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Chapter 1

The reception at Empire Spa is a cathedral of glass, chrome, and orchid-white. The lobby smells of cedar and expensive possibility. I’m not sure if the chill in the air is from the marble floors or the knowledge that, somewhere in the gilded tower above us, secrets are being bought and sold by the ounce.

Oliver is nervous before we even step in, his posture ramrod straight, hands in the pockets of his cashmere blend trousers. He’s been fidgeting with his phone since we left the car. I catch our reflection in the smoked glass of the elevator bank: he’s perfect, at least on paper. Handsome, buttoned-down, the guy my mother always said would anchor me. I rest my hand on his biceps, a silent warning. You’re with me. Stay present.

“Stop glancing at your portfolio,” I murmur, low enough that only he hears.

He flushes, the color, charming on him, and slips the phone away. “Sorry. Just making sure I didn’t miss the confirmation email.”

I smile, all teeth. “I told you, Sarah runs a tight ship.”

As if conjured by my words, Sarah Johnson appears at the front desk. She’s the only person I know who can make a high-collared black silk blouse look predatory. Her eyes flick to us with surgical precision. Her lips curve in a smile that means business and nothing else.

“Mrs. Matthews. Mr. Matthews. Welcome back.” She glides around the desk, iPad in hand, and gestures toward the lounge with a sweep that’s both practiced and oddly intimate. “We’re delighted to have you. May I offer water or our house tea blend while you wait?”

“Water,” I say. “And Oliver will have the same.”

He tries to demur, but I squeeze his arm, nails through fabric. “Thank you, Sarah. You always remember.”

She nods, tapping something on the tablet. “Of course. We’ve scheduled your ninety-minute session with our premier team. We’ll call you in as soon as the room is ready.”

I lead us to the waiting area. Oliver sits beside me, knees together, elbows pressed in, as if the overstuffed furniture might try to eat him. I cross my legs and let my heel swing; the stiletto ticking a small, impatient metronome against the glass-topped table.

We’re not alone. Across from us, another couple sits: the woman is pretty, bare-faced and confident, legs tucked beneath her in a pose that dares you to call her uncivilized. Her partner is the opposite—delicately handsome, with a nervous energy that mirrors Oliver’s. He watches her with a reverence that borders on idolatry.

They notice us noticing them. The woman’s gaze is frank, unembarrassed. She raises her glass in a silent salute. I return it, matching her stare. I like her already.

Oliver shifts. “Are we supposed to talk to them?”

I don’t answer. Instead, I turn slightly, presenting my best angle to the room, and catch Sarah’s eye behind the front desk. I make a calculated move. She catches on immediately.

Two glasses of water arrive, delivered by an attendant who could double as a runway model. I take a long sip, then lean into Oliver’s ear. “Let’s play a game.”

He tensed. “What kind of game?”

I let my fingers walk up his thigh, stopping just shy of indecency. “Let’s trade partners.”

The words hang between us, a dare and a promise. I watch the blood drain from his face, then rush back in a hot flush.

“You mean—”

“Just for the massage, darling. We’re here to relax, aren’t we?” I tilt my head, lips brushing the rim of my glass. “Besides, you always say I need to let go of control. Maybe I will, just for tonight.”

His laugh is thin, but he’s trying to be a good sport. “You’re impossible.”

The other woman has heard, or guessed. She smiles, slow and predatory. “It’s a lovely idea, but my boyfriend is shy.”

The boyfriend turns beet red and mutters something about allergies.

I shrug, unbothered. “Suit yourselves.”

Oliver breathes out, relieved. He thinks the moment is over. It isn’t.

I set my glass down and glance at the front desk. “Sarah, could I request a substitution?”

Sarah’s eyes glint, blue and merciless. “Of course, Mrs. Matthews. What would you prefer?”

“I’d like to have Dante Rivera for my session.” I say the name with the confidence of someone accustomed to getting her way. “And I’d like Oliver to observe. He’s been curious about new techniques.”

Oliver chokes slightly, but I press on. “Is that possible?”

Sarah doesn’t miss a beat. “Absolutely. Dante is just finishing with another client. We can have the observation set up in one of our dual therapy suites.”

I nod, satisfied. “Perfect.”

The other woman shoots me an appreciative look. She approves of the maneuver, even if she lacks the nerve to try it herself.

