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A Note from the Author

I've been waiting to write this one for a long time.

Cassie has spent three books discovering what she's worth to a room full of powerful men. This book is about what she's worth to the one man who never has to pay, at least not in money.

We open in Vegas, right where Book 3  left us. If you're just joining us, Book 1  is where it all starts, and I think you'll get so much more out of this one having lived it with them from the beginning.

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

Noah's coming with us this time.

~ Emily Felix


Chapter I

The presidential suite had gone quiet the way rooms did after Victor was finished with them — not empty, just settled, the air itself seeming to exhale. The sheets under her were cool where he'd pushed them back and still damp in the one place that mattered. Somewhere on the floor was the tiny black thong he'd told her to leave on until he decided otherwise, which had turned out to be about four minutes in.

Cassie lay on her side on top of the sheets, still catching her breath, watching him at the window with his back to her. He'd pulled his hotel robe back on but hadn't tied it, and the city spread out below him in a grid of light that made him look like something built into the skyline rather than a man standing in front of it. Both times she’d had an appointment with him so far, he’d done this after. Stood at the glass for a minute or two, saying nothing, like he needed the height to come back to himself.

She didn't mind the silence. She'd learned that about him over the last couple of months working for him — Victor Klein didn't fill space he didn't need to fill.

Her body ached in the specific, satisfied way it had started to recognize as its own kind of currency. Not the soreness from West, the blunt physical toll of him. This was different — the low, thorough ache of a man who took his time and knew exactly where to spend it, who'd had her over the desk first and then the bed and hadn't raised his voice once through any of it, who could get four words out of her — yes, Mr. Chairman, please, sir  — with nothing but the flat command of his hand at the back of her neck and an occasional spank on her ass. She rolled onto her back and looked at the ceiling, feeling the last of it move through her.

"You're quiet," Victor said, without turning around.

"I'm tired," she said. "Good tired."

He made a sound that might have been agreement. He crossed to the bar cart, poured two fingers of something amber into a glass, and didn't offer her one — he never did, not until she'd earned the specific right to sit with him and drink like an equal instead of an appointment, and she understood by now that tonight wasn't that night. He came back to the bed and sat on the edge of it, glass in hand, and looked at her the way he looked at everything: like he had all the time there was and knew it.

"Tomorrow night," he said, "will not be like tonight."

She pushed herself up on one elbow. "No?"

"Consider tonight to have been the teaser. What you had tonight so far was the easing in." He took a slow sip. "One at a time, the way it's been. Tomorrow, that changes." His eyes moved over her, down and back up, proprietary in a way that had stopped making her flinch weeks ago. "All four of us in the same room. You and Elena, put on display for us first. Then we take our turn with what you've built up for us together."

Cassie felt the words land somewhere low, a slow pull she recognized immediately. "Together how?"

"However Elena decides to stage it." A small, satisfied curve at the corner of his mouth — the closest thing to a smile she'd seen from him tonight. "She has instincts for that sort of thing. I've learned not to interfere."

She thought about Elena's hands from the portfolio shoot, months ago now — the specific unhurried way they'd moved, the low sound Cassie hadn't quite managed to swallow, the memory still capable of arriving uninvited and settling low in her stomach exactly like it did now. She thought about tomorrow night, the two of them in front of four men who'd been circling both of them all weekend, and felt her thighs press together before her mind had finished catching up to what her body already knew it wanted.

"Mr. Chairman… you're not going to tell me anything else?" she teased.

"No." He finished the glass and set it on the nightstand. "You'll find out with everyone else."

He stood, retied the robe, and the wind-down was apparently over — she recognized the shift in his posture, the return of the version of him that ran boardrooms rather than bedrooms. She sat up and reached for her own pair of the hotel robe off the chair, the movement pulling a small, involuntary sound out of her that had nothing to do with modesty and everything to do with how thoroughly he'd used her.

"Mr. Klein," she said, once she was decent, once the visit had officially ended in the way these visits always ended — the return of his surname, the small formal door closing behind the intimacy.

He walked her to the room door himself, which he didn't always bother to do. At the threshold he paused, one hand on the frame, and looked at her with something that wasn't quite warmth but wasn't entirely business either.

"Get some sleep," he said. "You'll want it."

The door closed behind her with the soft, expensive click all the doors on this floor made, and Cassie stood alone in the hallway for a moment, robe cinched tight, feeling the ache in her hips and the low anticipatory pull of tomorrow already working through her before she'd taken a single step back toward her own suite.

She got her phone out from her clutch before she'd even reached her and Elena’s suite for the weekend at the other end of the floor — there was nothing from Elena; she’d suspected her sister-whore still wasn’t back from her turn with Alejandro. There was one text from Noah, sent an hour ago: thinking about you. hope tonight was good to you.  She stood there in the hallway and typed back very good  and then, after a second, added tomorrow's going to be a lot  and hit send before she could second-guess it. His reply came before she'd made it three steps.

i kinda guessed it. i'll be right here.

She put the phone away and let herself into her own suite.


Chapter II

Cassie woke to the smell of coffee and the AC humming too cold, Elena already sitting on the end of the bed in last night's silk robe, hair loose, one leg tucked under her.

"You look wrecked," Elena said, handing over a cup. "Good wrecked."

Cassie wrapped both hands around it, let the heat bite into her palms. "He said tonight's different. Told me you're staging something. Both of us, before the men get to us."

"Mm." Elena didn't look up from her own cup. "He wasn't supposed to tell you that part."

"He didn't tell me what. Just that."

"Good. That's the right amount." Elena set her coffee on the nightstand — Cassie's phone sat next to it, screen dark, Noah's last text still sitting underneath the glass — and looked at her, the kind of look that got under a bra strap and started working it loose. "You've thought about it. Don't lie to me."

Cassie felt her face heat. "Since the portfolio shoot."

"I know you have." Elena reached out, tucked a strand of hair behind Cassie's ear, fingers dragging along her jaw and staying there. "We've got the whole morning. You've got Marcus at eleven, I've got Victor. Nothing before that."

Cassie's pulse picked up. "Elena—"

"Don't ask." Elena took the coffee cup out of her hands, pushed the phone further out of reach on the nightstand without seeming to think about it, and put one knee on the mattress. Her robe fell open at the collar. She didn't fix it.

She didn't move any closer than that. Just knelt there, one knee sunk into the mattress, letting Cassie look — the loose part of the robe, the unhurried patience of a woman who already knew how this ended and had no reason to rush getting there. Cassie's heart was going hard and her hands stayed flat on the sheets, some old instinct telling her to wait to be told, even though she'd basically already been told.

"Well?" Elena raised an eyebrow, not unkind. Waiting her out.

Cassie reached up first, fingers finding the lapel of the robe before they found Elena herself, and pulled her down slow. The kiss started soft — testing, almost polite — and Elena let it stay that way for a few seconds before her mouth opened against Cassie's and the pace changed. Elena made a low sound against her mouth, pleased, and only then got a hand up under the sheet, drawing it slow up her ribs before it settled over her breast — no hesitation in it once it arrived, but she'd taken her time getting there, the same unhurried certainty she brought to a room full of men, like she'd already decided how this would go before she'd sat down with the coffee and was in no hurry to prove it.

"I've watched you use this mouth on other men all night last night." Elena's teeth grazed her collarbone. "Thought about it the whole time."

Cassie got her hands under the robe and pushed it off Elena's shoulders. Warm skin, coffee on her breath, the sheets cold where the AC vent blew straight across the bed. Elena's mouth found her breast and closed around the nipple, pulled, and Cassie arched into it before she'd decided to.

"There it is." Elena didn't lift her head to say it.

She stripped the sheet off and knelt between Cassie's legs, took a slow look — the same unhurried inventory Cassie had watched her run at the shoot, at the poker table, on anyone she'd decided was hers for the next few minutes — then bent and dragged her tongue up the inside of one thigh.

Cassie's legs fell open on their own.

"Hips down." Elena's palm landed flat on her stomach, holding her to the mattress before she'd even bucked. "You'll learn that tonight if you don't learn it now. Give them your hips and they'll take them."

Her mouth landed on Cassie's clit and didn't ease into it. Tongue flat, direct, one hand braced across her hip. Cassie's other hand found Elena's hair and gripped.

"Oh God. Elena, I—"

"I know." Elena didn't stop. Two fingers went into her without warning, curled forward, found the spot in three strokes flat. "You're soaked. Been like this since you walked into my house for the first time for that photoshoot, haven't you?"

Cassie couldn't get words out. She rode Elena's hand and mouth, felt the edge come up fast, and right before it broke Elena pulled off entirely and sat back on her heels, breathing hard, mouth wet.

"Not yet." She wiped the back of her wrist across her mouth, unbothered. "Tonight you're going to want to come the second our chairman looks at you, and you're going to have to sit on it while I decide when. Might as well start now."

She climbed up and straddled Cassie's thigh, wet enough that Cassie felt it land against her skin, and took Cassie's hand and pushed three fingers into herself without asking.

"Like this." She set the pace herself — fast, deep, heel of Cassie's palm grinding up into her clit — and rode it, watching Cassie's face the whole time, her own hand going back down to keep working Cassie under her. Somewhere past the headboard the city was already loud, a garbage truck grinding gears far down on the streets, and neither of them stopped for it.

Elena's breathing went ragged first, her hips losing rhythm, and she came with her whole body locking up around Cassie's fingers, and the clench of it dragged Cassie over right behind her. She came with Elena's mouth back at her throat, hips still jerking up, until she went slack against the mattress.

Quiet for a while. Just breathing, and the coffee going cold on the nightstand, and Cassie's phone screen lighting up once, briefly, with nothing anyone answered.

"Well." Elena propped herself up, hair a mess, entirely pleased with it. "That took long enough."

"You could've said something sooner."

"I could have." Elena's finger traced down Cassie's sternum, and for a second the tease dropped out of her voice. "Glad you didn't make me ask twice." Then it was back, easy as ever, and she was already checking the clock. "Marcus in ninety. Shower. I'll get breakfast up here." She paused at the edge of the bed, robe hanging open, and looked back. "And text your husband. He'll want to hear from you before tonight, not after."

Cassie lay there a moment longer before she made herself move.

***

Marcus had the room next door on the corner, and by the time Cassie let herself out of their own suite, the housekeeping cart was already parked outside West’s suite on the floor, which meant she had about ten seconds to get into Marcus’s room before she gives a free show for the housekeeping given how she was dressed — clearly for sex, in a full coral lingerie set including nude thigh highs and four inch clear heels and a short matching transparent lace robe.

Fortunately, he opened the door before anyone walked in; he was in a hotel robe, coffee already going on the desk behind him, and pulled her in by the wrist before the door had finished swinging shut.

"You look even more gorgeous in daylight." His hands went to her waist first, always did, like he needed to confirm she was actually there before he did anything else with her. "Sleep okay?"

"Good enough." She let him walk her back toward the bed, his mouth finding her jaw, unhurried in the specific soft way that was just Marcus — no rush in him anywhere, like the whole morning belonged to them and nobody else had a claim on it.

"You look like you had a start to your day already." He said it against her ear, amused, not asking.

"Elena," she admitted, and felt him smile against her skin.

"Good." His hand slid up under the hem of her robe. "She should get first crack at you. I like what she does to you before I get you."

He was slower, softer than his own reputation on the floor of the poker room, more patient than West would ever bother being. He took his time getting her out of the robe, took his time with his mouth on her, and when he finally got inside her he did it the way he always did — deep and unhurried, one hand cradling the back of her head like she was something worth being careful with even while he fucked her.

"Look at me," he said, when her eyes started to close. "Stay with me."

She did. He liked that — being watched while he watched her — and she'd learned by now that giving him her eyes got her more of everything else. He worked her through it slow and let her come twice before he let himself finish, and after, he lay next to her for a few minutes with his hand flat on her stomach, not saying anything, in no hurry to send her back out the door.

"Look at that, it’s just eleven fifty," he said eventually, checking the clock without moving. "You've got time for a shower before others want you back."

"Thank you, Daddy," she said, half a tease and half not.

He kissed her forehead for that, which he didn't usually bother with, and let her go.

***

Elena was already back from her appointment  with Victor and was dressed in a microkini when Cassie let herself back into their suite — hair damp, makeup half-redone, going through her phone at the little desk by the window.

"You good?" Elena didn't look up.

"Yup." Cassie dropped onto the end of the bed. "You?"

"Victor didn’t rush, if that's what you're asking." Elena set the phone down and finally looked at her, something faintly amused in it. "He never has. At least not with me, not in years."

There was a version of that sentence that would have stung, once — Elena and Victor, a history that predated Cassie by a long stretch, something that lived in a place Cassie couldn't get to. It didn't sting now. She'd stopped keeping score sometime over the last almost-three months now, somewhere in it she'd understood that none of this ran on the rules jealousy usually ran on.

"We swap after lunch," Elena said, standing, adjusting her bikini bottoms. "Alejandro takes you at two. I'll take Marcus. West is out into the city today to meet an old friend, so he gets us both tonight, same as everyone."

"And the Chairman?"

"Victor sits out the one-on-ones for the rest of the day. As much as he’d like more, he’s still an old man." Elena checked her reflection once more in the mirror by the door, unhurried about it. "So the next one with him would be tonight, with the rest of the gang. Order us some lunch. Something light. We’ll want the energy later and not the bloat."

Cassie's phone buzzed on the nightstand where she'd left it charging. She reached over without really thinking about it, thumb already moving to unlock it before she'd registered the name on the screen.

Noah.

morning. thinking about you again. don't let me be a distraction if you're mid-something, just wanted you to know.

She sat with it a second, feeling something settle low and warm in her chest that had nothing to do with what she'd just done with Elena or was about to do with the rest of the day. She typed back: never a distraction babe. tonight's going to be a lot, I'll tell you everything after.  Sent it before she could second-guess the word everything .

His reply came fast, like he'd been holding the phone.

i'm not going anywhere. go have your day.

She put the phone face-down and looked up to find Elena watching her from the doorway, not unkindly.

"He's good for you," Elena said. "The good ones don't get jealous of the wrong things."

"You'd know."

"I would." Elena crossed to the closet and pulled out another equally scandalous bikini like hers — barely more fabric than the pool required, she tossed it onto the bed next to Cassie without asking. "Put that on. We've got two hours before Alejandro and Marcus want us, and I'm not spending those two hours cooped up in this room smelling like the last one."

Cassie held the bikini up. Black, cut high, the kind of thing that wouldn't survive close inspection. "Where are we going?"

"The pool. We’ve got a private one that’s only accessible for this floor’s guests, and there’s nobody up here but us and men who've already seen everything there is to see." Elena was already almost finished with her makeup, unbothered, talking through it. "We'll get the lunch sent out there. Sun for an hour, then back down to shower and go again."

They took the private elevator up, tiny robes over the bikinis, and had the infinity pool to themselves — the kind of view that made the whole floor feel like it was hanging over the Strip rather than sitting on top of it. Elena ordered for both of them without asking what Cassie wanted, something light with grilled chicken and no bread, and they ate it poolside with their feet in the water, the sun doing something slow and pleasant to the ache still sitting low in Cassie's hips.

"In an hour from now you'll be face-down for Alejandro," Elena said, not looking up from her plate, "you’ll need the energy, so eat."

Cassie ate.


Chapter III

The afternoon had gone the way Elena said it would — Alejandro at two, quick and blunt about it the way he always was, no niceties before or after; Marcus taking his time with Elena in the next suite over, unhurried even on his second round of the day. By six they'd both showered twice since the day had begun, napped for maybe twenty minutes apiece with the blackout curtains drawn, and picked at a room service plate neither of them finished. Cassie's whole body still carried the day in it — two men so far, counting Marcus that morning, and the low, thorough ache of it hadn't faded so much as settled somewhere she'd stopped noticing until she moved wrong.

