the base of the plug, the smooth bejeweled circle of it warm against his fingertips.

"Elena's idea, Daddy," Cassie said.

He pressed the base gently and felt her gasp and looked up at her. "How long have you been wearing this, babygirl?"

"Since this morning," she said.

He pressed two fingers inside her and felt her clench around them. "Does your husband know," he said against her breast, "what a naughty little slut he's married?"

She felt her pussy flood at that. "He knows, Daddy."

"What does he know?" Marcus obviously knew her husband knows it all, he wanted her to think about it, about Noah now.

She shifted in his lap, feeling his cock hard underneath her. "He knows his wife is a slut," she said. "He knows exactly where I am right now and what I'm doing and whose lap I'm sitting in."

Marcus groaned low against her breast. His fingers drove deeper. "And what are you doing, babygirl? Tell Daddy."

"Letting four of my bosses use me for the weekend," she said. Her hips were moving against his hand now, slow, without her deciding to. "While my loving hubby sits at home and waits for me."

"Good girl." His thumb found her clit. "And does that make you wet, thinking about him home waiting while you're here getting your pussy fingered in Daddy’s lap?"

She bit her lip. "Yes, Daddy."

"How wet?"

"You can feel how wet," she said.

"I want to hear you say it."

"Soaking," she said. "Since before we even got dressed. Since this morning with the plug. Since the plane." She leaned closer to his ear. "I've been wet since Elena told me what this weekend was going to look like a month ago."

His cock surged under her and his fingers worked her harder and she held the back of his chair and rode his hand and didn't try to stop any of it.

"Later tonight," he said, his mouth back on her nipple. "Chaise. Mouth first. Then face to face so I can watch this angelic face while I'm inside you." His thumb pressed her clit. "And I want you loud enough that your husband could hear you from here."

She came close enough to the edge that she had to grab his wrist.

"Later," she managed.

"Later," he agreed as he withdrew his thick digits, fixed her thong, patted her thigh, and reached for his cards — and she sat in his lap for the rest of the hand with her pussy clenching around nothing and his cock still hard underneath her.

"I need a drink," Elena said from Alejandro's lap, her voice fully recovered.

"I'll get it," Cassie said.

She crossed to the bar and felt every eye in the room track her across the space. She fixed Elena's drink and then fixed her own — something cold, something she didn't have to think about — and stood at the bar for a moment with her back to the room and just breathed. Her nipples were hard and still wet from Marcus's mouth. Her dress was damp against the back of her thighs. She was wet enough to feel it between her legs when she walked. She took a long sip and looked at herself in the mirrored wall behind the bar — sequin dress, diamond anklet, flushed face, lips still red and not yet kissed — and thought: this is what you look like when you're about to let four men take everything.

She finished half the glass, set it down, picked up Elena's drink and turned around.

West was at the bar.

He'd moved while her back was turned, which she would have thought impossible in a man that size without making any sound at all. He was standing six feet away, close enough for her to see clearly, and his eyes were on her face with the absolute attention she'd clocked from the moment he turned at the window a couple of hours back, and she felt her stomach drop exactly the way it had then.

"Married," he said.

"Yes," she said.

"Married women fuck desperate." He looked at her tits, then her face. "Like they're stealing something. Soft. Greedy. Grip like they mean it." He refreshed his drink. "Sweetest thing there is." His eyes moved over her slowly. "I've been waiting three months for a taste of yours."

She felt her pussy clench so hard she had to concentrate on keeping her face straight.

He walked back to his chair.

The third hand began.

She drifted back to the table and found herself beside Alejandro when Elena moved to Victor. He pulled her down into his lap, skirt shoved up, and got his hand between her legs before she'd settled.

"I want to feel you," he said.

He pulled her thong down to her mid-thighs and got two fingers inside her before she'd finished registering the air on her skin. Her head went back. He worked her with the direct thoroughness he brought to everything — no buildup, no charting, just his fingers fucking her at the pace he wanted while he watched her face, and she gripped the arm of the chair and felt her hips moving against him and stopped trying to fight it.

"Alejandro—" she started.