A small silence settles, broken only by the distant, piped-in sound of water over stone. Oliver drains his prosecco and stares at the floor, pretending he doesn’t feel the weight of my gaze. I let the anticipation build, counting the seconds until Sarah returns.

When she does, it’s with a soft chime from her iPad. “Your suite is ready. If you’ll follow me.”

She leads us down a corridor lined with translucent panels, each pulsing with gentle, shifting light. The hush is total, broken only by the click of my heels on the marble. At the door to the suite, Sarah pauses.

“Your therapist will join you momentarily,” she says, her voice velvet-smooth. “If you need anything, just touch the panel by the door.”

She gives me a look—not quite respect, not quite a challenge. Perhaps a little of both.

Inside the room is a cocoon of shadow and candlelight. Two tables, side by side. An enormous rainfall shower in the corner, glass walls fogged. There’s a low, sleek bench where Oliver can sit and watch, should he choose. I can tell he’d prefer to disappear into the wallpaper.

I slip out of my coat, letting it slide from my shoulders with deliberate indolence. My dress clings in all the right places, silk and ambition. I see Oliver watching, hungry and embarrassed. I love that about him: the contradiction of desire and shame.

He sits, obedient, as I knew he would. I stand at the head of the table, waiting. A pulse of energy in my veins, familiar and addictive.

There is a soft knock, and Dante enters.

He is taller than I remember, with the presence that makes a room seem suddenly smaller. His eyes are dark, bottomless, and his hands are beautiful—strong, and sure of themselves. He greets Oliver with a nod, then turns to me.

“Mrs. Matthews. Are you comfortable?”

I arch one brow. “I’m sure I will be.”

He smiles, slow and knowing. I can feel Sarah’s invisible hand guiding the scene, ensuring it unfolds just as I’d imagined.

Oliver glances up, hopeful and uncertain. I give him my most radiant smile.

“Watch and learn, darling,” I say.

Dante’s eyes never leave mine as he gestures to the table. I slide onto it, letting the slit in my dress reveal a flash of thigh. I don’t bother with modesty. Not tonight.

As he begins the session—slow, deliberate movements, hands sliding over silk to bare skin—I feel the tension coiling tighter, a live wire under my skin. Oliver watches, jaw clenched, fighting the urge to look away.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the sensation. But I know exactly what I’m doing.

And I know exactly what’s coming next.

The table’s linen is cold against my skin. Dante’s hands, when they arrive, are anything but.

He begins at the base of my neck, fingers working into the muscle with a pressure that is just shy of pain. His touch is deliberate, unhurried. I let myself melt into it, allowing my breathing to slow, my awareness to blur at the edges.

Oliver sits on the bench, knees together, hands clasped. I can feel him watching; his discomfort radiates in waves, a nervous heat in the cool room. The first few minutes are all surface: Dante kneads my shoulders, gliding down my spine, the practiced choreography of a thousand sessions. His professionalism is a mask, but there are cracks in it. The way his thumb lingers just a moment too long at the curve of my lower back. The way his breath slows, matching mine.

I turn my head to the side, opening my eyes just enough to see Oliver watching. His eyes are wide, lips parted, the flush in his cheeks deepening with every minute.

Dante moves lower. He is careful to keep the towel in place over my hips, but his hands skim the bare curve beneath it, a featherlight touch that leaves a trail of goosebumps in its wake. I arch my back, just a little, inviting more. He accepts.

“Relax your arms,” he says, low and steady.

I do. He lifts one gently, fingers tracing the inside of my elbow, the soft skin at my wrist. His thumb grazes my palm, and I shiver. He moves to the other arm, repeating the ritual, building a rhythm. The sense of control—his, not mine—is intoxicating.

I glance at Oliver again. He clenches his jaw and his hands are white-knuckled on his knees. His arousal and mortification excite me; I crave both sensations.

Dante’s hands return to my shoulders, then sweep down the length of my body, barely brushing the edge of the towel at my thighs. He stands close, so close I can feel the heat of him through the thin silk of my dress and the towel. His scent—cologne, soap, something deeper—fills the space around me.

I tilt my head up, catching his gaze in the flickering candlelight. “You can use more pressure,” I murmur, my voice just loud enough for Oliver to hear.

Dante’s lips curve. “Of course.”

He presses harder, digging into the knots with a force that borders on erotic. I can feel his body behind mine, solid and unmoving, as he works my muscles. My breathing quickens, just a little.

I let my hand drift, as if idly, to the edge of the table. His leg is right there. I graze his thigh with my fingertips, slow and casual.