By seven, they were back in their suite with the Strip lit up gold and pink through the windows, and Elena had the closet doors open, two garment bags and two pairs of five-inch platform stilettos, one in black and another in pink, laid out on the bed.

"These came up with room service." She unzipped the first — pink, trimmed in marabou feather at the bust and hem, barely more structure than a slip and a tiny pink g-string in the same pink transparent lace. "Yours. Mine's the black." She held up the second, the feather trim dark against sheer lace, a satin ribbon cinched at the waist. "Someone in the presidential suite has a sense of humor. Or a very specific idea of what they wanted to see tonight."

Cassie stepped into the pink babydoll, and Elena helped her with it, adjusting the straps, hands lingering a second longer than necessary, fingertips trailing down her spine after.

"You're shaking a little," Elena said, not unkindly, meeting her eyes in the mirror.

"I'm not nervous."

"I didn't say nervous." Elena turned her by the shoulders, looked her over the way she'd looked her over that morning — an inventory, unhurried, missing nothing. "You're keyed up. It’s different." She reached up and fixed a loose strand of Cassie's hair, tucking it back with the same certainty she did everything. "Good. I'd be worried if you weren't."

Cassie caught her own reflection over Elena's shoulder — blonde hair loose, pale skin gone faintly gold from earlier at the poolside, pink feathers, bare legs, a fuller figure that four different men had spent yesterday and today admiring without her once needing to suck in a stomach or apologize for it. A version of herself that six months ago had been packing Noah's lunches and color-coding a shared calendar that had nothing on it but interview dates and his mother's birthday. She'd been a wife who worried about next month's student loan payments. Now she was standing in a hotel suite about to be undressed in front of men old enough to be her father; two of them were actually older than her father, and the part of her that used to exist felt less like a person she'd been and more like a coat she'd stepped out of and hadn't picked back up. She didn't miss it. That was the part that still occasionally surprised her.

Elena's own babydoll was cut low over the ribbon waist, the black feather trim dark against her skin, the kind of thing built to be looked at from every angle in a room. Both the girls had put on their outfit-matching heels by now. Elena checked herself once in the full-length mirror, adjusted nothing, and turned to Cassie with her hand out.

"Ready?"

Cassie's phone buzzed on the nightstand. She didn't need to look to know who it was — she'd told him she'd have her phone off after eight, and it wasn't eight yet.

whatever's about to happen, i hope you remember i’m here and i’ll always love you.

She typed back one word — always  — and set the phone face-down on the nightstand, screen dark, and didn't pick it back up. Somewhere underneath the pink feathers and the fifteen minutes until they walked into that suite, some small persistent part of her filed the promise away to keep: she'd tell him everything after, the way she'd said she would this morning. Whatever everything  turned out to include.

"Ready," she said, and took Elena's hand.

***

The presidential suite had been rearranged since the night before. The poker table was gone, pushed back against the far wall, cards and chips cleared. In its place, a low upholstered bed sat in the room, angled toward the fireplace chairs — four of them, already occupied, already facing the bed like it was a stage. The fire was going, low and orange, throwing enough heat that Cassie felt it on her bare shins the second the door shut behind them.

Victor sat closest to the flames, glass in hand, watching the door with the particular stillness he brought to everything — the stillness, she'd thought once, of a man who'd decided long ago that the room came to him rather than the other way around. Silver threaded through his dark hair at the temples, sharper under the firelight than it read in daylight, and his eyes tracked her across the room with the same icy blue precision they always did, cataloguing rather than wanting. He didn't shift in his seat the way the others did. No visible want on his face at all, which was somehow worse, or better, than if he'd let it show.

Alejandro was sprawled to his left, one ankle crossed over his knee, already looking at Cassie the second she came through the door like he'd been waiting for exactly this. He still carried himself like the junior associate who'd clawed his way to partner off one enormous deal and never quite lost the hunger that had gotten him there — nothing ceremonial in him, no patience for buildup. His fingers drummed once against the arm of the chair, a small restless thing, a man who took what he wanted the second he wanted it and was visibly unhappy about being told to wait even for a minute.

Marcus sat forward in his chair, elbows on his knees, jaw already tight, silver at his temples too but warmer somehow — warm brown eyes that always seemed to actually see her rather than just look, the same attentiveness that made an hour with him feel less like a transaction than like being genuinely, thoroughly liked.

West took up the whole of the fourth — bald, broad, well over six feet, the kind of size that made the other three look almost average sitting next to him — legs spread, drink resting on his thigh, watching with the unhurried patience of a man who already owned whatever he was about to watch. He didn't lean forward the way Marcus had. He didn't need to. He'd already had her, in ways the other three hadn't, and it showed in how little urgency there was in him — the settled, proprietary calm of a man watching something that already belonged to him get unwrapped a second time.

Nobody said anything. The dealer and the floor man from the night before weren't in the room. Just the four of them, and the two women standing in the doorway in their barely-there outfits that weren't going to survive the hour.

Elena walked Cassie to the bed herself, hand at the small of her back, and positioned her in front of it before stepping back half a pace — close enough to touch, far enough to be looked at separately first.

"Gentlemen." Elena's voice carried the way it always did, easy, in control of the room without raising anything. "We thought you'd earned a proper start to the evening."

"We usually do the earning," Alejandro said, already shifting forward in his seat like the sentence cost him something to say instead of act on.

"Not tonight." Elena's eyes didn't leave Cassie's. "Tonight you watch first."

She found the thin strap of Cassie's babydoll and drew it down slow, giving the room time to see it happen, and Cassie felt four sets of eyes land on her bare shoulder before the fabric had even cleared it. Elena peeled the pink marabou-trimmed slip down over her hips next, unhurried, until it pooled at Cassie's feet and left her bare minus the tiny g-string and the fuck-me heels, and only then did Elena start on her own.

"May I?" Cassie asked, low, surprising herself.

Elena's mouth curved. "There's my girl, finally."

She let Cassie undress her instead — turned to face the room, chin up, giving the men a clean line of sight while Cassie moved in behind her. From there Cassie could see them over Elena's shoulder as she found the large ribbon at the front of Elena, just below her breasts on her waist: Victor's eyes tracking the slow work of her fingers, Alejandro not even bothering to hide where he was looking, Marcus watching Elena's face instead of her body, West's stare fixed and unhurried like he had all night to look. Cassie worked the ribbon loose slowly, more out of nerve than intention, and felt every one of those four sets of eyes land on her hands instead of Elena for a second, before sliding back up to take in both of them together. When the sheer black slip finally slipped, Elena stepped out of it without looking away from the men once, and Cassie stood there a beat longer than she needed to, feeling watched from behind Elena's bare shoulder in a way that felt different — softer, stranger — than being looked at head-on.

"On the bed," Elena said, turning back to her. "Lie back for me."

Cassie did. The sheets were cool against her bare skin, and the fire snapped once behind Elena's shoulder, a log shifting. From here she could see all four of them without turning her head — Victor's stillness unbroken, Alejandro leaning all the way forward now, Marcus's jaw working, West with one hand resting flat on his own thigh like he was keeping it there on purpose, the ice in his glass the only thing in the room that moved on its own.

Elena knelt over her, one knee on either side of Cassie's hips, and looked down at her for a long beat before she bent to kiss her — slower than that morning, more deliberate, a kiss built to be watched rather than just felt. Cassie felt the difference immediately: Elena's mouth moved with a kind of authority tonight that hadn't been there that morning, less an equal trading kisses and more a woman staging exactly what she wanted four rich men to see her do to another woman, and Cassie understood without being told to simply let her.

"Eyes on me," Elena murmured against her mouth, so quiet it was only for her. "Not them. Not yet."

Cassie kept her eyes on Elena and let her hands come up, found Elena's waist, her back, the curve where it dipped in above her hip. Elena's mouth moved down her throat, unhurried the way it had been that morning but performed now, every pause held a half-second longer than it needed to be. Cassie caught herself doing it too — the gasp that came a beat before she actually felt it, pitched to carry rather than swallowed the way she'd have kept it in private — and felt a strange thrill in catching herself at it, in knowing four men were watching her perform her own pleasure and finding that she wanted to be good at it, wanted Elena to be pleased with her for the show as much as for what the show was doing to her body.

"She likes an audience," Elena said, lifting her head just enough to say it to the room, not to Cassie. "I found that out last night. Didn't I?"

Cassie felt her face heat, and felt herself nod anyway.

Elena's mouth found her breast, and Cassie arched into it the same as she had that morning, except this time she heard the low sound Marcus made from his chair, heard the fire pop again, heard Alejandro's breathing go audibly rougher somewhere to her left, and understood in a way she hadn't quite understood until this exact second that every single thing her body did right now was being watched, feasted, wanted, by four men who'd paid for the privilege of watching it happen — and that some new, unfamiliar part of her wanted exactly that. Wanted to be the thing worth watching. Wanted Elena's mouth on her and eyes on both of them and nothing about it to feel like anything her old life had prepared her for.

Elena took her time working down. She kissed a slow line beneath Cassie's collarbone, over her ribs, paused to drag her tongue in a circle around her navel just to feel Cassie's stomach jump under her mouth, and Cassie heard one of the men shift a glass onto a side table like they needed both hands free and weren't sure yet what to do with them. Elena noticed too — Cassie felt her smile against skin.

"Patience," Elena said, not lifting her head, and it wasn't clear if she meant it for the room or for Cassie or for herself.

She spread Cassie's knees wider with both hands, unhurried about it, and grabbed the thin waistband of her g-string and pulled it all the way off of her, before throwing it over in the direction of the men without even looking at them. Elena then settled her weight between the spread legs of her protégée like she had nowhere else to be. When her mouth finally landed, it wasn't fast — she started slow, testing, reading Cassie's breathing the way she read everything, adjusting pressure and pace by fractions until she found exactly what made Cassie's hips lift off the mattress on their own. Cassie's hand found Elena's hair, and this time she didn't try to keep it gentle.

"Don't hide that from them." Elena murmured, pulling back just far enough to say it, mouth wet, eyes flicking up once to hold Cassie's.

She didn't rush back down. She kissed the inside of one thigh, then the other, drawing it out, and Cassie heard Victor's glass touch the side table with a small precise click — the only sound he'd made since they'd walked in — and somehow that single controlled noise landed louder than anything Marcus or Alejandro had let slip. Elena's fingers found her first this time, in no hurry to give her more than a rhythm to squirm against, and only once Cassie was properly writhing under just that did Elena's mouth follow, settling into a rhythm built to last rather than finish her fast.

Cassie's eyes drifted, helpless, toward the fireplace chairs — Alejandro's hand gripping the arm of his chair now instead of just drumming on it, Marcus leaning so far forward his elbows had left his knees entirely, West's stillness the only thing in the room that matched Victor's, though his was a different kind of watching, proprietary rather than composed, like a man confirming an investment was performing as expected. She looked away fast, back to the ceiling, back to Elena, but the half-second of eye contact had done something to her that Elena's mouth alone hadn't — a fresh, hot spike of wanted  that made her hips buck up hard enough that Elena had to press a forearm flat across her stomach to hold her down.

"Careful." Elena's voice had gone rough at the edges finally, the first crack in her own composure since the night began. "We're not done setting the pace yet."

Cassie forced her breathing to slow, forced her hips still, and let Elena take her right back up again, slower this time, more deliberate, drawing the climb out until Cassie was shaking with the effort of not begging out loud in front of four men who’d paid for her.

"Now?" she managed.

"Not yet," Elena said, and Cassie heard, somewhere off to the side, a chair creak like someone had finally stopped being able to sit still.

It was Alejandro. He was on his feet before Elena had finished the sentence, jacket already gone, tie pulled loose and dropped somewhere behind him without him bothering to watch it land.

"That's enough patience for one night." His voice had none of the smoothness it usually carried in a boardroom — rougher, faster, a man done waiting his turn. He crossed the room in four strides and Elena lifted her head, unbothered, like she'd been counting down to exactly this.

"Took you long enough," Elena said, sitting back on her heels, making room without being asked.

Alejandro didn't waste time on a reply. He got a knee on the bed, one hand closing around Cassie's ankle to pull her down the mattress toward him, and the look on his face when he finally got a proper view of her — spread open, wet, ready from all the attention of Elena's mouth — was nothing like the composed executive she saw across a conference table. This was hunger with the leash off.

"Delicious," he said, low, mostly to himself, and reached for his belt.

Elena didn't move off the bed. She stayed kneeling at Cassie's side, watching Alejandro undress with the same unhurried attention she gave everything, like his hurry was something to be enjoyed rather than matched.

"Slow down," Elena told him, not moving. "She's not going anywhere."

"Wasn't planning on being slow." He shoved his slacks down, stepped out of them, and Cassie felt the mattress dip under his weight as he settled between her thighs — no ceremony to it, just a hand under her knee hiking it up and out of his way.

"Elena—" Cassie's hand found Elena's wrist on reflex, some instinct wanting an anchor.

"I'm right here." Elena leaned down and kissed her, slow and deliberate, swallowing the sound Cassie made when Alejandro finally pushed into her — no buildup, just the blunt fact of him, filling her fast enough that her back arched off the mattress. Elena's mouth stayed on hers through it, one hand still cupped along Cassie's jaw, holding her steady while Alejandro set a pace that had nothing gentle in it at all.

"Ffffuck…" Alejandro stuttered, watching his own hips work, watching Elena's mouth working Cassie's. "Christ, Elena, you got her soaked."

"I did." Elena pulled back just enough to look down at where they were joined, something satisfied in her expression, proprietary in its own quieter way than West's. She reached down between them without asking and pressed her thumb to Cassie's clit, working it in slow circles that didn't match Alejandro's rhythm at all, stacking two different kinds of pressure on top of each other until Cassie didn't know which one to chase.

"Oh God, both of you—" Cassie's hips tried to move and couldn't decide which direction.

"Both of us," Elena agreed, and bent to catch Cassie's nipple in her mouth, teeth grazing just short of too much, while Alejandro's hand tightened on Cassie’s hip hard and his pace went rougher, faster, less patient than even he'd started out.

Somewhere behind them, a second chair creaked.

Marcus was already unbuttoning his shirt by the time Cassie's eyes found him, moving without the rush Alejandro had — even now, even this far gone, he took the extra second to fold his jacket over the back of the chair before he came toward the bed. He knelt at the edge of it, close to Cassie's head, and brushed a thumb along her cheek.

"Sweetheart," he said, warm, like he actually meant it as something other than filth. "You’re being such a good girl!"

"Daddy—" Her voice came out wrecked, half swallowed by Alejandro's next thrust.

"Right here." He guided her head gently toward him, thumb tracing her lower lip. "Open up for me. Show me how more good  you can be."

She did, and he groaned low in his throat when her mouth closed around him, one hand weaving into her blonde hair, grabbing her head — careful even in this, careful in a way that felt almost tender against how rough Alejandro was being below. Elena watched the two of them work Cassie from both ends in a spit roast with open approval, still stroking her clit in slow circles, adjusting her rhythm every time Cassie's moan came out muffled and desperate around Marcus instead of clear.

"Poor thing can't decide who to focus on," Elena said, delighted by it. "Both holes full. She loves it."

"She's perfect," Marcus murmured, watching Cassie's throat work around him, brushing her hair back from her face with his free hand. "You're doing so well. Such a good slut for us."

Cassie's whole body was shaking now, caught between Alejandro's punishing pace, Elena's fingers, and Marcus's low, steady praise, every sense she had pulled in three directions at once and somehow all of it building toward the same place.

Across the room, two more chairs scraped back at the same time.

Victor — the chairman — moved unhurriedly, already loosening his cufflinks before he'd covered half the distance to the bed, like even now he refused to be rushed into anything. West came a step behind him, already shirtless, and the two of them arrived at the foot of the bed together without a word passing between them.

"Alejandro." Victor's voice cut through the room, quiet but absolute, and Alejandro actually slowed, glancing back at him. "Give her room. West and I aren't waiting for seconds."