"I know," he said. He pressed his thumb against her clit and she made a sound that was too loud for the room — loud enough that Marcus looked over.

"Careful," Marcus said mildly, not to anyone in particular.

"She's fine," Alejandro said, not looking away from Cassie. His fingers curled inside her, finding the right angle, and she pressed her mouth shut and concentrated very hard on not coming in his lap before the cards had decided anything.

"I need you to stop," she said. "Right now or I'm going to—"

"I know," he said, and withdrew his fingers, and neither of them bothered to fix her thong back. The damp piece of fabric stayed to the side, baring her pussy for everyone.

She sat in his lap and waited for the pulse between her thighs to subside. He picked up his cards.

"You're mean," she said, when she had her breath back.

"You'll get everything you're owed before the weekend's done," he said. "Don't worry."

***

The fourth hand.

Nobody straightened anything.

Elena's dress was bunched around her waist, had been since Victor got his hands on her sometime back, pulled up and left there, nobody suggesting she fix it, and her not bothering. Her breasts were out, the bodysuit open at the chest, and she was moving lap to lap with the unhurried ease of a woman who had stopped pretending there was anything else happening in this room. Cassie's v-neck halter had been pulled aside so many times in the last hour that she'd stopped fixing it, both breasts bare now, nipples dark and worked, the sequin dress nothing more than a belt around her middle. Her thong was damp and pushed to one side and she'd stopped adjusting that too. What was the point. They were what they were — paid for, available, moving between these men's hands and mouths and laps like that was the most natural thing in the world, because this weekend — it was.

The dealer moved them back toward the table with the diplomacy of a man being paid to manage exactly this. Cassie slid off Marcus's lap, felt the cool air on her bare skin and didn't reach for her dress, and took her seat and looked around the table.

Two to three hours of hands and laps and mouths and fingers and the room had shifted — she could feel it the way you feel a change in pressure before a storm. The easy territorial banter from earlier was gone. Victor was quiet and precise in a way that meant he was ready. Alejandro had stopped making jokes. Marcus had his eyes on her with a warmth that had gone several degrees south of warm. Even the floor man seemed to be fighting harder from all the constant adjusting he had to do to his crotch. These men had been worked up for hours — teased and touched and given just enough to want considerably more — and the card game had always been a formality, a way of deciding order, and now the order was about to be decided and everyone in the room knew what came next.

Time to put our married holes to work.

The thought arrived without apology, and she didn't send it away. This was what she and Elena were here for. This was the job — the real one, the one that had pulled her out of a situation she didn't like to think about too directly, the nearly-homeless months before she reconsidered Dr.Parks' offer and KHW had become the thing that changed everything. She was grateful for it in a way she couldn't explain to anyone outside this arrangement. Not just the money — though God, the money — but the fact of being wanted this specifically, this deliberately, by men this powerful. She intended to earn every bit of it this weekend. She intended to make an impression that lasted.

West hadn't said a word from his chair through any of it, even when she was on his laps, he didn’t talk, he just focused on the game while he let his hands and mouth enjoy the young new recruit. When she was on others' laps, he'd watched — she'd caught him several times, that same flat unwavering attention. He was just there. Taking up his chair. Watching two women let his colleagues use them for the last few hours and saying almost nothing about it.

She thought about Elena's voice on the jet: by the time you realise what's happening, you're already doing whatever he wants.

The cards were dealt.

West drew high.

She'd known it was coming — Victor had told her, his fingers inside her, his mouth at her ear. West goes first. The only one in the room who hasn't had you yet.  She watched him look at his card and felt every muscle in her body tighten at once.

West set the card face down on the green baize, slow and flat.

He stood up.

He didn't cross the room so much as the room got smaller.

One moment he was at the table. The next he was standing in front of her and she had to tilt her chin up to look at him and the size of him at close range was something else entirely — not just tall but broad, the kind of broad that blocked out the light behind him, and his hands, which she had done the math on already, were at his sides and very still.

He looked at her for one second.

"Come here."

Two words. Low, English-accented, entirely certain. Not a question and not a command exactly — more like a statement of what was already happening. She was already standing up.