He pauses, just for a heartbeat, then continues. But the rules have changed.

I slide my hand higher, to the top of his thigh, then up, pressing the heel of my palm against the unmistakable bulge in his pants. He’s hard already. I squeeze, gentle at first, then firmer, watching his reaction.

Dante doesn’t flinch. He looks down at me, eyes dark, and then past me, to Oliver. He knows the game, and he’s happy to play.

I speak loud enough for both men to hear. “Can you feel how much bigger he is, Ollie? I honey my voice, dripping with satisfaction.

Oliver lets out a sound—something between a laugh and a gasp. His face is a study of humiliation and longing.

Dante leans forward, so his mouth is just above my ear. “You’re very tense, Mrs. Matthews. I recommend a deep tissue session.”

I stroke the length of his cock through the fabric, slowly, letting my nails drag along the seam. “You’re right,” I said. “I think I need something… deeper.”

Oliver’s ragged breathing barely conceals his discomfort.

I look over my shoulder at him, making sure he sees the way I cup Dante’s erection, the way I knead it through the tight fabric of his slacks. “Are you learning, darling?” I ask.

He nods, unable to speak.

Dante’s hand finds my shoulder, squeezing it, and I can feel the pulse in his grip. He’s turned on, but in total command. I can’t tell if that excites or infuriates me.

I push myself up on my elbows, shifting so I’m half-sitting on the table, and pull Dante closer with my free hand. I run my nails up his arm, along the hard line of muscle, and hook a finger in the waistband of his trousers.

We are the object of  Oliver’s gaze. He is utterly powerless, and I love him for it.

I turn back to Dante. “Do you want to take care of me, or just watch?” I say the words meant for both of them.

Dante smiles, lazy and sure. “Whatever pleases you most.”

“Good answer,” I say, and let my hand slip inside his waistband, fingers finding the hot, thick weight of him. He inhales sharply, the first crack in his composure, and I savor it.

I stroke him, slow and deliberate, making a show of it for Oliver. I want him to see everything—to feel everything.

From the doorway, Sarah appears, silent as a shadow. She watches, one eyebrow raised, the faintest smirk at the corner of her lips. She makes a note on her iPad and slips away, but not before giving me a look: impressive.

I hold Dante’s cock in my hand, feeling it swell under my touch, and turn to Oliver.

“Do you wish you could make me feel this way?” I ask, soft and dangerous.

He can only nod.

I let Dante’s cock go, slowly, and press my palm to my thigh, feeling the heat there. “I think I’m going to enjoy this,” I say, and lie back down, spreading my arms above my head.

Dante takes his time, hands everywhere, and I close my eyes, already expecting the next move.

Somewhere in the background, I hear Sarah’s heels clicking their applause down the hallway.

#

The dual therapy suite is larger than I expected, dominated by two massage tables divided by nothing more than a sheer curtain—a suggestion of privacy rather than the thing itself. The ambient music is faint, a throb of slow trip-hop that makes every movement feel rehearsed and deliberate.

Sarah ushers us in with a practiced smile, then nods to Dante, who holds the door with a flourish. Oliver looks anywhere but at me, his nerves crackling in the dim light. He’s already in over his head, and we haven’t even started.

“Your therapists will be with you momentarily,” Sarah intones, then glances at Dante. “Mr. Rivera will start with Mrs. Matthews. If you need anything, just let me know.” She gives me a sly, approving look before retreating, the door hissing quietly behind her.

Dante gestures to the table closest to the window. “If you’d like to get comfortable, I’ll step out for a moment.”

I unbutton my dress with exaggerated care, feeling Oliver’s gaze dart between my exposed skin and the impersonal ceiling fixtures. Inch by inch, the dress comes off, pooling at my feet as I peel it away. I linger in nothing but a whisper of a thong and matching bra, the kind you buy to be taken off. I angle my body so that, through the curtain’s narrow gap, Oliver can see the sharp line of my hip, the arch of my back, the swell of my ass.

He tries not to stare, but he does. I savor it.

I slip onto the table and arrange the towel just so. I leave the back half of me completely uncovered, legs slightly parted, arms overhead. The position is half invitation, half challenge.

Dante returns, hands freshly washed, the sleeves of his shirt rolled up to his elbows. He surveys my body with professional detachment, but I see the flicker of interest behind his eyes. He pours oil into his palms and rubs them together, the sound slick and anticipatory.