Alejandro huffed something that might have been a laugh and eased his pace, not stopping, just enough give in it that West could crouch at the bed's edge and get a hand flat against the small of Cassie's back — testing, proprietary, the same unhurried claim he'd staked in the fireplace chair now made physical.

"Missed this pussy today." West said, voice a low rumble, and the sheer size of his hand on her body made her feel smaller than she had all night.

Victor didn't say anything at all. He simply watched for a long moment — the same I’m-seeing-everything stillness from across the room, now inches away — before he reached out over her and nudged Cassie's face toward him with two fingers under her chin, just enough to not pull her mouth off of Marcus’s thick cock, gentle in a way that felt more absolute than anyone's roughness had.

"Cassie." Just her name, and a question underneath it she understood without him needing to finish it.

She managed a nod around Marcus, eyes wet, and that was apparently answer enough. Victor's mouth curved, the smallest fraction, satisfaction rather than a smile, and he straightened to strip out of the rest of his clothes with the same measured calm he brought to a boardroom, while West kept touching, groping and playing with her body.

Four men now. Elena's fingers hadn't stopped moving the entire time.

"There we go," Elena murmured, watching the bed fill up around her protégée with something close to pride. "Now she's finally got everyone's attention."

It was West who moved her — one arm banding under her hips and lifting like she weighed nothing, turning her, positioning her without asking in the unhurried, certain way that came from already knowing exactly how she fit. He settled onto his back and pulled her down onto his cock, filling her slow and thorough, a stretch that pulled a broken sound out of her before she'd even finished sitting all the way down.

"You’re a fine fuck," His hands spread wide over her hips, holding her still for a second so she'd feel all of it.

Victor came in behind her, already lubed and ready, unhurried even now, and Cassie felt the mattress dip, felt his hand smooth once down her spine, then lower, lubed fingers working her open in a place West hadn't touched yet. She understood what he wanted without him needing to say her name again, and she was glad Elena had reminded her to prep herself with an enema earlier, she’d almost forgotten about it.

"Yes," she managed. "Yes, please, Mr. Chairman—"

That was all he needed. He pressed into her slow, giving her tight hole time to open around him, and the sound that tore out of her when the old chairman’s thick cock was finally fully inside her ass had nothing performed in it at all — raw, helpless, real. West went still beneath her, letting Victor set the pace for both of them, and between the two of them she felt impossibly, entirely full, both holes taken at once, stretched around a fullness that blurred the line between too much and exactly enough.

Somewhere in the part of her head that never quite went fully dark even now, she thought of Noah — the shape of the promise she'd made him this morning, I'll tell you everything  — and felt a strange, private ache of love underneath all of it, gratitude that he'd given her this, that somewhere across the country he was probably lying awake hoping she was happy, and she was, God, she was.

Alejandro didn't wait for an invitation. He crossed to where Elena knelt at the edge of the action, now also working her own pussy with her other free hand, and pulled her back against his chest without a word. She laughed, low, delighted, and let him walk her the two steps to where Marcus sat back against the headboard, hard, watching Cassie with open want.

"My turn," Elena said, and climbed onto Marcus's lap facing him, sinking down slow with the same unhurried confidence she brought to everything, entirely unbothered that three men and one very full Cassie were watching her do it.

"Christ, Elena." Marcus's hands found her hips, his praise voice slipping loose even now. "So goddamn good."

Alejandro didn't leave her there alone. He got behind Elena on his knees, one hand splayed over her stomach, and Cassie watched — even through her own daze, even with Victor and West moving inside her — as he found some other angle to fit into the rhythm Elena and Marcus had already started, and Elena's head dropped back against his shoulder with a sound that was, for the first time all night, not performed for anyone at all.

Cassie caught Elena's eye across the bed, both of them full, both of them wrecked, and something passed between them that had nothing to do with the men touching either of them — an acknowledgement between two women who'd chosen this life and chosen each other inside it, sisters in it now, the way Elena had promised she would be that first week. Cassie reached out blindly and Elena reached back, fingers linking for just a second over the gap between them on the bed before West's hips drove up hard enough to steal the breath clean out of her and her hand fell away.

"Eyes on me," West said quietly against her ear, and she gave them to him, because there was nowhere else in the world she'd rather have them.

The rhythm built for a while like that — West's hips rolling up steady beneath her, Victor working her in the place he'd claimed for himself, headboard knocking softly against the wall behind Marcus on the far side of the bed with Elena moving over him and Alejandro moving with them both. Cassie lost track of whose voice belonged to whom, the room a single low roar of skin and breath, until Elena's hand found her wrist again — not letting go this time.

Marcus crossed the gap between them on the bed before anyone asked him to.

He didn't interrupt West's rhythm or Victor's — just knelt at the edge of the bed, above where Cassie's hair had come loose across the sheets, and got a hand under her jaw, tilting her face up to his. Gentle, even now. Even with two men already inside her.

His thumb traced her lip before she took it in between her lips and sucked on it.

She managed his name through the thumb, half of it swallowed by West's next thrust.

"Daddy’s here sweetheart." He said it like she'd finished the sentence anyway. He leaned down, unhurried the way he always was, and kissed her — soft first, then deeper, swallowing the sound she made when Victor's hips found a rhythm underneath it. When he pulled back his eyes were on her face, not her body, the same attentiveness he'd brought to every hour she'd spent with him since the beginning.

"Can I?" Moving closer to her without any of Alejandro's hurry.

"Please—"

He guided himself to her mouth, and she took him the way she'd learned to take him — slow at first, enjoying the way his cock throbbed inside her mouth, he’d always been the most gentle of the senior executives, full with Daddy energy, she had one hand braced against his thigh while the rest of her was given over entirely to West and Victor. Marcus met her watery eyes as she looked up, he let her set the pace instead of taking it from her.

"You’re doing so well," he murmured, watching her plump wet lips wrapped around his thick veiny cock. "Taking all three of us and you're still so good for it."

Cassie's whole body was working now — three men instead of two, and she felt herself climbing faster to her orgasm, Marcus's low steady praise threading through the rougher sounds behind her like the one thing holding the rest of it together.

Elena caught Marcus's eye over the gap between them on the bed and gave him the same look she'd given Alejandro earlier, delighted, and entirely unsurprised.

"Come here," Elena said, breathless. Marcus got himself off of Cassie’s mouth, giving himself a tiny breather to work himself down, as he ran a thick finger over her lips, her mouth still open in an ‘O’ as she continued moaning in reflex from Victor and West’s cocks still working in her pussy and ass. Marcus then gave her a mouthful kiss and moved to the seasoned seductress across the bed.

Elena somehow got Marcus and Alejandro angled close enough that she could kiss Cassie mid-thrust, sloppy and open in a way the earlier, staged kisses hadn't been, both of them being moved by the men inside them at rhythms that didn't match, mouths chasing each other anyway. Elena's free hand slid down between Cassie's thighs, found where West and the Chairman were working her, and pressed against her clit in slow, deliberate circles timed to nothing but her own want.

"Elena—" Cassie's voice broke around it, the extra pressure lighting something up that had been building for an hour, two men and Elena's hand all at once.

"I know, baby, I know." Elena's forehead dropped against hers, both of them gasping into the same small space of air, and for a second it was just the two of them again, the way the morning had been — except now with an audience, with four men's hands and hips working around them, the private thing and the performed thing finally collapsing into the same feeling.

Alejandro didn't stay where he'd been put.

He pulled back from Elena mid-stroke, breathing hard, and for a second she made a small protesting sound before she followed where his eyes had gone — across the gap, to Cassie, spread between West and Victor with her head tipped back and her mouth open around nothing.

"Go," Elena said, breathless, already turning to pull Marcus's mouth back to her own. "I've got him."

Alejandro didn't need telling twice. He came around the foot of the bed, still hard, and got a hand under Cassie's jaw, turning her face toward him before either West or Victor had a chance to object to the interruption.

"Room for one more," he said, low, and didn't wait for an answer — just leaned down and took her mouth, rough the way he'd been the first time, one hand finding her breast while West and Victor kept their rhythm going beneath and behind her.

"Alejandro—" Her voice broke around his name, muffled against his mouth.

"I know." He pulled back just far enough to watch her face, thumb dragging hard over her nipple. "You're being so good for all of us." He looked past her once, caught West's eye — some old, wordless understanding passing between them, the kind four men who'd shared a room a hundred times over the years didn't need to say out loud — and got a hand around the back of her neck, guiding her mouth down to him without breaking West's rhythm underneath her.

She took him the way she'd taken Marcus earlier, except rougher now, faster, Alejandro's grip in her hair leaving no room to set her own pace. Four men's worth of want pressing in on her from every direction at once, and somewhere in the middle of it she lost track of whose hands were whose entirely.

Across the gap, Marcus had Elena's full attention now, unhurried even with Alejandro gone, and Elena rode him like the interruption hadn't happened at all — except for the way her eyes kept finding Cassie's over his shoulder, checking, delighted, entirely in control of a room that had just stopped being two separate events and become one.

Alejandro didn't stay gone long from Elena.

He pulled off Cassie's mouth with a rough, satisfied sound, dragged his knuckles once down her jaw — good girl  in the gesture if not the words — and left her to West and Victor. He crossed back to Elena unhurried this time, none of the earlier hunger in it, like he'd gotten exactly what he needed and could afford to slow down now.

Elena felt him settle in behind her before she saw him — the cool drag of lube, then the blunt press of him easing into her ass — his hand finding her hip, falling into the rhythm Marcus hadn't stopped keeping.

"Miss me?" His voice had gone rough at the edges, mouth at her shoulder.

"Don't get used to it." But she pushed back into him anyway, and he made a low sound against her skin and picked the pace back up.

A few minutes like that — Marcus and Alejandro both working her now, unhurried, her own hand never leaving where it had settled between Cassie's thighs — and then Elena felt it change under her fingers.

"You're so close." Her voice had gone rough. "I can feel it."

"Don't stop—"

"Never." Elena kissed her again, rougher this time, teeth catching Cassie's lower lip, and rode Marcus harder to match, Alejandro's grip tightening on her hip hard enough to leave marks that would still be there tomorrow.

West's hand slid up from Cassie's hip to close around her throat, light, just a promise of pressure rather than the thing itself, and the low sound he made against her ear undid something.

"That's it," he said. "Cum for us."

"Now?" Cassie gasped, not sure who she was asking anymore — Elena, Victor, the whole room.

"Now," Victor said, it sounded like a command.

And everything broke at once. Cassie came with Elena's mouth on hers and Elena's fingers still moving and West and Victor both buried inside her, her whole body seizing around all of it, a sound tearing out of her that she'd never once made in her life. Elena followed within seconds, gasping into Cassie's mouth, her whole body clenching around Marcus while Alejandro drove into her from behind, and for a long moment the two of them just held onto each other through it, foreheads pressed together, both of them shaking, while the men around them chased their own finish with considerably less patience than they'd shown all evening.

West went first, a low groan rumbling up out of his chest, hips stuttering once before he stilled completely beneath her. Victor came a breath later, silent even now, just the barest catch in his breathing and the tightening of his hand on her hip. Across the bed, Marcus followed with Elena's name on his lips like it meant something, and Alejandro pulled out and finished loud and unrestrained on her bubble butt, the only one of the four who growled loud as he shot his load, letting the room hear exactly what he sounded like — like an animal after a successful hunt.

For a while, nobody moved. The fire had burned down to embers. Cassie lay boneless between two spent men, Elena's hand still loosely holding hers across the gap between them on the bed, both women wrecked and glowing and, for one long quiet minute, entirely unbothered by the four men catching their breath around them.

"Well," Elena said eventually, voice wrecked and amused in equal measure. "I believe that answers the question of whether Night Two would live up to Night One."

West finally shifted first, easing Cassie off him with the same careful attention he'd shown getting her into position, and settled her onto the bed beside him like she was something worth handling gently now that the urgency had passed. Victor stood and pulled a fresh hotel robe on without hurry, crossing to the window where the Strip had gone quieter, the neon a little dimmer at this hour than it had been at midnight.

"Weekend’s over," he said, mostly to the glass, though the room heard him anyway.

Marcus glanced up from where Elena still sat curled against his chest. "Feels like we just got here."

"That's how it always feels." Victor didn't turn around. "Flights are at eight. Alejandro's got a call with Singapore he's already going to be late for." He said it without heat, an old joke worn smooth from repetition, and Alejandro groaned into the pillow he hadn't bothered lifting his head off of.

"Don't remind me." His voice came out muffled, thoroughly spent. "Some of us have actual jobs to get back to Monday."

"We all do," West said, an unexpected note of something almost wistful under the dry humor, and reached over to brush a strand of hair back from Cassie's face, an oddly gentle gesture from a man built like a door. "This was good. Both nights."

"It was," Elena agreed, and Cassie felt the shift in the room even through her own exhaustion — the specific, familiar comedown of something ending, four men who in a few hours would be back behind desks and boardroom tables, the version of themselves that existed only in this suite going quiet until the next founders' weekend rolled around or until they book an appointment with the dozen or so executive analysts on the firm’s payroll when the hunger comes back, from what she’d picked up from the job so far, Cassie knew these men wouldn’t be able to be their executive selves for long.

She lay there in the aftermath glow, skin still humming, and let herself feel the small ache of it — not sadness exactly, just the recognition that whatever this weekend had been, it was already becoming the kind of thing you looked back on rather than something still happening. Real life was eleven hours away. Noah was eleven hours away, still real, still waiting, still hers in a way none of this touched.

"Come on." Elena's hand found hers again, tugging gently. "Shower. Then sleep. We've got a flight to catch, and you look like you could use about nine hours you're not going to get."

Cassie let herself be pulled up off the bed, legs unsteady, body wrung thoroughly out, already feeling the weekend start to recede behind her even as it was still technically happening.


Chapter IV

The jet was quiet in the way private cabins were quiet — no engine roar bleeding through, just the low hush of recycled air and the occasional soft chime from the galley up front. Elena had the seat across the aisle, shoes off, feet tucked under her, sunglasses pushed up into her hair now that there was no one left to perform for. Two nights of Vegas had worn a specific kind of tired into both of them, the good kind, bone-deep and satisfied, and Cassie let her head rest against the window and watched the desert give way to green below.

"You've got that look," Elena said, not opening her eyes.

"What look?"

"The one where you're already halfway home in your head." Elena stretched, unhurried, like a cat deciding whether the effort was worth it. "Noah?"

"Like always since I took this job," Cassie agreed, and felt the small, private smile happen before she could stop it.

"Good. Hold onto that." Elena reached over and nudged her knee. "Speaking of homecomings — Frank locked the lakehouse. This coming weekend, the fourteenth through the sixteenth. I told him I'd confirm with you before he started actually planning anything, because God knows what he'll come up with left alone."

"Hmmm." Cassie turned the idea over, felt it settle warm in her stomach, different in flavor from anything Vegas had given her — no calendar app, no wire transfer waiting at the other end. Just Elena, mid-flight, planning a weekend the way anyone might plan a weekend with friends. "Yeah. We're free. I'll double check with Noah but I already know."

"Good." Elena's smile went a little private, a little knowing. "This one's for us, you know. Not the job. Just — the four of us, actually relaxing, after doing all that hard work this weekend." She said hard work  with a dry little twist that made Cassie laugh out loud.

"Is that what we're calling it now?"

"Sweetheart, we earned a vacation from our vacation." Elena closed her eyes again, settling deeper into the seat. "Tell Noah. See what he says. I have a feeling he's going to surprise you with how ready he is."

Cassie looked out the window again, turning that over too, something warm and unhurried moving through her at the thought of Noah — not the ache the last two nights had left behind, something else entirely, something that belonged only to the two of them and had nothing to do with anyone she'd need to call sir  or Mr. Chairman .