She felt the eyes of the room on her back as she followed him. Victor from his chair. Alejandro at the bar. Marcus with one hand on his cards and the other full of Elena's breast — she was in his lap, dress still bunched at her waist, his fingers working her nipple while he watched over the top of his hand — and Elena's eyes found Cassie's as she passed and Elena gave her nothing except a small nod, the kind that meant: you're ready. I made sure of it.

West pushed the partially closed door open with one hand and stood aside to let her through.

She walked in.

The bedroom was dim — one lamp, the Strip bleeding through the curtains, enough light to see by. A king bed, turned down. The room smelled like the rest of the suite, expensive and cool. She heard him close the door behind them and then stop — she turned and he hadn't closed it all the way. It sat open four, five inches. A strip of light from the suite. Voices, the clink of glass, the sound of the evening continuing without her.

She understood. The door stayed open.

West looked at her in the dim light and said nothing. He reached out and unclipped the halter at the back of her neck with two fingers — one motion, like he'd done it a hundred times — and the front of the dress fell away. Both breasts out. He looked at them the way he'd been looking at them all evening, that calm thorough attention, and then he took her by the waist and turned her around.

She felt his hands at the zip of the sequin skirt. It came down. The dress pooled at her feet and she stepped out of it and stood in nothing but her thong and her heels and the diamond anklet and the jeweled plug. His hands ran down her back, slow, feeling her — the curve of her spine, her ass, both hands filling with it, spreading her slightly. His thumb found the base of the plug and pressed it and she exhaled.

"Leave it in," he said.

"Yes, sir."

He turned her back around. Looked at her standing there in the lamplight — all of her, unhurried, like he was deciding where to start. Then he sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at her.

"On your knees."

She went down slow — held his eyes the whole way, one hand trailing down his thigh as she sank to the carpet in front of him, and she could feel his gaze on her the whole way down, that same flat unwavering attention. On her knees in her heels with her breasts bare and the diamond anklet catching the lamplight she looked up at him and waited.

He looked down at her for a moment. Then he reached down and put one big hand under her chin and tilted her face up another inch, just looked at her like that — married woman, twenty-three, on her knees in a Las Vegas hotel room — and something moved in his expression that wasn't quite a smile but was adjacent to satisfaction.

She reached for his belt.

He let her work it. Let her take her time with the zip, with getting her hands inside, and when she got his cock out, she went very still for a moment.

The math had been right. The math had been completely right and then some.

He was thick — genuinely, substantially thick — and already hard and darker than the rest of him. She wrapped both hands around him, her fingers didn't even meet… she felt her pussy and her ass clench hard at the same moment with the specific animal fear of a body calculating what it was about to be asked to do. She had never — not Noah, not anyone, nothing she'd ever had inside her had been close to this.

She looked up at him.

"I don't know how—" she started.

"You will learn," he said.

She believed him. She didn't know why she believed him but she did, completely, and she wanted it — that was the thing that surprised her, the way her body wanted it despite the fear or maybe because of it, she wanted it so badly she could feel it in her throat.

"Don't think about it," he said. "Open your mouth."

She did. She leaned forward, put her mouth on him, heard him exhale slowly above her, and got to work.

He was generous with the time he gave her — one hand loose in her hair, not forcing, just resting there while she worked him, learning the weight of him, the length, getting her jaw used to it. He made almost no sound. Watched her from above with those eyes and let her do what she was doing and occasionally tightened his fingers slightly in her hair when she did something he liked.

When he decided he'd had enough of that he drew her up by the hair, not rough, just definitive. Stood her up. Turned her toward the bed.

"Hands and knees."

She got on the bed. Heard him behind her — the nightstand drawer, a bottle, his hands. She felt the cold of the lube first, his thumb working the plug slowly free, taking his time, and she gripped the duvet and breathed. The plug came out and she felt the absence of it and then his thumb, slick, pressing in where the plug had been, working her open a little more, slow circles, and she pressed her face into the duvet and made a sound she didn't try to control.