He starts at my shoulders again, but this time his hands are rougher, more insistent. He kneads muscle and bone, moving slowly down my spine. The heat from his touch pools in my lower back, then sinks between my thighs.

I moan, softly at first, letting the sound drift through the room. “God, that’s good,” I say, loud enough for Oliver to hear.

Dante glances at the curtain, then presses harder, his thumbs digging in just above my ass. I arch into him, raising my hips off the table for a second. The towel slips lower, barely covering me.

Through the gap, I see Oliver’s face. His glazed eyes show his fast breathing. I run a finger down my side, making sure he sees every move.

Dante works his way down, hands gliding over the backs of my thighs. He’s slow and methodical, but the tension in his touch betrays him. I spread my legs wider, shifting the towel so it rides up even further.

I look straight at Oliver. “You should feel how strong his hands are,” I purr, letting my words hang in the humid air.

There’s a shuffling sound on the other table as Oliver adjusts himself, crossing and uncrossing his ankles. His therapist—a petite woman with a pixie cut and a face like a porcelain doll—works silently, ignoring the spectacle. But I see her eyes flicker to the curtain, curiosity burning behind her professional mask.

Dante moves to the side of the table, one hand on my lower back, the other sliding up my calf. He bends close, his breath hot on my ear.

“Let me know if the pressure’s too much,” he says.

“It’s perfect,” I whisper, then reach up to touch his forearm, nails dragging lightly over his skin.

He hesitates, then lets his hand drift higher, kneading the inside of my thigh. His thumb brushes the bare skin just below the edge of my thong. I shiver, and not just for Oliver’s benefit.

I make a petty show of spreading my legs further, sighing theatrically. “That’s it. Right there.”

Oliver’s breathing is audible now, ragged and uneven. I wonder if he’s hard, if he’s fighting the urge to touch himself under the towel.

Dante’s hands grow bolder, cupping the curve of my ass, squeezing, then releasing. He moves higher, fingertips grazing the thin strap of my thong, then dipping beneath it, just for a second. He’s testing boundaries, and I have no intention of stopping him.

I roll onto my side, propping myself up on one elbow. The movement exposes more of me to Oliver. I hook my leg over the side of the table, thighs parted, and meet his gaze head-on.

He’s transfixed. All pretense of composure is gone.

Dante stands behind me now, one hand on my hip, the other massaging the small of my back. His body is close—so close that when I lean back, I can feel the hard line of his cock pressing against my skin. I wiggle against him, making sure he knows I notice.

He grins, then whispers, “You like putting on a show?”

I smile back, teeth flashing. “Almost as much as I enjoy having an audience.”

On the other side of the curtain, Oliver makes a small, desperate sound. It thrills me.

I reach behind, grabbing Dante’s hand and guiding it to my breast. He cups it, squeezes, then pinches my nipple through the sheer fabric. I gasp, loud and theatrical.

I look at Oliver and say, “Are you watching, darling? Can you see what he’s doing to me?”

He nods, voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Dante pulls me upright, pressing my back against his chest. His hands roam over my body—my stomach, my hips, my breasts—while I let my head fall back onto his shoulder. He’s breathing harder now, his composure finally cracking.

I reach down and guide his hand between my legs, pressing his fingers against the soaked fabric. He rubs, slowly at first, then faster, until I’m writhing on the table, moaning for both men to hear.

Oliver’s therapist steps away, giving him privacy—or maybe just not wanting to be part of the drama. Oliver’s hand is under his towel now, moving in time with Dante’s. I lock eyes with him, making sure he sees everything.

Dante slides my thong aside, fingers slipping inside me. I gasp, louder this time, and Oliver’s eyes widen.

“Oh, fuck,” I say, arching into Dante’s hand. “God, you’re good.”

Dante’s fingers move expertly, every stroke sending shocks of pleasure through me. I grind against him, shameless, wanting Oliver to see how much I want this.

I reach up, grabbing Dante’s wrist, and hold it tight as I come, shuddering and gasping. I don’t hide it. Oliver needs to hear every sound and see every twitch of my body.

When it’s over, I collapse onto the table, spent and satisfied. Dante leans over, lips brushing my ear.

“You’re incredible,” he murmurs.

I smile, turning my head so Oliver can see my face. “Thank you, Dante,” I say, sweet as sugar.

I roll onto my back, legs splayed, towel forgotten on the floor. I look at Oliver, and for a moment, there’s only the two of us—the ache, the humiliation, the raw hunger.