***

The car was waiting on the tarmac when they landed, the same discreet black sedan and the same driver who'd become a fixture of these appointments — quiet, professional, never so much as glancing in the mirror at anything he wasn't meant to see. Elena's building came first. She squeezed Cassie's hand before she climbed out, unhurried even now, and leaned back in through the open door for one last look.

"Talk to Noah," she said. "Text me tonight."

"I will." Cassie caught her hand once more before she could pull all the way back. "Thank you. For this weekend. For — all of it."

"Always." Elena's smile went soft, a sisterly warm. "Go home to your husband."

The rest of the drive passed in a kind of pleasant, floating quiet, the city thinning into the familiar streets of her own neighborhood, two nights of Vegas fading behind her the way it always did after an appointment, replaced by the specific anticipation of the one part of her life that was entirely, uncomplicatedly hers.

***

The door opened before she'd even gotten her key out from her handbag.

Cassie had thought he’d be at work, given it was midday on a Monday.

"Hey," he said, and the word came out rough at the edges.

"Hey yourself." She barely got her bag through the door before his hands were on her, and the kiss he gave her wasn't quick like the one before she left for Vegas — this one had heat in it immediately, his hand cupping the back of her head, the other pulling her flush against him, and she felt exactly how the last three days had sat with him the second their hips met.

"You're hard," she murmured against his mouth, something low and pleased curling through her.

"Been that way most of the weekend, if I'm honest." He laughed, breathless, forehead dropping to hers. "Took the day off. Couldn't exactly sit in meetings thinking about what you were doing three days straight."

"Noah." She pulled back enough to look at him, something in her chest going soft and fierce at once — the particular ache of being wanted like this, by him, after everything else the weekend had asked of her. "You didn't have to —"

"I wanted to be here. All of today. Just you." His hands slid down to her hips, thumbs pressing in through the fabric of her casual summer dress, and the look on his face was something she'd learned to recognize over the last several months — not jealousy, not anymore, something closer to reverence with an edge of raw want cut through it. "I kept thinking about you the whole weekend. What they were doing to you. What it'd be like when you finally got back to me."

She felt the words land low, felt her body respond to the specific charge in his voice — the same charge that had built between them since the very beginning of this, the thing that made him hers most completely in moments exactly like this one, when the weekend she'd had somewhere else came home and turned into something that belonged only to the two of them.

"I want you," she said, honest, low. "God, I want you so bad right now."

"I want you too." His hand slid up under the hem of her dress, found the soft, well-used skin of her thigh, and she winced before she could help it, a small involuntary sound escaping her.

He froze instantly. "Sore?"

"So sore." She laughed, a little rueful, pressing her forehead to his chest. "Give me a couple days before you're actually inside me, baby. I'm not built for that yet."

"Okay." He said it without hesitation, without a trace of disappointment in it, just gathering her in closer, palm smoothing down her back. "Whatever you need. I'm not going anywhere."

"But—" She pulled back, caught his eye, let a slow smile build. "My mouth's fine."

Something shifted in his face, want breaking clean through the tenderness. "Cassie—"

"Sit," she said, already walking him backward toward the couch, hands working at his belt before he'd even gotten his balance, days of built-up want in both of them colliding into the same small point of contact. He sat, and she sank down between his knees, and the sound he made when she finally took his throbbing cock in her mouth was rough and unguarded in a way that told her exactly how long he'd been holding onto this.

She took her time with it anyway, slow at first, savoring the low groan it pulled out of him, one hand moving on his thigh, feeling him and the other working what her mouth couldn't reach, looking up at him through her lashes the way she knew undid him fastest. His hand found her hair, not guiding so much as just needing something to hold onto, and his hips rolled up to meet her of their own accord.

"Cass—" Her name came out strangled, a warning. "I'm not gonna last, I've been — God, I've been thinking about this the whole time you were gone—"

She hummed her answer around him instead of pulling back, took him deeper, and felt him cum within moments after that, a low, helpless sound tearing out of him as his hips stuttered up into her mouth one last time. He had a large load saved for her. He hadn’t cum in four days, including the abstinence period before the weekend, and from the volume of his load, she knew he hadn’t relieved himself either over the weekend. She held him through it, gentling him down with her hand until he'd stilled completely, and then climbed up into his lap, curling against his chest while his heartbeat slowed under her ear.

"Sorry," he said, a little sheepish, into her hair.

"Don't be." She tipped her face up to kiss him, soft this time, lingering. "I love that I do that to you."

"You have no idea." He held her closer, breath still uneven, one hand tracing slow lines up and down her spine. "Missed you. So much."

"Missed you too." She settled deeper into him, felt the last of the weekend's residual current finally quiet all the way down, replaced by this — the ordinary, enormous fact of being home, being wanted, being his  in exactly this specific unglamorous way. "I have something to tell you, by the way."

"Yeah?"

"Elena and Frank had booked a lakehouse for this weekend to unwind; apparently they do this every time she’s back from a longer appointment like this. They invited us to join them." She kept her voice light, easy, watching his face for the small flicker of something that crossed it — not anxiety anymore, something steadier, something almost eager. "Should we go?"

"Yeah, if you’re in, I’m in too." He tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, thumb lingering at the edge of her rose hued ears. "What's the plan? Just the four of us hanging out, or—"

"Just hanging out." She said it easily, kept her face perfectly innocent, felt the small private thrill of the secret sitting warm behind her ribs. She wasn't ready to hand him that particular surprise yet — not the shape of what she and Elena had actually been planning between themselves, the thing she wanted to give him herself, in her own time, as a thank-you for exactly this kind of love and trust. "Relaxing. We’ve earned it."

"Sounds perfect." He kissed her temple, easy and unsuspecting, and she let herself enjoy the small secret pleasure of knowing so much more than he did.

***

Her phone rang an hour later, while she was curled against Noah on the couch after they’d both taken a shower together, where Noah almost reverently helped to wash her off of the weekend; she was half-drowsing through some show neither of them was really watching. She didn't recognize the number, but she recognized the area code, and reached for it without moving from where she was tucked against him.

"Hello?"

"Cassie! It's Monica." Warm, immediate, the same voice that had walked her through the lobby on interview day, what felt like a lifetime ago now. "I hope I'm not catching you at a bad time."

"No, we're just — home, relaxing." She glanced up at Noah, who raised an eyebrow at her but kept his arm around her, unbothered, familiar with this particular kind of call by now.

"Good, good. I'll be quick, then." A small laugh in Monica's voice, easy and practiced. "I wanted to give you a heads-up before it hit your account — your bonus went out this afternoon. Mr. Klein signed off on it himself, personally, before you'd even landed. That doesn't happen for everyone, for what it's worth."

"I — thank you. That's incredibly generous."

"You earned it. I mean that." A pause, softer. "I remember what you looked like walking into that lobby back in the spring. You've come a long way, kid. Founders weekends aren't nothing, and from what I hear, you and Elena more than held your own."

Cassie laughed, low, glancing sideways at Noah, who was doing a poor job of pretending not to listen. "We'll see if I can still walk normal by Wednesday."

"Oh, honey, none of us can, that's how you know it was a good one." Monica's laugh carried easily through the line, warm and a little too knowing.

Cassie went still for half a second, the words catching somewhere she hadn't expected them to land. None of us.  Not you girls , not you and Elena  — us . She thought of Monica, the gorgeous older woman — she must've been in her late forties, though she didn't look the age — and found herself wondering, for the first time, what was underneath that tailored designer dress from the interview. Monica had been cool and precise that day, none of the warmth she was showing now on the call. She'd had that same slow, amused smile as she walked Cassie down in the elevator, like she'd seen a hundred girls shake through their first day. Cassie had assumed — she wasn't sure what, exactly, except that Monica had always read as separate from all of this, the one adult in the room watching the rest of them get lavished by rich men. But now the image wouldn't leave her alone: that same composed, elegant woman somewhere in a suite just like the ones Cassie had spent all weekend in, that clinical poise finally cracking under someone's hands, that knowing voice gone rough and wanting instead of amused. It did something low and unexpected to her, imagining it — Monica spreading her legs in some bedroom of her own, or on her knees the way Cassie herself had been more times than she could count this weekend, all that cool precision stripped away to just a woman getting used exactly the way she liked it.

I need to ask Elena about that,  she thought, filing it away, already half-embarrassed at how long it had taken her to wonder.

"Get some rest." Monica continued without missing a beat, "Congratulations, really. I have a feeling you're going to be a very busy girl this quarter."

The call ended, and Cassie set the phone down on the coffee table, still faintly stunned by the ordinariness of it — an assistant calling about a wire transfer, warm as anything, while she sat here in her own living room with her husband's arm around her.

"What was that about?" Noah asked.

"Bonus." She checked the app out of curiosity, and the number that came back made her sit up a little straighter against him. She turned the phone so he could see, and watched his eyebrows climb.

"Damn," he said, low, impressed.

"Yeah." She set the phone face-down and settled back into him, feeling the whole strange, generous shape of her life right now — the job, the money, the men in Vegas, and underneath all of it, unmoved and unshaken, this. Him. Their roommate-free home. The ordinary Monday evening stretching out ahead of them with nothing at all expected of her.

"This weekend should be relaxing," Noah said, quiet, mostly to himself, and she felt him smile against her hair.

"It will be, baby," she agreed, and let her eyes close, already half-dreaming about the lake, about the surprise she was building for him one careful step at a time, about how his face was going to look when he finally understood exactly what she and Elena had planned.


Chapter V

The week between had passed slower than Cassie expected, in the specific way weeks did when you were healing instead of working. By Wednesday the soreness had finally faded enough that she pulled Noah into bed and let him take her properly for the first time since Vegas, slow and unhurried, both of them relieved to have that particular door open again. Elena had texted Monday night, already ahead of her.

Elena: Cleared your calendar through Sunday. No appointments this week. You need the recovery, and honestly, so do I.

Cassie: you didn't have to do that

Elena:  I know. I did it anyway. Consider it part of being your mentor. Back on the books next week… I already told Monica.

So the week had gone quiet in a way Cassie hadn't experienced in months — no calendar alerts, no discreet calls from numbers she'd learned to recognize, nothing but ordinary days with Noah.

They packed Thursday night, Noah folding shirts with more care than the occasion probably called for, and Friday morning they loaded the car and pointed it north.

The drive took just over three hours, the highway giving way gradually to two-lane roads and then to something greener, tighter, trees pressing in close on both sides until the GPS finally announced they'd arrived and the trees opened up onto water.

"Oh," Cassie said, softly, and Noah slowed the car without being asked.

The lakehouse sat back from the shoreline on a gentle rise, all cedar and glass, nothing showy about it — the opposite of the presidential suite in every way that mattered, low and warm and lived-in. A dock ran out into water so still it looked painted on, and somewhere off past the trees a loon called once and went quiet.

"This is not what I was picturing," Noah said, taking it in through the windshield.

"What were you picturing?"

"I don't know. Something more —" He gestured vaguely. "Flashy, I guess. Marble. Gold fixtures."

"Frank would die." Cassie laughed, already unbuckling. "He built half of this place himself, from what Elena's told me. It's very much not a marble-and-gold kind of house."

Frank was on the porch before they'd even gotten the car doors open, waving one arm over his head like they might miss him otherwise, Elena a step behind him in a soft flannel that looked nothing like anything Cassie had ever seen her wear in Vegas.

"You made it!" Frank came down the steps two at a time and pulled Cassie into a hug that lifted her briefly off her feet, easy and warm, no charge to it beyond simple happiness at seeing her. "Elena's been narrating the drive time out loud for the last hour like she's tracking a package."

"I was not," Elena said, coming down after him, "narrating."

"You said 'they should be past the Woodstock exit by now' with actual concern in your voice."

"That exit has terrible signage. I was worried, not narrating." She hugged Cassie next, held on a beat longer than the greeting strictly required, murmured against her ear, "How are you feeling?"

"Good. Really good." Cassie squeezed back. "Almost back to normal."

"That’s nice to hear Cass." Elena pulled back, glanced past her shoulder to where Frank had already pulled Noah into a handshake-turned-shoulder-clasp, the easy physical warmth of two men who genuinely liked each other. "Noah looks good too. Rested."

"He took the whole week easy. I think he needed it as much as I did."

They got the bags in — Frank insisting on carrying more than his share, waving off help with the exaggerated offense of a man who'd clearly built a personality around hospitality — and the inside of the house matched the outside exactly: high ceilings, exposed beams, a wall of windows looking straight out over the water, a kitchen that looked genuinely used rather than staged. Nothing about it read as money the way Vegas had. It read as taste, and time, and two people who actually lived in the life they'd built rather than performing it for an audience.

"Guest room's upstairs, second door," Elena said, pointing Cassie and Noah toward the stairs. "Bathroom's shared, sorry, this isn't the presidential suite. You'll survive."

"I think we'll manage," Noah said, and Cassie caught the small, genuine smile on his face, the one that had nothing performed in it at all.

***

They spent the afternoon on the dock, all four of them, the women in bikinis Cassie was fairly sure Elena had picked out specifically for this weekend, the men in board shorts and nothing else, beers sweating in the early sun that had decided to show up generous for once. Frank told a long, meandering story about the summer he'd tried to teach himself to build a canoe from a kit and ended up with something that took on water within thirty feet of shore, Elena periodically interjecting corrections that only made the story funnier, Noah laughing loose and unguarded in a way Cassie hadn't heard from him in weeks.

Frank went in for a swim partway through the story, cutting himself off mid-sentence to cannonball off the end of the dock, and came up dripping and grinning, hauling himself back out with easy strength. Cassie caught the look on his face as he climbed the ladder — his eyes on her and Elena stretched out in the sun, his wet shorts doing nothing to hide the erection tenting the fabric.

Noah noticed too. She caught him watching Frank's obvious hard-on, then dropping his gaze back to her and Elena in their bikinis, and when she glanced down a moment later she found the same thing straining against her own husband's shorts — the two of them, both hard over the same two women. Elena's mouth curved, slow and satisfied — she'd seen exactly where both men's eyes had landed — and a silent look what we did to them  passed between the two women before either bothered to look away.

"You built this place though," Noah said, gesturing back at the house. "Canoe notwithstanding."

"Canoe notwithstanding, yeah." Frank took a pull from his beer, looked back at the house with quiet, unshowy pride. "Took about four years. Did most of it myself, had some buddies out for the framing. Elena hated it for the first two years."

"I didn't hate it," Elena said. "I hated the sawdust. There's a difference."

"There was sawdust in the bed for a solid summer."

"There was sawdust in places sawdust should never be, Frank."

Cassie laughed, watching the two of them bicker with the easy, well-worn rhythm of people who'd had this exact conversation a hundred times and enjoyed it every time anyway. Frank leaned over to refill her beer without asking, and his hand found her shoulder for balance as he settled back onto the chair beside her, warm and steady and lingering. She caught his eye at the same moment, mid-story, and felt the same thing she'd felt at that dinner weeks ago — nothing said then, nothing said now, just his hand staying on her shoulder a beat too long.

Noah caught it too. Something flickered across his face — not the old anxious flicker, something quieter, something that looked almost like anticipation held carefully in check.

Cassie watched that flicker land and felt her own private calculation turn over underneath the easy afternoon — Elena had never said it outright, not in so many words, but Cassie knew exactly what this weekend was actually testing, underneath the beer and the bad canoe story. Whether Noah watching Frank take her, in person, close enough to touch, would break something in him or settle it. Not just for this weekend's sake — for the apartment, for the appointments she wanted to start taking in their own home instead of hotel suites four blocks away, a plan that only worked if Noah could actually be in the room for it and come out the other side steady. She thought she already knew the answer. She wanted to watch him find it out for himself anyway.

Elena caught all of it — Cassie catching Frank's eye, Noah catching Cassie's — and smiled into her beer, saying nothing.