She'd expected him to go for her pussy first. When she felt him position against her ass instead she had one pure moment of — not refusal, she wasn't going to say stop, but recalculation. That.  He was going to put that inside her ass. She thought about the largest plug, the one Elena had produced in the limo that morning, the one she'd worn all day until they'd switched to the jeweled ones during dressing — she wished fiercely in that moment that she'd kept it in longer, that she'd had another hour with it, that something had done more of the work of stretching her out for what was pressing against her now. The jeweled plug had been smaller. She felt the difference acutely.

"First time?" he said.

"Yes," she said.

It wasn't, technically. She'd given Noah that. But with the stretch of West's thumb inside her and the reality of what was pressing against her now, she understood that what had happened with Noah barely counted as a first when compared to what was about to go in her next. West didn't need to know the distinction. With a cock that size, he'd feel like her first regardless. It was a win for everyone.

"Here." His thumb pressed deeper. "This is mine then."

She gripped the duvet. "Yes, sir."

He worked his thumb in and out of her ass, slow and thorough, while his other hand found her pussy — two fingers, easy, she was soaking — and worked both at once, here she was… on her hands and knees on a Las Vegas hotel bed with her face in the duvet and a very large man's hands working both her holes and she had stopped thinking entirely.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yes," she said. Then: "Sir."

She heard him position himself. Felt the blunt pressure of him against her ass — not the plug, nothing like the plug, broader, warmer, a different category of thing entirely — and she made herself breathe out and made herself not clench and felt her body arguing with her about both.

He pressed in. Just the head. Just that.

She heard herself make a sound that had no name as her hands fisted in the duvet while she pressed her forehead down into it and thought: Noah knows where I am. He knows what these weekends are. He's home right now, probably on the couch, thinking he knows what his wife gets up to when she goes away with the firm. He thinks he's prepared for it. He thinks he can picture it.  She felt something pool low — not guilt, rather it was an arousal so sharp it was almost indistinguishable from shame, except it wasn't shame at all… to knowing her husband was home waiting and loving her and had absolutely no frame of reference for this. He can't picture this. He can't picture me on my hands and knees in a Las Vegas suite with my ass full of the biggest cock I've ever seen in my life, dripping onto the sheets, making sounds I didn't know I could make, and wanting every single inch of it.  She loved Noah. She was going to go home to Noah. And right now she was this, here, and those two things existed at the same time, and both of them were true.

All these thoughts did not make her want to stop.

"Breathe," West said.

She breathed.

He held there — not advancing, just holding, letting her feel the stretch of him, letting her body register what was happening to it. She felt herself clenching and unclenching around him and heard herself making small broken sounds she couldn't control, while she felt her pussy gushing wetness out onto her thighs and the bed.

"That's it," he said. Low. Almost to himself.

Then he pressed deeper.

Not fast — nothing about West was fast — but steady, that same inexorable quality she'd felt all evening, the patience that had nothing patient about it. An inch. Another. She felt herself opening around him and felt the burn of being split open around him, her whole body shaking with the effort of taking it as her thoughts once again ran: three months he waited for this. Three months of hearing about her from Victor and Marcus and Alejandro, this young married analyst who'd been put through two weeks of prep for exactly this moment, and now here she was on the bed giving him something she'd never given anyone in a room full of men who'd all had the rest of her.  The wrongness of it hit her somewhere low and she felt herself clench around him hard and heard him exhale.

"Don't do that," he said.

"Sorry," she managed. "Sir."

He pressed deeper and she stopped being able to think about anything at all.

"Please—" she started.

"I know," he said, and pressed deeper.

She gripped the duvet and took it.

He bottomed out and held there.

Both hands on her hips, not moving, just holding her onto him while she felt the full length and girth of him seated inside her ass as her entire body shook with it. She had never — the plugs, the weeks of prep, Elena's careful escalation through every size — none of it had made her ready for this. There was no version of ready for this. She was stuffed full of him in a way that rewired something, that made her feel it from her ass to her stomach to somewhere behind her ribs, and she pressed her face into the duvet and made a sound that was half sob and gripped the sheets and just breathed and felt every inch of that large black cock inside her and thought: this is what it feels like. This is what all of it was for.