He’s still touching himself, slow and desperate, eyes locked on mine.

I crook a finger at him. “Come here, Ollie.”

He stands, trembling, and crosses the room. He looks at Dante, unsure, but Dante just smiles and steps back.

I pull Oliver down beside me, kissing him hard, tasting salt and longing on his lips. I grab his hand and press it between my legs, letting him feel how wet I am.

“This is what I want,” I whisper. “Don’t you want it, too?”

He nods, eyes shining. “Yes.”

I stroke his cock through the towel, then slip my hand under it, fingers wrapping around him. He’s so hard it hurts.

Dante watches from the corner, arms folded, a satisfied grin on his face. Sarah appears at the door, clipboard in hand, and surveys the scene with open amusement.

She makes a note and says, “Your next appointment is in three weeks. Shall I book the same suite?”

I laugh, breathless. “Absolutely.”

She closes the door, and the click echoes in the quiet.

For the next hour, I let Oliver touch me, taste me, do everything he’s ever been too afraid to ask for. Dante helps, sometimes; sometimes he just watches. The curtain doesn’t matter. Nothing matters except the heat, the ache, the beautiful ruin of it all.

When it’s over, we lie tangled on the table, skin slick with oil and sweat, bodies spent and sated.

I close my eyes, smiling.

This is what I came for.


Chapter 2

The corridor to the dual suite is a tunnel of anticipation, each step amplifying the tension that’s been building since we arrived. The carpet is so plush it muffles the click of my heels, but not the sound of my pulse, hammering with the thrill of what I’m about to do.

Inside, the suite is everything Sarah promised and more—a study in contrasts: warm candlelight against cool marble, the hiss of scented mist from some hidden vent, the slow heartbeat of ambient trip-hop that makes even the air feel liquid. A sheer silk curtain divides the room, offering no privacy. Two tables, each covered in crisp white linens and framed by low glass shelves holding vials of oils and lotions that glint like jewels.

Dante stands at the foot of the left-hand table, all confidence and coiled muscle. He gives me a nod that’s both deferential and intimate, as if we’re co-conspirators in some private game.

Oliver hovers at my side, hands balled in the pockets of his slacks, eyes wide. He’s trying to maintain dignity, but every line of his body is taut with dread and longing.

I glance at the curtain, then at Dante. “We’re a little early, aren’t we?”

He checks his watch, then flashes a smile that’s all teeth. “Lily should be along any moment for your husband.”

The word lands on Oliver like a slap. He flinches, but covers it with a cough. I decide to give him a show.

I reach for the zipper at the nape of my dress. “May as well get comfortable,” I say, drawing it down with exaggerated slowness. The fabric parts with a sigh, baring the length of my back. I let the dress fall, pooling at my ankles. I step out, careful to keep my eyes on Oliver’s face.

His gaze snags on my body, then jerks away, then returns, greedy and ashamed. Underneath, I wear nothing but a wisp of lace—panties the color of moonlight, and a bra so sheer it may as well be nothing at all. My skin prickles in the chill, nipples stiffening beneath the gauze.

Dante looks, but only for a heartbeat, then returns to the array of bottles on his station. I appreciate his restraint, almost as much as I appreciate the way his eyes linger just a second too long.

I walk to my table, trailing the curtain with my fingers. “Oliver, will you unzip me?” My voice is innocent, but we both know it’s a command.

He crosses the insufficient space, hands trembling as he reaches for the hook at the center of my back. His knuckles brush my skin, and I feel the electricity in his touch. I lean into him, letting my ass press against his groin, just to remind him of what’s at stake.

He swallows. I can feel his erection, hard and desperate through his trousers, as he unfastens the last clasp.

I step away, letting the slip fall away from my shoulders. Only my lingerie and wedding band adorn me. I catch Oliver’s reflection in the glass wall—his mouth slightly open, eyes dark with hunger and humiliation.

Dante clears his throat. “If you’d like to lie face-down, Mrs. Matthews, we can begin with your shoulders.”

I climb onto the table, every movement deliberate. I stretch out, arms above my head, legs parted just enough to be obscene. The towel is there, but I ignore it.

Through the curtain, I see movement as Lily arrives. She is small and severe, with hair cropped close to her skull and eyes like polished stone. She gives Oliver a tight, professional smile. “Mr. Matthews? Please undress to your comfort level and lie on your stomach.”