***

Dinner was Frank's doing — steaks on a grill built into the stone patio out back, corn charred just right, a salad Elena had thrown together with more care than she let on. They ate at a long wooden table on the patio as the light went gold and then soft blue, the lake going glassy and dark, and the conversation moved easy and unforced from nothing in particular to everything at once — Frank's music, some half-formed plan Elena had for the garden in the backyard come spring, Noah's job, the specific chaos of trying to find parking anywhere downtown on a weekend.

"So," Frank said eventually, leaning back with his beer, the golden hour light catching him in a way that made Cassie understand exactly why Elena had married him. His foot found Cassie's under the table, bare skin brushing her ankle, unhurried and unremarked-on even as he kept his eyes on Noah. "How's married life treating you two? Real question, not a segue into anything."

"Good," Noah said, glancing at Cassie, something warm passing between them. "Really good, actually. Better than I expected, if I'm honest, given — everything."

"Everything meaning us," Frank said, easy, no edge in it at all.

"Everything meaning all of it." Noah huffed a small laugh, turned his beer bottle slowly on the table. "I used to think I'd feel like I was losing something. Every appointment, every weekend like the last one." He glanced at Cassie again, something steadier in his face than she'd seen from him even a few months ago. "I don't feel that anymore. I feel like I'm — I don't know. Watching her become more herself. That's not losing anything."

The table went quiet for a second in a way that felt full rather than awkward, Elena's hand finding Frank's on the table, Cassie reaching for Noah's under it without quite thinking about it. She watched him with Frank across the table, easy, unguarded, and thought — not for the first time this week, but with more weight than it had carried before — about the apartment waiting for them back home, spacious and roommate-free, closer to the firm than the last one. About what it might look like, someday, if this ease of his held up past a weekend, past watching, into something closer.

"That's the whole thing, though, isn't it," Elena said, quiet, warm. "Once you actually feel that — really feel it, not just say it — everything gets so much easier."

"I'm getting there," Noah said. "I think I'm mostly there."

"Mostly," Frank said, grinning, breaking the moment gently before it could get too heavy, "is a very good place to be for a weekend like this one."

Cassie felt Elena's eyes on her, brief and knowing, and understood exactly what was being weighed at that table without a single word of it spoken aloud — Noah's mostly, and what the rest of the weekend might turn it into. Under the table, Noah's thumb moved slow against the back of her hand, absent, unconscious, the kind of small steady touch he only did anymore when he was genuinely settled rather than working to look it.

They stayed out on the patio well past dark, the fire pit lit once the sun had properly gone, s'mores that Frank took entirely too seriously, the conversation loosening further with each round of drinks until it was just easy noise, easy laughter, four people who liked each other's company independent of anything else that might happen between them. The air had gone properly cold off the water, sharp enough that Cassie could feel it on the back of her neck even with the fire close, woodsmoke thick in her hair, the dock creaking faintly somewhere below where the wind pushed at it.

"I could get used to this," Noah said at one point, low, mostly to Cassie, his arm settled around her shoulders in front of the fire.

"Get used to it," Elena said, overhearing anyway, while she lounged over Frank's lap. She shifted deeper into Frank's lap, unhurried, making a show of getting comfortable. "We do this every time. You're not going anywhere for the rest of the weekend if I have anything to say about it."

"I don't want to go anywhere," Noah said, and meant it, and Cassie felt something in her chest settle warm and certain at the sound of it — not anxious anticipation anymore, not the careful management of his feelings she'd gotten so used to doing. Just him, present and ready for whatever this weekend was going to turn into.

After some time, across the fire, Elena had shifted closer to Noah's side of the circle at some point without Cassie, who was sitting a little further away, quite clocking when. They were close enough now that the firelight caught the two of them together, her knee resting loosely against his, neither of them moving to correct it. Cassie caught Elena's eye through the flames. Neither of them said anything. They didn't need to.


Chapter VI

Cassie woke to the smell of woodsmoke still clinging to her hair and the particular quiet of a house that wasn't hers, sun coming in low and gold through curtains Elena hadn't bothered closing all the way. She'd showered already, dressed already, hair still damp at the ends where it curled against her neck — some internal clock that had gotten her up before Noah without meaning to, restless in a way that had nothing to do with sleep.

He was still out, sprawled on his stomach with one arm hanging off the mattress, the sheet pushed down to his waist. She climbed back in beside him, careful, and pressed herself along his side, and felt him stir before he was properly awake, some animal part of him already leaning into her. His skin was warm from sleep, faintly damp at the small of his back where the sheet had trapped the heat, and she pressed her mouth there just to feel him twitch under it. Something low in her own stomach pulled tight in response — she'd woken up wanting this, restless with it in the shower, and having him half-conscious and pliant under her hands only sharpened the ache.

"Hi," he said, voice wrecked with sleep, not opening his eyes.

"Hi yourself." She walked two fingers down his spine, watched the muscle jump under them. "You slept like a log."

"Fire pit did that." He rolled onto his back, blinking up at her, and she felt the answer to her question press hard against her hip before he'd even fully surfaced. "What time is it?"

"Doesn't matter." She got a hand under the sheet, wrapped it around him slow, felt the weight of him settle heavy and hot in her palm before she'd even started moving, skin like silk over something iron-hard. He went rigid all at once, hips lifting into it without his permission. "Very impressive, by the way."

"Cassie —" His hand found her wrist, not stopping her, just holding on.

"Shh." She kept the pace unhurried, thumb dragging over the head on every second stroke, watching his face do the thing it did — jaw tight, eyes half-lidded, a low sound working up out of his chest that he tried and failed to swallow. "Just enjoy it."

"Feels like you're up to something."

"Maybe I am." She leaned down, mouth at his ear, voice pitched low and warm. "Or maybe I just like what your face does right before you lose it."

He laughed, breathless, hips rocking up into her hand now, one arm coming around to drag her closer. "Fuck—"

She sped up for exactly three strokes — enough to feel him coil, feel his breath catch, his free hand fisting in the sheet — and then let go entirely, sat back on her heels grinning while he groaned and reached for her, missed.

He lay there a second, chest heaving, the ache of it written plain across his face, cock flushed dark and twitching against his stomach with nowhere to go. "Noo, you are not serious."

"I’m dead serious, love."

"That's cruel Cass."

"Nah ah, that's strategic." She patted his chest, already climbing off the bed, enjoying the sight of him lying there hard and wanting and thoroughly undone before nine in the morning. "Go shower. Cold, if it helps."

"It will not help."

"Go anyway." She threw his own pillow at him, laughing when it caught him in the chest. "I have things to tell you, and I want you clear-headed for it. Mostly clear-headed."

He sat up slow, wincing at himself, shot her a look that was equal parts wounded and adoring. "You're going to pay for this."

"I'm counting on it." She blew him a kiss, watched him haul himself off the bed still half-hard and stubborn about it, watched him disappear through the bathroom door shaking his head.

She heard the water start a moment later, and let herself flop back against the pillows, thighs pressed together against a want she hadn't fully accounted for when she started this. Getting him worked up had riled her up right along with him — she was wet and aware of the fact she’d have to wear a fresh pair of underwear before she went down for breakfast, the ache sharper than she'd expected for something she'd started on purpose. Her hand drifted down anyway, cupped herself once through her damp panty, just enough pressure to make her breath catch, and stopped there. Not now. She sat up before she could talk herself into finishing what she'd started, already thinking ahead to the look on his face once he actually understood what the day had in store for him.

***

The bathroom was empty when Noah went in, tucked between the two bedrooms in a way that made it clear the house had been designed for exactly this kind of weekend — dual sinks, a shower big enough for two, tile the color of wet slate. He stood under the water longer than he needed to, head bowed, willing himself down from where Cassie had left him, and it worked, mostly, by the time he reached for the towel.

He'd just shut the water off, was reaching for the towel on the hook, when he heard the door open behind him.

"Sorry — didn't realize —" He froze, towel half-wrapped, water still beading down his chest, and turned to find Elena standing in the doorway like she had every right to be there, which, he supposed, she did.

She wasn't dressed for modesty; she rarely was.

A short silk robe hung open on her frame, untied, nothing under it — tits, hips, everything, right there for him to look at. Steam still curled faintly off her collarbone from the shower's heat, and there was a low, unhurried grace to the way she stood there, weight settled easy on one hip, that had nothing in common with the frantic energy Cassie had left him in ten minutes ago. She didn't reach for the sash.

"Morning," she said, easy, like she wasn't standing there half-naked, showing herself fully in front of her friend's husband. She let the silence sit a beat before she filled it, unbothered by it in a way that read like practice — the kind of pause someone only got comfortable with after enough rooms and enough men to know it always broke the same way. "You sleep okay?"

"Uh." He got the towel knotted at his waist, aware of exactly how little good it was doing him. He'd had images of her in his head ever since that dinner, and it had been growing wilder ever since Cassie had been telling him stuff about the Vegas weekend over the week, but those images inside his head hadn't come close to this: her tits heavy and bare under the open silk, all of it just standing there in front of him like it was nothing. His cock thickened hard under the terrycloth. "Yeah. Good. Really good, actually."

"Good." Her eyes dropped, unbothered, tracked the tent forming at his waist and came back up to his face without a flicker of embarrassment, like she was drinking in something she already expected to find. "The fire pit'll do that. Frank swears by it."

He didn't trust himself to say anything, stood there gripping the towel like it was load-bearing, eyes fighting a losing battle against the urge to look — at the slope of her breast where the robe gapped, the smoothly shaved wetness between her thighs that he could faintly smell, all of it right there, offered without a hint of pretension.

"You can look, sweetie." Elena's mouth curved, amused, not unkind, and she leaned a shoulder against the doorframe, in no hurry to move. "There's nothing in here Cassie hasn't seen, touched, or personally signed off on."

He swallowed, said nothing, and she let that sit a second before continuing, watching him not-quite-look with something close to fondness.

"She did tell you what we got up to in Vegas, right? The two of us?"

His throat worked. "She — yeah. She told me."

"Then you know I'm not exactly shy about any of this." She stepped further into the bathroom, close enough now that he very clearly caught the warm, clean smell of her skin, and the wetness between her thighs. "So feel free. Look all you want. I don't mind." She moved dangerously close to him, brought her lips to his ear as her voice dropped, private, just for him. "Neither does Frank."

She moved back and stood not a foot away from him now. He looked. Made himself hold back half a second first — some reflex telling him not to, some old habit of averted eyes that had governed most of his marriage until twelve weeks ago — and then let it go, deliberately, and looked anyway. Couldn't help it after that, didn't try very hard to stop himself, and felt his cock throb hard enough against the towel that he was fairly sure she saw it happen.

"There you go," she said, soft, pleased, and reached past him for a towel of her own off the rack, unhurried, letting the robe gape wider as she moved. "Go on. Get yourself some breakfast, Frank’s already started on it."

He managed a nod, brushed past her toward the door on legs that didn't feel entirely his own, and at the last second glanced back — caught her already at the shower, one hand on the glass door, and watched her shrug the robe off her shoulders and let it drop to the tile floor without a moment's hesitation. She stepped into the shower giving him the full, unhurried view of her back — the curve of her spine, the swell of her bubble-plump ass — before the door swung shut behind her and the water started up again.

Noah stood in the hallway for a second afterward, hard and half-stunned, the specific pull to follow her into that shower still sitting low and stupid in his gut, and made himself walk back toward the bedroom instead — toward Cassie, toward whatever she'd been planning, before he did something he'd have to explain.

***

Cassie was sitting cross-legged on the bed when he came back in, hair pushed off her face, wearing nothing but one of his old t-shirts, and the look on her face told him everything before he'd said a word — that knowing, mischievous curve to her mouth, the one that meant she already knew exactly what he'd just walked through.

"So," she said, patting the mattress beside her. "How was your shower?"

"You knew." He shut the door behind him, still gripping the towel, still half-hard from the hallway. "You knew  she was going to do that."

"I gave her my blessing, if that's what you're asking." Cassie didn't even try to look innocent about it, grinning at him instead, delighted with herself. "Come here. Sit."

He crossed to the bed, dropped down beside her, and she was on him almost immediately, hand slipping under the towel like she owned every inch of him, which — he supposed, lately, she basically did. He groaned, low, and she just smiled and kept going, unhurried, like they had all morning.

"I noticed you," she said, conversational, like her hand wasn't doing what it was doing, "at that dinner a few weeks back. You and Frank, all easy with each other. And Elena." Her thumb dragged slow over the head of him, and he sucked in a breath. "You kept looking at her. I saw it. She saw it too."

"I wasn't —"

"You were." She said it warm, no accusation in it at all. "It's fine, baby. More than fine." She shifted closer, mouth at his jaw, hand still working him slow and steady. "I want to tell you something, and I want you to actually hear it, not just — " she squeezed, gentle, and he groaned again, hips twitching up into her fist — "not just nod along because you're too far gone to think straight."

"I'm listening," he managed, though it came out rougher than he meant it to.

"This weekend. Tonight, actually." She pulled back enough to look at him properly, eyes bright, a private excitement she wasn't bothering to hide. "Elena and I started planning this on the flight home from Vegas. You, actually in it this time — not stuck back at home hearing about it after the fact. Actually there."

His hand found her thigh, gripped hard. "Cassie —"

"I've watched you get better at this every week." Her hand didn't stop, steady, patient, drawing him out slow even as she talked, like the two things — the confession and the touch — were the same gesture to her. "The appointments. The nights I come home and tell you everything. You don't flinch anymore. You lean in ." She kissed the corner of his jaw. "So I want to give you the chance to actually be in the room. Actually take part. Not just receive me after — be there. With Elena, if you want her. And I get Frank." She smiled against his skin. "This is me saying thank you, by the way. For all of it — the trust, how far you've come, how good you've been to me through all of this. I wanted you to have something for yourself out of this life we've built, not just me coming home to you at the end of it. I wanted to give you this. Finally."

"Cass… love, you’re my wife, you don't have to give me anything," he managed, voice rough, hips still working into her fist.

"I know baby... I want to anyway." She grinned, the seriousness cracking back into mischief.

He was fully hard again, achingly so, her hand moving faster now without him asking her to, his hips rocking into the rhythm she set. "You already decided this."

"I decided to ask." She pulled back to look at him, waiting, hand slowing but not stopping. "This only happens if you want it. All of it, with Elena — or just watching tonight, if that's as far as you want to go. Either one is fine. I need to hear you say it, though."

"Yes." It came out immediate, no hesitation in it at all, and he watched something warm and pleased cross her face at the speed of his answer. "Yes. I want it. All of it."

"Yeah?" She grinned, wicked now, hand picking back up the pace she'd slowed to nothing. "Good answer." She laughed, low. "Besides — you're going to thank me later. Elena's incredible in bed. I'd know."

"Jesus, Cassie."

"What? I'm just being honest." She laughed, low, delighted with herself, hand never losing its rhythm. "She's patient, she's filthy when she wants to be, and she will absolutely ruin you a little. In the best way."

She didn't let up after that, worked him with real intent now, watching his face with the same focus she’d had been learning from every other man's body these past months, and it didn't take long — the morning's denial still sitting unfinished in him, Elena's body still burned into the back of his eyes, Cassie's hand and her voice and the plan she'd just laid bare all working on him at once. He came hard into her fist with a groan he didn't bother swallowing, hips jerking up off the bed, and she milked him through every last pulse of it with a satisfied little hum, like she'd gotten exactly the reaction she'd been after.

"There’s my lover," she said, soft, pressing a kiss to his temple while he came down, breathing hard, boneless against the sheets. "That's the man I hoped I'd married."

"You're a menace," he managed, once he could talk again.

"I'm your wife." She kissed him properly this time, slow, and pulled back smiling. "Get dressed. Frank's probably burned the eggs by now, and we've got a whole day to get through before tonight."

***

Breakfast was easy and unremarkable on the surface — Frank had not, in fact, burned the eggs, and held forth at length about the correct ratio of butter to eggs while Elena rolled her eyes and refilled everyone's coffee — but under the table Cassie's bare foot found Frank's ankle as soon as she'd sat down, and he didn't move away from it once through the whole meal.