His thumb moved to her clit and pressed there and the sound that came out of her filled the room. Amidst all of it, she heard something shift in the room beyond the open door.

She turned her head.

Elena was in the doorway.

The pink lace dress was gone, she was in just the open-chest bodysuit, the bottom pushed aside, bent slightly at the waist with one hand braced on the doorframe and the other gripping the frame above it. Marcus was behind her, one hand on her waist and the other full of her breast, fucking her in long steady strokes that rocked her forward with each one. Her hair had come loose and her head was tipped back and her eyes — her eyes were on Cassie's face.

Behind them, at the poker table, Victor and Alejandro were still playing. Unhurried. Occasional glances toward the four of them — the way men glanced at a television during a halftime on football weekend. The floor man, too, was enjoying the show.

Marcus's rhythm didn't break. He watched Cassie over Elena's shoulder the way he'd watched her across the table all evening — warm, entirely unashamed — and Elena held the doorframe as she continued holding Cassie's gaze and gave her the smallest nod. It was a nod of ‘ You've got this.’

West started to move.

Long strokes, his hands pulling her back onto him as much as pressing forward — she felt the full obscene length of him on every stroke, felt the thickness of him dragging against her on every withdrawal, and she stopped trying to be quiet about any of it. Through the open door she could hear the suite — the low murmur of Victor and Alejandro at the table, the clink of a glass — and she knew they could hear her, every sound going straight through that open door into the room where two more of her bosses were sitting with their cards and their drinks listening to what West was doing to their newest recruit. The thought hit her somewhere low and she gripped the sheets harder.

His thumb lifted from her clit without warning.

She chased it instinctively, hips rolling back, and heard something above her that might have been a breath of amusement. He let her chase for a moment before letting his thumb come back harder… she cried out into the cotton.

He found his pace, each stroke deliberate, the weight of him behind her enormous and present as he fucked her with the focus of a man who'd waited three months for this and was taking every bit of it. His hands weren't gentle on her hips. She felt the grip of them, the size of them — those hands she'd done the math on when he took the bourbon glass — wrapped around her hipbones, pulling her back onto his cock on every stroke. She felt tears on her face from the stretch and the fullness and the sheer fact of a very large Black man's cock buried in her married ass.

In the doorway Marcus's rhythm had changed to become shorter, harder, his hand dropping from Elena's waist to her clit, and Elena's grip on the doorframe went white-knuckled and her head dropped forward and she made a sound that Cassie heard clearly over her own.

West's grip tightened. Something changed in his breathing… a low controlled exhale, the first real sound she'd heard from him since he'd started moving.

"There," he said. Low. More to himself than to her.

She came. Not the neat contained edge she'd been walked to and back from all evening — this detonated from her clit outward and she cried out into the sheets and felt her whole body clench around him and felt herself gush, the first time she’s ever squirted, she didn’t even know this was possible for her, soaking the duvet beneath her, and heard West make a low sound above her that was the most purely satisfied thing she'd heard from him all night.

In the doorway, Elena came at the same moment… a sharp broken sound, her whole body shuddering forward against the frame, Marcus driving into her and groaning low against her neck as he finished inside her.

West drove forward and held. She felt the pulse of his cum flooding her and shook and gripped the duvet and let him finish as her walls clenched around him reflexively — milking everything out of him. His hand came down flat on her lower back, it just rested there, heavy and warm, while he came inside her. She felt it for what it was: ownership, satisfied.

The room went quiet.

He withdrew slowly. She felt the emptiness of it… his cock, then his hands, then the warmth of him gone while she still stayed on her hands and knees and breathed. He went to the bathroom. She heard water. Through the open door the suite had settled; it was now just low voices, the shuffle of cards, men who had heard everything and were already moving on to the next thing.

She lifted her head and looked at the doorway. Elena was still there, straightening up, Marcus stepping back from her, both of them coming down from their orgasms. Elena caught her eye across the distance and something passed between them. They'd both just taken it in the ass, in the same suite, on the same night, while the other men listened from the poker table.