He hesitates, then starts unbuttoning his shirt, hands fumbling with the tiny buttons. He keeps glancing at me, as if hoping I’ll intervene, but I just smile and rest my chin on my folded arms, watching him strip.

He’s in decent shape, all things considered—narrow waist, strong back, skin flushed with nerves. Revealing black boxer briefs that do little to conceal his arousal, he peels off his undershirt, followed by his pants. He hesitates at the waistband, then glances at me for approval.

I raise my eyebrows. “Don’t be shy, Ollie.”

He drops the briefs, face flaming, and climbs onto his table. Lily drapes a towel over his hips, but not before I glimpse his cock—stiff, leaking, utterly betraying him.

I look at Dante, who raises a single eyebrow in silent amusement. I wink at him, then settle in, luxuriating in my nakedness.

The candles flicker, casting moving shadows on the ceiling. The trip-hop thrum vibrates in my bones. I close my eyes and surrender to the moment, knowing Oliver’s humiliation is just beginning.

But it’s not just about him. The thrill burns in me, too—a slow, wicked ache that starts in my belly and radiates out, turning every nerve ending electric.

Dante approaches, hands slick with oil, and places them on my shoulders. His touch is at once professional and deeply intimate—confident, assured, with just enough pressure to make me moan. I arch into him, letting my breasts flatten against the linen, the cold air raising goosebumps along my arms.

On the other side of the curtain, I hear Lily murmuring to Oliver, her voice low and clinical. “Relax. Breathe deeply. Let your muscles go slack.”

I know he’s trying, but I also know he’s listening to every sound I make. Every soft gasp, every whispered instruction I give Dante, is a spike through his composure.

I open my eyes and glance sideways. The curtain is sheer enough that I can see Oliver’s outline—his head turned toward me, his knuckles white on the edge of the table.

I give him a slow, deliberate smile, then close my eyes again and let Dante’s hands work their way down my back.

The oil is warm, almost hot, and the scent—something spicy, with a hint of citrus—fills my lungs. Dante’s hands are strong and knowing, finding every knot of tension and unspelling it with ruthless efficiency.

He works lower, fingers digging into the muscles at the base of my spine. I arch, letting my hips rise off the table. The towel slips, baring the curve of my ass. I hear Oliver’s breath hitch, and it sends a jolt of pleasure through me.

Dante doesn’t replace the towel. Instead, he lets his hands wander, massaging the top of my thighs, the crease where leg meets hip. His touch lingers, and I shiver, not from cold but from anticipation.

On the other side, Lily is silent, but I can hear the rhythmic slap of oil being applied, the wet sound of hands on skin. I imagine her working Oliver’s muscles, her small hands dwarfed by his frame, her expression impassive as she kneads away his shame.

I wonder if she knows what’s happening on this side of the curtain. I wonder if she cares.

I lift my head and look back at Oliver. His eyes are glazed, his lips are parted, and his chest is heaving. I hold his gaze, then reach back and cup my ass, spreading myself slightly for him to see.

Dante’s hands pause, just for a second, then resume their slow, relentless path down my legs.

I let my head fall forward, hair spilling across the table, and bite back a moan.

The power is exquisite. The humiliation is delicious.

And the night is just beginning.

Dante’s palms hover over my back for a moment, his breath slow and steady as he warms the oil between his hands. I can feel the heat from his skin even before he touches me, the scent of spiced citrus curling in the air—an olfactory leash, pulling me into the moment.

The warm, slick oil spreads as he sweeps his hand broadly across my shoulders. His movements show his confident understanding of the body and the fine line between pleasure and pain. Each stroke of his thumb finds a new tension, each squeeze forces a gasp from my lips.

I let the first sound slip out, soft and breathy, just loud enough to float over the music and the hum of the vent. I intended the sound for Oliver, of course. Through the curtain, his shape is rigid, head turned to listen.

Dante works lower, fingers digging into the knots beneath my shoulder blades. The towel that protected my modesty is an afterthought; every movement shifts it further down until it bunches uselessly at my hips. He doesn’t fix it. Instead, his hands glide down, slow and methodical, tracing the curve of my spine.

I arch under his touch, letting my ass lift off the table in a silent invitation. He presses down, holding me in place, and kneads the muscles at the base of my back until I cry out—a genuine sound this time, sharp and helpless.

The oil is everywhere now, pooling in the small of my back, dripping onto the sheet. Dante’s hands slide lower, to the tops of my thighs, where he pauses, fingers splayed. I can feel the strength in his grip, the careful restraint.