The day unspooled from there in a long, charged blur.

Frank found reasons to be near Cassie all morning — helping her down to the dock, a hand at the small of her back that lingered a beat too long, close enough over the coffee pot that she could feel the heat coming off him. By noon he'd stopped pretending the touches were incidental at all, brushing his knuckles along her arm just to watch her shiver, mouth at her ear low enough that only she caught it. "Been thinking about you since Elena told me what you two were up to in Vegas," he said, casual as anything, like he was commenting on the weather. "Tonight I finally get to do something about it." She flushed clear down her chest and didn't have an answer for that one.

Elena worked Noah with a different rhythm — slower, more deliberate, like she had all day and intended to use it. She sat close on the porch swing after lunch, thigh pressed against his, and let her hand rest high on his leg while she talked about nothing in particular, thumb tracing idle circles that crept steadily closer to where he wanted them. Once she leaned in under the pretext of pointing out a heron on the water and let her mouth graze his ear. "I've been picturing you all morning," she said, quiet, unhurried. "The way you looked at me. I want to see that face again, up close." She pulled back and went right on talking about the heron like she hadn't said a word, and he sat there aching, unable to think about anything else for the next hour.

By mid-afternoon nobody was pretending the day was about anything else. Frank found her down by the boathouse, out of sight of the deck, and got a hand under the hem of her cover-up, palm flat against her stomach, and left it there while he said something in her ear that made her laugh and swat him away, still grinning. He didn't leave it at that — walked her back a step against the boathouse wall, shadowed and private, and got two fingers under the edge of her bikini bottoms just far enough to feel how ready she already was for him, quick and rough, gone again before she'd finished gasping. "Just checking if we’re still on for tonight," he said, easy with a wink, like it was nothing, and left her braced against the wall trying to remember how to breathe.

Noah found himself half-hard for hours on end — Elena had taken to resting a hand between his legs under the table at lunch, fingers walking just far enough up to make his breath catch before she withdrew them entirely, unbothered, like she had nowhere else to be. No urgency in her at all. She was content to let the ache build all day rather than resolve it early, and told him as much once, low, when Cassie and Frank had wandered down toward the water: "Patience is half the fun, sweetie. You'll see."

The two women disappeared into the kitchen around four to start on dinner. "You good?" Elena asked, low, sliding a tray into the oven, and Cassie grinned back at her, hip against the counter.

"He's about to lose his mind," Cassie said. "Yours too, from the look of him at lunch."

"Mm. He'll survive." Elena's smile was pure satisfaction. "Barely."

They came out twenty minutes later looking entirely too pleased with themselves, matching secretive smiles that made both men immediately suspicious and neither of them finding the right word immediately

"You're being weird baby," Noah said after a few seconds, watching Cassie fixing herself a drink with far more attention than the task required.

"I'm being excited," Cassie chuckled, not looking up. "There's a difference hubby."

By early evening the whole house had gone taut with it — four people circling something they'd all agreed to and waiting for the right time to begin, the sun sliding low and gold over the water, the anticipation thickening with every hour that passed unspent.

***

The sun finished going down while they were on the porch and Elena stood up from her chair.

"Come with me," she said to Cassie, not a question, and walked inside.

Cassie set her glass down and followed her up the stairs without explaining to the men where they were going. Frank watched them go from his chair, slow smile spreading, and didn't ask. Noah tracked Cassie up the stairs until she disappeared around the landing and then sat there looking at the empty doorway for a second before Frank handed him another drink.

"Patience," Frank said, the same word Elena had been using on him all day.

Upstairs, Elena had already pulled out both sets from where she'd stored them in the closet of her and Frank's room — still in their packaging, laid side by side on the bed.

Cassie took it and looked at it. She'd packed for this weekend knowing exactly what it was for — her bag had nothing in it that wasn't at least a little bit of an invitation, because that was more or less what her wardrobe had become at this point. She'd had options. But she hadn't had this.

"You bought these for us?" she said looking at the matching pair of expensive lingerie in different colors.

"I did." Elena chirped excitedly as she started undoing her summer dress she’d been wearing all day, "You said yes and I shopped. Don't overthink it."

Cassie blushed. She pulled her dress off as Elena pointed at the black one saying it was Cassie’s, Elena’s was in a dark wine color. Cassie started working the straps of the harness. The set was mostly mesh — bra top with a soft cup construction, a high-waisted garter harness that wrapped the hips in a grid of black elastic and sheer panels, gold rings at every junction. Elena was already out of her dress beside her, stepping into her own set with no pretense of looking away, the same way they'd gotten ready together before — and Cassie looked, because Elena naked was something she'd stopped pretending not to notice, the long dark lines of her, the full curve of her breasts above the harness cups as she worked the straps up. She'd worn harness pieces before, once, for an appointment — but not a full set like this, and the process of stepping into it, adjusting the straps until the mesh sat right against her ribs and the whole thing rode high on her waist, did something to her pulse before she'd even got to the mirror. She checked the chain detailing at the hip in the mirror over the dresser. Gold hardware, dark fabric, the mesh panels letting skin show in organized rectangles between the straps. Elena was visible in the glass beside her, settling the satin against her hips, and neither of them was looking away. She looked exactly like what she was about to be used as tonight.

The burgundy set was satin where Cassie's was mesh — a different texture but the same construction logic, underwire bra with a gold O-ring at the sternum and a halter strap running up from it to the choker at her throat, high-waisted garter harness below, wide satin bands crossing the hips with a larger O-ring at center front, thigh straps beneath that. The choker went on last — satin, single gold ring at the front. She settled it at her throat, adjusted the buckle at the back without needing a mirror, and rolled the matching thigh-highs up in two efficient moves.

Then they did the rest of it. Elena pulled the makeup bag out and they went through the same process they both knew from getting ready for their job. Liner, lip, a little extra at the eye, both of them sharing the dresser mirror without fighting over it. Cassie pinned her hair up and Elena shook hers loose and touched it up at the ends. The kind of getting-ready they both did for work — the full version, the one that said whoever was waiting had earned it. Tonight that was their husbands.

Elena turned around.

Cassie was still at the dresser mirror. She caught them both in it at the same time — Elena behind her, burgundy satin and the gold ring at her throat, and herself in black mesh — and felt her thighs press together before she'd done anything about it. Two women dressed to get fucked, color-matched, gold hardware on both of them. It was a lot to look at. She almost laughed. Almost.

Cassie turned around.

They looked at each other. Same gold hardware, same strap construction from throat to thigh, same cut at the hip. Different fabric, different color — black mesh on Cassie, burgundy satin on Elena — but the rest of it matched close enough that there was no question it was planned. They looked like they were dressed to get used. Because they were.

"Good," Elena said. She stepped in close to adjust one of Cassie's straps — a small tug at the hip ring, settling the harness where it needed to sit — close enough that Cassie could feel the warmth off her, Elena's perfume and the low, specific smell of a woman who'd been turned on all day. Cassie was wet and they hadn't even left the room yet.

Elena went to the closet and came back with two pairs of heels — both black, both the same height, thin ankle strap. She set Cassie's pair in front of her without ceremony. "Same size. Lucky us." She stepped into her own and buckled the strap without sitting down.

"Ready?" Elena asked,

Cassie checked herself in the mirror one more time. Her cheeks were already high-colored. "Ready."

Elena crossed to the door, opened it, and went first down the stairs without rushing.

Cassie followed, feeling the mesh shift against her with every step, the garter harness riding her hips — every piece of it a reminder of exactly what she was walking downstairs to do. She was already dripping wet by the time she hit the landing.

The two men looked up when they walked in. Frank's eyes went straight to Cassie and stayed there — not a sweep of the room, not both women, just Cassie — long enough that it was obvious, long enough that Noah would have clocked it even if he hadn't already been watching Frank's face. Then Frank looked at Elena, slow, and whatever he'd been about to say stayed behind his teeth.

Noah hadn't moved. He was looking at his wife — dressed like that, in front of another man, he knew this was what she does for a living now, a fucking great living that he too has been enjoying, he’s seen the pictures she sends before her appointments in her outfits, but to look at this in person, while sitting five feet away from the man who was going to have her in about ten minutes while he, her loving husband, watched — and he was already rock hard. His throat moved. He got his beer off the table and set it back down without drinking from it, and she could see the hard line already pushing against the front of her husband's shorts. He wasn't trying very hard to hide that part.

Frank's hand went to his own crotch, slow, like he needed something to do with it. Noah shifted in his chair.

"Well." Frank's voice had gone rougher than it had been all evening. His eyes moved between them once, twice, not in any hurry to stop. "You two have been busy…"

"We've been planning," Elena said. She crossed to where Frank was sitting, stood in front of him, and let him look. His hands came up to her back, on her ass — not grabbing, just resting, thumbs tracing the satin straps of the harness like he was learning the shape of it.

Cassie walked to Noah. She stopped close enough that he'd have to crane up to see her face, close enough that he could see exactly how the harness sat on her hips, the mesh, the gold hardware. She watched his mouth open wide reflexively. She found his hands in hers and brought them over to the back of her thigh, warm and steady, just sitting there.

"Hey baby," she said.

He exhaled. "Hi…"

"So." Elena's voice came from across the room, easy, unhurried, already running it. "Who wants to start?"

***

Frank answered first.

He stood up, unhurried, and looked at Cassie.

"Come here Cassie," he said.

Cassie crossed to him. He pulled her in by the hip and kissed her — not a peck, not a greeting, the real thing, slow and dominating, his hand coming up to her jaw to hold her there. She'd imagined about this  since that first dinner, Frank and her in front of Noah and now she was actually doing it and it was exactly as good as she'd known it would be.

Across the room Noah's hands gripped his own knees. Elena was already watching him, not the kiss — watching his face while his wife kissed another man for the first time in front of him. He didn't look away. He didn't move. His throat worked once.

Elena was already steering Noah off the couch. "You're with me sweetheart," she said, and settled him into the single-seater across from the sofa; close enough to see everything, not close enough to touch. She sat on the lowrise arm of it, one leg over his, her thigh pressing into his lap, and put her mouth close to his ear. "Just watch," she said. "That's all you have to do." Her hand settled warm on his thigh. "This is your night, you know. Yours and Cassie's. Everything before this was the job — this is the two of you choosing it for yourselves, tonight, in this room." She squeezed his hardon once over his shorts. "My hubby's going to fuck your wife. You're going to watch him do it. And you're going to love every second of it — because she will." She put her lips to his ear. "Frank and I have been waiting to give you both this night since the day we met you. We're so glad it's us for your  first time."

All Noah could do was let a low small moan out in reply to Elena’s words, mouth and hand.

Frank took Cassie to the sofa.

He sat first and pulled her down into his lap, her back to his chest, both of them facing the room — facing Noah and Elena. His hands moved to her waist, to the harness at her hips, running over the mesh panels with his palms. He glanced across at Noah once, easy, not a challenge — more like acknowledgment — then put his mouth to Cassie's ear. "You're stunning in this."

Cassie watched Noah's shorts tighten under Elena’s palm from across the room.

Frank worked the bra top loose first. His hands were warm on her chest, cupping her, thumbs moving over her nipples, and he put his mouth to the side of her neck. She moaned before she'd thought about it.

Across the room, Elena had her hand in Noah's lap.

She wasn't rushing that either. She had her fingers curled over him through the cotton, steady pressure, and she kept her mouth at his ear. "That's your wife," she said quietly. "Look at her." Noah's head tipped back slightly, his hand coming up to grip the arm of the chair. "She's so wet for him," Elena said. "You can tell from here." He exhaled through his teeth.

Frank's hand moved down the front of the harness, over the garter panel, fingers working under the waistband of her thong. She was already wet when he got there and he made a low sound against her neck when he felt it. "Christ," he said quietly. He stroked her, two fingers, deep and steady, and she grabbed his forearm and held on. She was facing Noah the whole time. She could see his face. She made sure he could see hers.

"Eyes open," Elena said — directed at Noah, not Cassie, but Cassie felt it too.

She kept her eyes open. She looked at Noah.

He was looking at her. Not at Frank's hands, not at the room — at her face. The same way he always looked at her, just with his mouth opened in awe and Elena's hand working in his lap and his knuckles white on the arm of the chair. She knew that face. He wasn't in pain. He was exactly where he wanted to be and it was almost too much and he wasn't going to look away for anything.

Frank worked her all the way up and held her there, fingers curled in exactly the right place, his other hand grabbing her tits keeping her in place as he worked her nipple. She was grinding down onto his hand by the end, past caring how it looked, and when she came she came loud — loud enough that Noah heard every second of it from across the room, loud enough that Frank had to hold her steady through it, his arm tight across her stomach now while she shook and clenched around his fingers and soaked his hand. He kept his fingers inside her while she finished, moving slow, drawing it out until she grabbed his wrist and held it still.

"Good girl," he said quietly, into her hair.

She was still catching her breath when he turned her around to face him.

She knew what he wanted from the hardness of his cock beneath her. She slid off the sofa onto her knees in front of him and Noah — the remaining lingerie on her, the heels, kneeling on the living room floor — and got to his shorts herself.

Across the room Elena pushed her own panties to the side and took Noah's hand off the arm of the chair and guided it between her own thighs. He felt how wet she was and made a sound. "There we go," she said quietly. "Keep your eyes on Cassie and keep your hand right there." She shifted her weight on the arm of the chair, opening for him. "Don't stop."

Cassie took Frank in her mouth.

He was about the same size as Noah but thicker, and not too big like some of the executives — the kind of size that was just right. She wrapped her hand around the base and wrapped her lips over the head of his cock. She could feel him getting harder as she worked him, his hips pushing toward her on each stroke. She took him deeper, let him feel the back of her throat once, and heard him grunt above her. His hand fisted in her hair. She kept the pace, spit slick on her chin, his thighs tensing under her palms, and worked him until his breath was coming fast and his grip in her hair was tight enough to sting.

Noah had two fingers inside Elena and his eyes were on his wife's mouth. Elena was riding his hand slow, her thighs open over his lap, and she let him work her without directing him — just kept her mouth at his face, pecking him and giving kisses while he could hear her breathing every time Cassie took Frank deeper.

Frank's grip in her hair went tight. She felt his thighs lock up and pulled off him before he finished.

His jaw was tight. "You're going to be the death of me."

"Not yet," she said, and stood up.

Frank grabbed her hips and pulled her back onto the sofa, face down. He pulled her thong down, and got between her legs.

Frank pushed in slow. She felt every inch of it and groaned into the cushion. He pulled back and drove in again, then again, setting a deep grinding pace that had her gripping the cushion and pushing her hips back at him. One hand pinned the harness at her hip. The other fisted in her hair. She turned her face to the side — Noah was ten feet away watching Frank fuck his wife — and the fact of it, his eyes on her, made her clench around Frank and moan again louder than the first time.

Elena pulled Noah's shorts down and then his briefs before wrapping her hand around him bare. He was so hard it was almost painful to the touch. "Keep your eyes on her," Elena said. They already were. He watched every stroke, watched Cassie's face each time Frank bottomed out, watched his wife's mouth drop open and her hips push back for more.

"She likes it," Elena said, her fist moving slow on him. "Look at her unleash her inner slut."

Noah grabbed the arm of the chair with his free hand and said nothing.

She came a second time with Frank still going, clenching around him and crying out into the cushion. He didn't stop — kept the same pace, drove her through it — and then he came too, hips snapping in hard, his full weight pinning her into the sofa as he finished. She felt him pulse inside her, once, twice. He stayed there breathing hard against her back, then pulled out. She felt his cum run down the inside of her thigh when he did.