Sister-whores,  Cassie thought, and felt a warmth in her chest that had nothing to do with sex.

She put her forehead back to the duvet and breathed.

She was still on her hands and knees when she heard Elena's heels on the hardwood — not the suite carpet, the bedroom floor — and then Elena was there, one hand on her back, warm and steady.

"Come on," she said. "Let's get cleaned up."

Cassie let herself be helped up. Her legs were unsteady and Elena's hand stayed on her arm and didn't make anything of it. They walked to the bathroom together — the two of them, in varying states of undress, in a Las Vegas hotel suite at whatever time it now was.

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror.

There she was.

***

The ensuite in this room was larger than theirs, white marble, and very bright; it smelled like money, like everything else about this weekend.

Cassie sat on the edge of the tub. Elena was at the mirror, running a damp cloth along her inner thighs, unhurried, like this was a normal thing women did in the middle of the night in Las Vegas. Which — for Elena — it was.

Neither of them spoke for a moment.

Cassie's ass still ached, open and dull. Not badly — a deep settled soreness, the kind that wouldn't peak until tomorrow morning when she tried to sit down for breakfast and remembered exactly how she'd earned it. She shifted on the tub edge and felt it and said nothing.

Elena set the cloth down. "Your face when you came." She turned around and leaned against the marble. "You looked like someone had rearranged your furniture."

Cassie almost laughed. "Is that what it looks like?"

She reached for a fresh towel, dampened it in warm water, and handed it to Cassie.

"First time with West, yes." Elena leaned against the vanity as Cassie wiped herself down. Her bodysuit was back in place, the lace straight, properly back to framing everything it was showing, her hair re-pinned. She looked like she'd taken a forty-minute break, not like she'd just been fucked in a doorway while watching her younger colleague get her ass broken in. "You did well."

"I squirted."

"I know. Remember? I was there too."

"Yeah– Yes… I just, I didn't even know I could do that."

Elena smiled. "West has that effect." She reached for the hand cream on the shelf, worked it into her palms. "You'll be sore tomorrow. The day after worse. Day three it starts to feel normal."

"Normal?" Cassie asked, more to herself.

"Normal for the kinda line of work we’re in." Elena set the cream down. "Frank says he can always tell when I've had a West weekend. I can't sit through church."

That broke out a laugh from Cassie, and Elena's smile went wider. For a minute, they were just two women in a too-bright bathroom, naked — Elena’s body suit was anyway just barely there — in high heels, freshly fucked, laughing about something their husbands couldn't fully picture.

It settled.

Elena opened the cabinet under the sink and came up with two travel-size douche bulbs, a bottle of warm water already running from the tap, and the small tube of soothing anal gel she'd produced from her bag with the same matter-of-fact ease she produced everything. She set one bulb on the edge of the tub beside Cassie and prepped her own at the sink.

"You'll want to do this before we go back out," she said. "Especially you. West leaves a mess."

Cassie took the bulb without comment. They worked in companionable quiet — Elena at the toilet first, then Cassie, neither of them making anything of it. This was just the job. The cleanup after.

Elena took the gel first, worked a small amount into herself with two fingers, unhurried, entirely unbothered. Set the tube on the edge of the tub. Then she looked at Cassie.

"Hands on the tub. Feet apart."

Not a question. Cassie bent and put her hands on the edge of the tub.

Elena crouched behind her and applied the gel herself — two fingers, unhurried, working the cool soothing gel in with the same matter-of-fact care she brought to everything. Cassie gripped the edge of the tub and said nothing. Elena's fingers pressed gently against the gaping hole that had been thoroughly used and Cassie felt her breath go shallow — not from pain, not anymore — and stared at the wall and concentrated very hard on staying still.

"There," Elena said, low. She withdrew and stood, and Cassie became aware that she'd been holding her breath.

She let it out.