Across the room Elena had cum too from Noah’s fingers and the show her hubby and protégée put on for them. She and Noah both watched Frank pull out of Cassie — her corporate sister-wife, Noah’s corporate working wife. Noah's hand was still between Elena's thighs and neither of them was moving. Elena's finger pressed once under the tip of his throbbing cock and he grabbed her wrist hard.

"Don't," he said. "I'm so close."

"I know," Elena said. She didn't move her hand. Just held him. "That's the point."

Frank stood up. He looked at Cassie. "You good?"

"Yeah," she said.

He nodded and got his shorts.

Cassie turned over. Her hair was half down, her lipstick was gone, and she was still wet and flushed from Frank.

She looked at Noah.

He hadn't moved. Still hard, still in the chair, Elena's hand loose around him. Cassie got up and walked over and crouched in front of him. His face was flushed, jaw tight, pupils blown wide.

She put her hand on his knee. "You okay babe?"

He looked her over — the lingerie, the heels, the state of her — and his voice came out wrecked. "You're still wearing his cum."

"Yeah," she said.

"I'm so far past okay."

She kissed him — quick, on the mouth — then stood up and looked at Elena.

Elena met Cassie's eyes and raised an eyebrow.

"He hasn't cum yet," Elena said.

"No," Noah said, voice rough. "I have not."

"Don't worry, sweetie." Elena put her mouth to his lips in front of Cassie and kissed him before pulling a little back, "We've got all night."

***

Nobody moved right away.

Frank was the first just like before — he crossed to the kitchen and came back with four glasses of water and set them on the coffee table. He dropped back onto the sofa beside Cassie and took a long drink.

Cassie drank her water slowly. Hair half down, bra top gone, thong gone, just the garter harness and heels still on her, Frank's cum drying on the inside of her thigh. She wasn't in any hurry about any of it nor worried about modesty, that was another thing she’d grown out of after taking the job, the reflex to cover herself up. Across the room Noah was still in the chair with his shorts barely back up, Elena loose on the cushioned arm of it, her hand resting in his lap. Occasionally moving to stroke him almost absent-mindedly, keeping him present, keeping him hard.

The quiet held for a minute.

Then Cassie looked at Frank.

"Was it like this?" she said. "The first time you watched her?"

Frank glanced at her. Then at Elena, who held his eyes for a second — something private passing between them, almost a decade of shared understanding — and gave him the smallest nod.

"Not exactly like this," Frank said. He turned his glass in his hands. "I'd moved into her place about six months into dating her. I knew what she did for a living from our second date, but I'd only heard about her appointments after they were done, and I'd always been invited to spend time at her place on her free or recovery days before we both had started living together."

Cassie went still. "Was this the same apartment we’re in now?!"

"Yeah. When it was still ours." He nodded, easy. "She'd been with the firm for about a year before we both met and she'd been taking the executives in the apartment ever since she'd bought it. But had stopped having her appointments there after I'd moved in to let me settle. Marcus was the first one who came to the apartment when I felt I was ready." He paused. "I knew he was coming. She'd told me. I'd had months to think about it by then — months of knowing what the job was, knowing she was already doing it in hotel rooms. I thought I understood what I was going to feel." He stopped. Set his glass down. "Then I heard her voice through the wall."

Nobody said anything.

"The bedroom door wasn't fully shut," Frank said. "I was in the kitchen. And I heard her — moaning for him. Really moaning, not the sounds she makes when she's being polite, not performing anything. The real ones." He looked at his hands. "And then she called him Daddy."

Elena was looking at Frank, her eyes all with love. Her jaw had softened slightly, her fingers loose around Noah's cock, not stroking, just holding. Whatever was moving across her face wasn't embarrassment. It was something older than that.

"She wasn't doing it for the room," Frank said. "She was in it. The whole version of her, nothing held back. And I'm sitting at the kitchen table listening to my then-girlfriend be more herself than I'd ever heard her, and I —" He stopped. Exhaled through his nose. "I didn't move for about ten minutes. I just sat there with my hands flat on the table and listened."

"Did you touch yourself?" Cassie asked.

Frank looked at her. Then he smiled — slow, honest. "No. I didn't let myself. I don't know why. I just sat there and took it."

Cassie looked down at his lap.

He was already hard.

"Frank."

"I know."

"You've been talking for just a couple of minutes."

"It's a good memory." He said it without apology, the same easy tone he used for everything. "Almost ten years and it's still a good memory."

Cassie put her hand on him — flat, through the shorts, just feeling the weight of his cock — and left it there. Not doing anything with it yet. Frank didn't react beyond a small exhale.

She looked at Elena. "Did you know he was still in the apartment?"

Elena came back from wherever she'd been. Her mouth curved. "Oh sweetie, he picked up my lingerie for that appointment." Her thumb moved once, slowly, over the head of Noah's cock through the cotton, and Noah's hand found the arm of the chair. "I kinda knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life with this kinky loving man then."

Frank blew her a kiss from across the room.

Elena looked at him. Not asking a question — just looking. "Your turn," she said, quiet. "How was it? Watching her tonight."

He didn't answer right away. His jaw was tight, his pupils still blown wide, and Elena's hand had started moving again, slow and unhurried, the same patient rhythm she'd been keeping all evening.

"When Frank —" He started and stopped. Swallowed. "When he pulled her back onto the sofa. Face down." His voice came out lower than he'd meant it to. "The way she pushed her hips back at him."

Elena's hand moved and he felt it and lost the next word.

"She wasn't anywhere else," he said. "She was just — there. All of her." He looked at Cassie across the room, direct, and his voice was wrecked enough that it didn't have anywhere to hide. "I've never seen you like that."

"Like what babe?" Cassie cooed.

"Like that was exactly where you were supposed to be."

He throbbed in Elena's hand. She felt it and wrapped her fingers around him once, deliberate, and he grabbed her wrist the same way he had before — not stopping her, just holding on, like he needed something to grip.

Cassie held his eyes for a moment. Then she looked at Frank. Frank was looking at Noah the way he'd looked at him across the dinner table that night on the double-date — not a challenge, just recognition. A man seeing something in another man that he remembered feeling.

Cassie leaned up and put her mouth to Frank's jaw. Felt him turn his face toward her. His hand came up to the back of her neck, warm and steady.

"She's going to take good care of him," Frank said, quietly. Not to anyone in particular.

"I know," Cassie said.

Across the room Elena kissed Noah once again, this time the kiss lasted for a good minute before she stood up from the arm of the chair. She didn't say anything to Frank and Cassie — didn't look for permission or send a look across the room. She just stood, and looked down at Noah, and held out her hand.

He took it and stood.

She walked him two steps to the other side of the sectional sofa, a few feet from where Frank and Cassie were already going quiet.

She turned to face him. Put one hand flat on his chest. Pushed him back until his legs hit the coffee table and he sat down on the edge of it.

"I've got you," she said. "Just stay right here with me."

Noah looked at her. Then, once, at Cassie.

Cassie nodded.

He looked back at Elena.

"Good," Elena said. And got on her knees in front of him.

***

She took her time with him.

Not teasing — just unhurried, the way Elena did everything. She worked his shorts and briefs down his thighs and got them off him and set them aside, and then she just looked at him for a moment. All of him. Noah sat on the edge of the coffee table with his hands braced behind him and let her look, his cock hard and flushed and curved up toward his stomach, and he held her eyes and didn't reach for her.

She wrapped one hand around the base of his cock and took the head into her warm mouth.

Noah's arms locked. His head dropped back and a sound came out of him — low, punched out — and his hips pushed toward her on instinct before he caught himself. She didn't rush. She worked him slow, tongue flat on the underside, hand following her mouth in long steady pulls, and she kept her eyes up and watched his face while she did it. His jaw was tight. His knuckles were white on the edge of the table. She kept the pace, her free hand pressed flat to his thigh feeling every time the muscle jumped.

On the other side of the sectional Frank had Cassie pulled back against his chest, her back to him, both of them facing the room. His hand was at her chest, thumb moving slow over her bare tits. Cassie watched Noah's face — jaw tight, eyes losing the battle to stay closed — and felt Frank's mouth find the side of her neck as he tweaked a nipple between his fingers. She watched Elena's hand on Noah's thigh, the way her thumb was tracing slow circles without breaking rhythm, and recognized the intent behind it. The precise, patient management of a man's body — keeping him hard, keeping him wanting, keeping him exactly where she needed him. She did that herself at least twice a week. She'd had her hands on enough men by now at work to know exactly what Elena was doing. But watching it happen to Noah was something else entirely.

Elena brought Noah to the edge in under five minutes.

She knew exactly when he got there — his thighs went rigid under her hands and his breathing changed, shorter and higher, and she felt him start to swell against her tongue. She pulled off him.

He groaned — low, cut short — and grabbed the edge of the table.

"Sshh." She pressed her lips to the inside of his thigh, warm and easy, and held the base of his throbbing cock loosely while he came back down. Her thumb moved in a slow circle over his thigh. "Stay with me. Just feel it."

"Elena —"

"I know." She looked up at him. "Just a little longer Noah."

He exhaled through his teeth and dropped his head forward. She gave him twenty seconds. Then she got her mouth on him again.

Cassie felt Frank get harder once again against the small of her back. She reached behind her and got her hand on him through the shorts. He made a low sound against her neck. "Mmhm fuck," he said quietly, watching. She kept her hand on him and watched her husband's face — the furrowed brow, the open mouth, the groans coming out of him whether he wanted them to or not — and felt Frank slide his hand from her tits down between her thighs. She was still wet. His fingers moved slow and she pressed forward into his hand all the while without looking away from Noah.

Elena brought him back to the edge a second time and pulled her mouth off again.

This time Noah grabbed Elena’s forearm and said nothing. Just breathed. His cock was dark and shiny, a bead of pre-cum tracking down the underside, and his whole body was shaking with a fine tremor he couldn't control. Elena sat back on her heels and looked at him — really looked, eyes moving from his face down to his cock and back up — her hand still wrapped loosely around the base of him, squeezing once, slow, just to feel him pulse against her palm. Cassie watched her do it and thought: that's the job.

"You're doing so well," Elena said. Her hand was still around him, loose, just enough contact to keep him hard. "So well."

He laughed — short, wrecked, mostly air. "You're killing me."

"No, But I'm about to." She stood up.

She reached back and undid the clasp of her bra and dropped it. Then she peeled the burgundy satin mid-piece down her hips along with her thong and stepped out of both, left the lace-top thigh-highs on, and stood in front of him in just those and the heels. Noah looked at her the way men looked at Elena when they finally got to. His eyes moved over her slowly — throat, breasts, the smooth skin between her thighs, and the wet asymmetrical pink lips, back up — and she let them, hands loose at her sides, entirely comfortable being looked at.

After a good few seconds, she took his hands and guided him back onto the couch. Cassie felt herself clenching around Frank's fingers, knowing what was about to happen; her hubby was going to experience the talent those rich men pay in seven figures a year for to indulge in. And this was going to be the first time the love of her life's cock was about to enter someone else's pussy other than hers since they’d started seeing each other at uni.

Elena put one knee on the cushion beside him and then the other, straddling his lap, and got her hand between them and lined him up.

She sank down onto him slowly.

He felt her open around him inch by inch and his hands went to her waist and gripped hard as his eyes went wide; he then shut and opened them again. She took him all the way to the base and sat there, both of them still, and he could feel how wet she was, how tight, how she gripped him even without moving, and his hips were already trying to push up into her before he locked them down. His thighs were shaking with it.

Across the room Cassie watched his face and her stomach tightened. She knew that look. She'd worn it herself — first time Victor had positioned her on that bed, his hands moving her hips like she weighed nothing, cool sheets against her back, her thighs falling open. Her body responding to a man who knew exactly what he was going to do with it before he touched her. She'd tried to describe it to Noah after, breath still shaking, and he'd gripped her hips and asked her to tell him again. Now he knew exactly what she'd meant.

"Look at me," Elena said.

He looked at her. Jaw loose, eyes blown, a vein standing in his throat.

Cassie watched his face and recognized what was moving across it. She'd described the appointments to him, the whole minute-by-minute of details of how she satisfied those executives, what it felt like when doing it to someone for a living, and when doing it she realized she had no idea what her own body was capable of. He'd listened and gotten hard from it and thought he understood. He hadn't. There were a dozen women at the firm doing exactly what Cassie did, and the men they went to felt this — Elena's hands never rushing, her eyes never leaving their face, her body giving them exactly enough to keep them desperate and not one stroke more — every time they booked an appointment. Watching Noah's face right now, the way she knew what was happening for her man, Cassie kind of started to finally understand the size of the cheques the firm wrote without blinking for the girls.

"Mmhmm, You’re feeling so good baby," Elena whispered.

"You feel — Elena, you feel —" The words came out wrecked.

"I know," she said. And started to move.

A slow roll of her hips, finding the angle, adjusting until she felt him hit the right place and then staying on it. His hands gripped her waist and she let them. She kept her own hands on his shoulders and rode him in long deep circles and didn't look away from his face.

Elena came the first time about ten minutes in.

Her rhythm stuttered — just once, just slightly — and then she pressed down hard onto him and grinded her clit against him, not stroking, just holding the pressure, and the sound she made was concentrated and low and went on for a few seconds while her thighs trembled against his hips. Noah felt her clench around him in waves and stared at her face while it happened — the way her head dropped back, the way her lips parted — and his hands dug into her waist.

"Did you just —" he said.

"Yes." She rolled her hips and he lost the rest of the sentence. She moved in to kiss him, taking his jaw in both her hands, letting his cock catch a quick breather, while she continued to clench around his cock in a spaced-out rhythm, still keeping him hard. She pulled off from the kiss. Her eyes came back to his, still half-lidded, still riding her orgasm out. "Keep your eyes on me."

His eyes stayed on her.

Cassie exhaled slowly. Frank’s fingers had stilled between her thighs. He was watching too now, his chin over her shoulder, barely breathing, his whole chest gone motionless against her back. She could feel it — the hand between her thighs completely frozen, his jaw tight against her temple.

Elena shifted her angle and picked up the pace — hips snapping down now, sharper and more deliberate — and Noah's head dropped back and his mouth fell open and inside a minute he was right back at the edge, hands gripping her waist, his cock driving up into her on every downstroke without him deciding to.

She stopped.

Sat down hard onto him and held him there with her hands flat on his chest, not moving a muscle.

"Elena. I'm almost—" His voice cracked clean in half.

"Nah ah… That's mine," she said against his jaw. "Not yet."

He was shaking badly now. His cock was pulsing inside her and his hands were digging into her hips and the only thing keeping him from coming was that she wasn't moving and he couldn't make her. She could feel all of it — every pulse, every throb — and she stayed exactly where she was and let him feel her clenched around him and waited.

"Please." His forehead dropped to her shoulder, his hands gripping her hips, cock buried inside her and throbbing and getting him nowhere.

She turned her face and pressed her mouth to his cheek. Stayed there. "I know," she said, against his skin. "Almost."

She waited until the urgency had backed off just enough. Then she started moving again — slower, deeper — and got her hand between them and found her clit, she worked it while she rode him. Noah watched her touch herself on top of him — head tipped back, mouth open, completely unbothered by being watched — his jaw had dropped; his eyes were fixed on her hand like he'd forgotten there was anything else in the room. His hips started pushing up to meet her, small involuntary movements he couldn't stop, and she let him, kept her own rhythm, kept her fingers moving, her cunt getting wetter with every stroke until she could hear it.

Her second orgasm came harder. Her thighs clamped around his hips and her whole body shuddered forward into him and she cried out against his neck — loud enough that Cassie's head snapped up, because in both those two nights of working alongside Elena in Vegas, she did not once hear her make a sound like that on the clock. On the clock, Elena gave everything and took what was given. Whatever this was, it wasn't that.

Elena clenched around him in long, hard waves, and Noah felt every one of them. His hands pulled her down onto him, and that was it.

"Now?!" he managed.

"Now baby." She pulled back and looked at him, eyes dark, still shaking. "Give me all of it."

He drove up into her and came.

Both hands yanking her down onto him, hips driving up hard, his face buried in her neck — and from across the sectional Cassie could see his back, the muscles of it locking up and then shuddering, locking and shuddering, his whole body working through it in waves. Elena had her arms around his shoulders and her mouth at his ear and she was saying something low that Cassie couldn't hear. He came for a long time. Longer than Cassie expected. When he finally went still his head had dropped back and his hands had fallen open at his sides.

He stayed there a long time. His grip on her loosened by degrees until his hands were just resting at her waist, fingers open, no grip left in them at all.

On the other side of the sectional Cassie had gone still against Frank's chest. His hand was quiet between her thighs. She was watching Noah's back — the way it had stopped shaking, the way Elena's hands were moving slow against it now.

She knew that version of him. She'd seen it a hundred times, always from close up, always as the one who'd put him there.

This was the first time she'd seen it from across a room.

Frank's mouth found her temple. His hand started moving once again, slow, two fingers pressing in, and she pulled in a breath through her nose and held it. She'd known what Noah needed before he did and she'd picked the right woman for it. Underneath that, persistent and wet, the specific ache of watching Noah's hips go still inside someone else.

She turned her face into Frank's throat and pressed her thighs together around his hand as his fingers continued to work her faster and said nothing.


Chapter VII

Frank and Elena were already upstairs by the time Cassie got herself together enough to move.

She'd had to sit for a minute first. Hair half down, harness still on, Frank's cum on her thigh and her own on his hand and she was wrung out in the specific way the job left her sometimes — not empty, just fully spent, every nerve used up and quiet. She heard Frank's voice through the ceiling, low, and then Elena's, and then nothing.

Noah was still on the sofa.

She got up and went to him. Crouched down in front of him the same way she had earlier in the night, when she'd walked over still wearing Frank on her thigh and he'd said so far past okay  like he couldn't believe his own life. Now she put her hands on his knees and looked at him until he opened his eyes.

His face in the dark was loose, soft around the jaw, pupils still a little wide. He looked at her for a second without saying anything.

"We should go to bed."

He nodded, not moving. His hands came up and found hers on his knees.

"Cass." He stopped. Started again. "I didn't know it would feel like that."

She waited.

"Watching you with him." His thumbs moved over her knuckles. "And then Elena." He shook his head once, slow. "I didn't know any of it would feel like that."

"Baby… you’re good?"

"Yeah…." He pressed his mouth to the back of her hand. "Good."

She stayed there a minute. Outside the water shifted in the dark.

"Come on," she said. "Let’s get some sleep."

He got up. She turned the lights off, and they went upstairs.

***

Just like yesterday, she woke before the others.

The bedroom was still gray, the water outside going silver through the gap in the curtains, and Cassie lay on her back listening to the house. Noah's weight beside her, his breathing slow. Somewhere down the hall she could hear nothing at all, which meant Frank and Elena were still under. The fridge kicked on in the kitchen. A bird started up outside and then stopped.

She lay there a while without trying to go back to sleep, not needing to, her body settled in a way it didn't get to be very often. Not sore exactly — worked, was the word for it. Used in the way she'd learned it had started to feel good over the past dozen weeks. Her thighs. The place where Frank's hands had been. The specific soreness at her outer thighs where his grip had gone hardest — the same kind West had left on her after Night Two, the kind she'd pressed her fingers into on the flight home like she was checking it was real.

Noah shifted. His hand found her stomach under the sheet, the way it always did when he was most of the way asleep. She put her hand over his.

She was still looking at the ceiling when he woke.

"Morning," he said, voice still not fully out of sleep.

"Hey… good morning"

He moved closer, face at her shoulder. She felt him wince once, settle.

"You sleep?" she asked.

"Like something switched off."

She laughed, quiet.

He pressed his mouth to her shoulder. "You okay?"

"Yeah."

He nodded against her arm and didn't say anything else. Neither did she. The bird started again and this time kept going. Somewhere down the hall a floorboard went, then quiet.

"Frank," Noah said, without moving.

"Mm." She'd had the same read. "He's probably already on the eggs."

"God." He exhaled, something that was almost a laugh. "What is it with him and the eggs."

"He's very serious about it."

He was quiet a beat. "He's serious about a lot of things."

She let that sit. His jaw was loose, his eyes still on the ceiling — and she knew what he meant. The version of Frank who'd sat at his kitchen table with his hands flat on it while his wife's voice came through the wall. Who'd picked up Elena's lingerie for that appointment. Who'd heard her say Daddy  and hadn't moved. Who sees her getting ploughed for work in their own bed for almost a decade now. And just like him, Noah too, has now watched another man cum inside his wife while he sat there with Elena's hand wrapped around his cock the whole time — and his jaw was loose, and his voice was easy, just like she’d hoped they’d be.

She turned her head to look at him. He was looking at the ceiling, one arm behind his head, the soft light catching the line of his jaw. Still him. Completely him — just with the bracing gone. She didn't say any of this. She just looked at him until he felt it and turned his face toward hers.

"What?" he asked with a confused half-dazy smile.

"Nothing." She kissed the corner of his jaw. "Come on. Coffee."

***

Frank had not burned the eggs.

He'd also done something with the mushrooms and the good cheddar Elena kept in the back of the fridge, and by the time Cassie padded into the kitchen barefoot in yesterday's t-shirt and Noah's flannel thrown over it unbuttoned, he had four plates sorted and was pouring coffee like he'd been awake for hours, which, knowing Frank, he probably had been.

"Morning," he said, easy, not looking up from the mugs. "You two sleep okay?"

"Eventually," Cassie said.

He smiled. Set a mug down in front of where she'd pulled out a stool at the counter. "Elena's down at the dock. Said she needed ten minutes and water before she could be around people."

"That's very on-brand."

"I know. I married it anyway." He said it the way he said most things Cassie had picked up — no drama, just fact with a smile over it. He handed her the coffee and she wrapped both hands around it and let the warmth sit.

Noah came in a minute later, still moving with the particular care of a man whose body had opinions about the previous ten hours, and Frank tracked the way he was walking and said nothing, which Cassie appreciated. Just handed him a mug and pointed at the stool beside hers. Noah took it and sat.

The three of them were quiet for a while in the way that worked between people who didn't need to fill it.

"Good night?" Frank said, eventually. He'd turned back to the stove, spatula in hand, not making a thing of it.

"Yeah," Noah said. "Great night."

"Happy to hear." Frank nodded once, still at the stove. "That's what the lakehouse is for."

Elena came back from the dock with her sandals in one hand, wearing a black one-piece that clung to her from the wetness and offered a salacious view. There was a piece of lake grass stuck to her shin. She stood in the kitchen doorway a moment — Noah at the counter, the man she'd had her mouth on seven hours ago, his coffee mug halfway to his lips — and then she crossed to Frank and got her arms around him from behind, face between his shoulder blades. He covered her hands with one of his without turning around. No acknowledgment of any of it. Just his hand over hers, easy, like she'd only stepped out for air.

"Coffee?!" she asked, into his back.

"Already in your cup."

She pulled back and found it on the counter and stood beside him and drank half of it before she said another word to anyone.

Cassie watched Frank's hand go to Elena's without him looking. Elena had been inside Noah. Frank knew that. Noah was sitting three feet away with his coffee. And Frank was standing at the stove making eggs like it was any other Sunday, his hand over his wife's without even turning around, and the ease of it was the whole point — not performance, not tolerance. Just a man who'd known exactly what he was choosing when he chose her, and had never once acted like he'd gotten it wrong.

Noah had gone still beside her, both hands around his mug, watching Frank's hand cover Elena's — trying to figure out how a man got to that. How you watched another man's cock disappear inside your wife and woke up the next morning and made everyone eggs like it was nothing. Then again, Noah was sitting here drinking coffee made by the same guy who'd come inside Cassie last night.

So maybe he was starting to get it.

When Elena finally looked up across the kitchen, her eyes found Cassie's — a half-second, dry and warm. Two working girls who'd brought the job home for the weekend, and two husbands who'd loved every second of it. The firm didn't pay what it paid for nothing. Cassie smiled into her mug.

Frank put the plates down and they ate.

***

After breakfast Frank washed the plates and Elena dried them and Noah offered to help and got waved off. Cassie caught his eye across the kitchen — come on  — and he followed her out the back door with what was left of his coffee, the screen door banging shut behind them. Behind the glass she could see Elena already saying something to Frank, his shoulders shaking with whatever it was. She didn't need to hear it.

The sun was up now, the lake bright and flat, a slow breezy morning. They walked to the end of the dock and sat with their feet hanging over the edge, Noah's shoulder against hers, neither of them talking. A boat moved across the far side of the water, too distant to hear. A heron stood in the shallows to their left and didn't move.

Noah finished his coffee. Turned the mug in his hands.

"I've been trying to figure out how to say something since last night," he said.

"You started last night."

"I know. I couldn't get it out." He set the mug down beside him on the dock. "I watched Frank with you and I kept waiting to feel the thing I used to feel. The bad version."

She waited.

"It didn't come." He looked out at the water. "It just — wasn't there. What was there instead was —" He stopped, tried again. "I wanted to watch. I wanted to see you like that. With him." A pause. "And then Elena —"

"Noah."

"I know." He laughed once, short. "I'm not saying it right."

"You're saying it fine."

He turned to face her. "I'm not scared of it anymore. Any of it. That's what I'm trying to say. I thought I'd always have that — that thing in my chest every time you left for an appointment. It hasn’t been like that for the last few times, and I expected it to come back last night, but it just —" He shook his head. "It's gone."

She exhaled something she felt like she'd been holding ever since she said yes to this job; she'd expected this from her love, but hearing him say it out loud was different from knowing it. Ever since telling him about Dr. Parks' interview offer, she’d spent months — without her realising until now — managing the distance between what he said he was fine with and what his body actually did when the door closed. That distance was gone now too.

"I know," she said. "I could tell."

"Could you?"

"Since Vegas, actually. Maybe before."

He absorbed that. "That obvious, huh?"

"To me baby!" she held his face in her palm for a second, looking into his eyes.

He was quiet. Behind them the screen door went and then Frank's voice, low, saying something to Elena inside, and then nothing. The boat on the far side of the lake had disappeared around a bend.

"There's something I've been meaning to tell you," Cassie said.

He looked at her.

"I want to start taking appointments at the apartment."

The dock creaked once under them. She watched him take it in — the slight stillness, the way his jaw worked once and then stopped. He was processing it; she could see him doing it, and she let him.

"Not hotel suites. Not across town. At home." She kept her eyes on the water. "Elena's been doing it that way for years. The apartment — our apartment — she bought it because of how close it is to the firm. That was always the point of it." She paused. "And it makes sense for me too. No more hotel lobbies. No more feeling eyes on me every time I walk through a reception area in the middle of the afternoon looking like what I am. No car rides back across town after." She turned to look at him. "Last night, when Frank fucked me — knowing you were right there. Watching. Listening." She shook her head. "I've never cum like that on an appointment. Knowing my husband was in the room. That's what I want. That's why I want you home."

There was silence for a good few seconds.

"Okay," Noah said.

She looked at him. "Okay?"

"Yeah." He picked up the empty mug, turned it once. "Okay."

"That's it?" she asked, now surprised.

He met her eyes. "What do you want me to say? That I need to think about it?" He shook his head. "Last night I watched Frank cum inside you and I didn't want to look away. I think we're past me needing to think about it, baby."

She held his eyes for a moment. This was the man who used to sit at home alone with a hard-on while she got fucked by other men as a career, waiting for her to come back through the door so he could have what was left of her. Last night he actually saw her taking another man.

"It'll be different," she said. "Being home. It's not the same as waiting for me to get back to home."

"I know."

"You'll hear things. You might even see things at times. Last night there was Elena there with you, keeping you company so you weren't alone with it. She won't be there for this. It'll just be the men who've booked the appointment, and us."

"I know, Cass."

She looked back at the water. "Good," she said. And then, quieter: "I want you to."

His hand found hers on the dock between them. She turned her palm up and he held it, and then she leaned in and kissed him — slow, no urgency in it, just his mouth on hers in the morning sun. His other hand came to her jaw. When she pulled back she let her free hand drop to his lap and felt him hard through his shorts, which she'd expected, and pressed her palm flat against it once before she took her hand away, saving his load for some road head later.

Last night he'd watched another man come inside her and hadn't looked away.

This morning he'd said okay to the apartment.

She thought about the first one. Which of them it would be. Victor's coat over their chair. Marcus on their sofa, that voice coming through the wall. Or any of the two, three dozen men at the executive level who could pick up the phone and book an appointment with an analyst and have her any way they wanted her in her own home. She'd had two boyfriends her whole life before Noah. In the last twelve or so weeks she'd had more cocks than she could count on both hands and had made more money doing it than she'd made in the two years before that combined — and now she was going to bring all of it through her own front door, and Noah was going to be in the next room listening to every second of it.

The appointment wasn't booked yet. But it would be. Monday morning she'd call Monica and it would be.

***

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


Other Books By This Author

First Time Hotwife

[image: ]

https://mybook.to/1LXz5

Some wives discover what they want in the dark, whispering it like a secret. 

Tiffany kept it there. Nathan said it out loud. 

This is a marriage that doesn't just survive desire — it runs toward it. A husband who gets harder every time he has to watch. A wife who was always going to be this woman; she just needed her husband to say it first. 

First Time Hotwife  is an ordered series following Nathan and Tiffany as they cross every line they drew together and discover they want to draw new ones. 

First agreements. First meetings. First BBC. First time she looks across a hotel room at her husband while another man is inside her and smiles like everything is exactly as it should be. This is a series of First Times for a couple who'd been together for a decade, still finding new things about each other. 

He sits in the corner and watches. 
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The Hotwife Chronicles  – A Series of Passion, Permission, and Shared Desire

You know the thrill—the way his eyes darken when he watches you, the way your pulse quickens when another man lingers just a second too long. The unspoken permission, the indulgence of being admired, desired… shared. 

The Hotwife Chronicles  explores the sensual journeys of wives who embrace their deepest cravings—not in secrecy, but with the full knowledge and approval of the men who adore them. These are stories of confidence, seduction, and the electric charge of knowing you belong to one man, yet are allowed to experience more. 

This isn’t about distance or detachment—it’s about closeness, control, and trust.  The husbands in these stories don’t lose their women; they celebrate them. The wives don’t stray; they surrender to pleasure in a way that brings them even closer to the men they love. Every touch, every glance, every indulgence is shared—because some fantasies are too intoxicating to keep to yourself. 

If you crave stories that push boundaries without breaking bonds, that revel in pleasure without shame, and that celebrate a woman’s desire without compromise , then The Hotwife Chronicles  is your perfect escape. 


Some passions aren’t meant to be tamed. They’re meant to be shared. 
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Good wives don't give husbands their blessings to make deals like this. Vanessa gives far more than her blessing. 

Vanessa Hale thought she had the life mapped out. The right husband. The right neighborhood. The right luncheons, the right handwritten notes, the right smile in every room that mattered. Eight months of meticulous work to earn a seat at the table she wanted. She was doing everything correctly. So was Daniel, her loving husband of eleven years, quietly working toward the newly opened director position. 

Then her husband came home passed over. And brought an idea she never asked for and couldn't stop thinking about. 

The arrangement is simple. Discreet. Just an understanding between an employer, his employee, and his very willing socialite wife. Daniel's rich and old boss has wanted Vanessa for years. He was never subtle about it. Daniel saw it. Vanessa felt it. Nobody said a word... until now. Now Daniel is offering what Marcus Weyland has been waiting for — and in return, doors open to the right rooms. The right seat at the table. The right introductions. 

She says yes. 

If you crave luxury erotica, willing husbands, forbidden power, and a wife discovering just how far she'll go for the life she wants — this series will pull you in and keep you hungry for the next date. 
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