Elena was at the sink washing her hands, entirely composed, and Cassie looked at her in the mirror — the open chest of the bodysuit, the lace barely covering anything, the long toned and shiny legs in those heels — and thought about the limo. About Elena's fingers that morning, working the plug inside her, telling her to breathe. About watching her in the doorway minutes ago, Marcus driving into her while Elena's eyes stayed locked on Cassie's face. The tease had been running since before Vegas and Cassie understood now, with the clarity that came from being thoroughly used and still wanting more, that it wasn't going to resolve itself tonight.

Elena caught her eye in the mirror. Held it one beat too long, the corner of her mouth moving. She knew exactly what Cassie was thinking.

She always knew.

"Better?" she asked.

"Better," Cassie said. Not entirely honestly.

Elena stepped aside. Cassie took the mirror, ran the damp cloth along her jaw, blotted under her eyes, found her lipstick in the clutch Elena had brought along, and re-lined her mouth. Touched up her mascara. Looked at herself: flushed, a little wrecked. But back to looking like a working wife.

Good enough.

Elena picked up her liner. "Frank and I have a place that we rent out. A lakehouse, about three hours north from the city. It’s cozy and private." She ran the liner along her upper lip. "I've been thinking about taking it for a weekend. Why don’t you and Noah join us? It’ll just be the four of us, you and Noah, me and Frank." A pause. "The way those two were looking at us at dinner, it'd be a shame to waste it."

Cassie met her eye in the mirror.

"It’d be like a thank-you," Elena said. "For the supportive husbands." She capped the liner. "And for us — somewhere private, no schedule, no men telling us where to be." Her eyes moved to Cassie's in the mirror, just for a second. "We'd get to decide how the weekend goes — who does what to who. Think about it. No pressure."

Cassie looked at herself for a moment. Elena and Noah. The thought arrived and she waited for the jealousy to follow it and it didn't, not quite. What came instead was something closer to fairness. He'd been nothing but good about all of this. Every homecoming, every detail she gave him, every abstinence window held without complaint. If it was Elena — who Cassie already half-adored, who'd had her hands on her in a limo and a bathroom while she called her good girl, it felt like she actually meant it, this was the woman whose body she'd been stealing looks at all night and couldn't quite stop… that felt less like losing something and more like everyone getting what they deserved.

Sister-whores, she thought, and felt her mouth curve.

And then the thought underneath that one: about the rest of the night, and more importantly for now, about tomorrow night, all four of them at once. Elena had hinted earlier in the flight here what it would look like. No game to win, no order, no taking turns — just her and Elena passed between four pairs of hands, used however those men decided, for as long as they wanted, every hole, all night. The thought hit her low and she felt her pussy clench hard around it, felt the soreness West had left in her flare up in answer, and thought: good . She realized she wanted to still be feeling him when the next cock got inside her.

"I'll think about it," she said.

"Good." Elena turned from the mirror. "Now come on. The chairman's been patient long enough for that ass."

She gave Cassie a sharp playful spank as they walked out. It landed square on the soreness West had left, and Cassie felt it all the way up her spine, the ache, the heat, the reminder of what the night had already asked of her and given back. She laughed anyway. Followed Elena back toward the light and the men and whatever tomorrow night was going to ask of both of them.

She had a feeling she wasn't going to be walking straight by Sunday.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Ever been curious about those fantasies people don’t talk about out loud? The kind that twist jealousy into something... hotter? Cuckold Chronicles is all about exploring that space—where couples push boundaries, give in to temptation, and find out what happens when control shifts hands. And now, you get the first five steamy stories bundled together for one sweet price.

Each story in this series stands on its own—no cliffhangers, no connections—just raw, honest, seriously hot journeys into desire, dominance, and surrender. We’ve got confident wives, devoted husbands, powerful outsiders, and enough tension to keep your heart racing. One couple’s weekend away changes everything. Another husband watches from the sidelines while his wife takes the lead. And in one story? A CEO doesn’t just run the company—he takes what he wants.

If you’re into high-heat stories that feel real, messy, emotional, and spicy as hell, this bundle was made for you.

So if you’re in the mood for something bold, something different—grab the bundle and start with the first five stories that kicked it all off. This isn’t just fantasy... it’s your next favorite guilty pleasure.

***


About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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