I open my eyes and look toward the curtain. Oliver is watching, his form tense and shivering. Lily’s hands move over his shoulders, gentle and precise, but his entire focus is on me.

“Does that feel good, Mrs. Matthews?” Dante’s voice is smooth as silk.

“Perfect,” I murmur, and let out another moan, longer this time.

He grins, unseen but felt, and starts working the oil into my thighs. His thumbs dig into the flesh, spreading my legs further with each pass. The sheet beneath me is slick, and every time he presses, my hips slide forward on the table, until I’m splayed wide, nothing left to the imagination.

On the other side, Lily’s tone is almost scolding. “Try to relax, Mr. Matthews. You’re very tense.”

“I’m… I’m trying,” Oliver stammers. His voice cracks on the last word.

I smile into the linen, then arch my back again, giving Dante better access. He takes it, hands moving in slow, deliberate circles higher and higher up my thighs, until he’s massaging the crease just below my ass, fingers brushing the edge of my panties.

I let out another sound, this one a whimper. The humiliation is so sweet it aches.

Dante’s hands pause at the border of propriety. He leans in, his lips near my ear. “Let me know if you want anything… deeper.”

I shiver. “Not yet,” I say, voice trembling.

He continues, a metronome of pleasure and restraint, working every inch of skin until I am pliant and helpless. The oil runs in thin streams down my legs, pooling at my knees before dripping to the floor.

I glance again at Oliver. He’s desperate, wild-eyed, his face twisted in anguish. Lily’s hands are small and pale against the width of his back, moving in mechanical precision. She is oblivious or pretends to be.

I want to break him.

I moan again, louder, and let the sound draw out until it’s almost a sob. Dante answers with increased pressure, his hands now sliding under me, lifting my hips off the table as he kneads the tops of my inner thighs.

I grip the edges of the table, knuckles white, and angle my body so Oliver can see the silhouette of my breasts pressed against the sheet. I picture his face—hungry, mortified, helpless.

The contrast is exquisite. On this side of the curtain, Dante’s touch is fire, his attention undivided and absolute. On the other, cold, professional detachment affects Oliver. I am adored; he is ignored.

Dante’s hands slow, then stop, and he covers my body with a heated towel, trapping the oil and the heat beneath. He leans down, lips brushing my ear again.

“Turn over,” he whispers.

I do, rolling onto my back. The towel slips, baring my chest. I keep my arms above my head, letting him look.

He drinks me in with his eyes, then resumes the massage, hands on my collarbones, my neck, the tops of my breasts. He’s careful, never crossing the line, but his touch is so close it burns.

I hear Lily’s voice through the music: “You can turn over, Mr. Matthews, if you wish.”

There’s a rustle as Oliver moves, the sound of the towel shifting, a grunt as he rolls onto his back. I know he’s exposed now, cock hard and shining in the candlelight. I wonder if Lily notices, if she cares.

Dante’s hands move lower, across my stomach, fingers tracing the ridges of muscle. His touch skims the waistband of my panties, pausing, then pressing down just above the mound of my sex. I gasp, lifting my hips involuntarily.

“Is this okay?” he asks, all false innocence.

“Yes,” I whisper, “please.”

He massages the tops of my thighs, spreading my legs even further, until the sheet soaks and tangles beneath me. The humiliation is total. I can feel Oliver’s eyes on me, burning through the curtain, and I revel in it.

Dante’s hands are everywhere, pushing me to the edge. I close my eyes, letting the pleasure build, letting the shame become the only thing I can feel.

On the other side, Oliver is silent, defeated. Lily works on, oblivious.

I open my eyes and stare at the ceiling, letting the tears leak down the sides of my face, mixing with the oil and sweat.

I am owned, possessed, devoured.

And I have never felt more alive.

Dante switches to a fresh bottle of oil, the pop of the cap loud in the stillness. He pours a stream across my thighs, the liquid shockingly warm, then slicks his palms together before resuming. His fingers knead up from my knees, digging into the tension at the tops of my legs. I spread for him, not shy—never shy—splaying my knees wide and pressing the insides of my thighs into his hands.

He pauses, the pretense of professionalism thinning. But I don’t let it break. I flex my toes, arch my back, and sigh, “Lower, please,” my voice velvet and just loud enough to drift across the curtain.

On the other side, Oliver’s form stiffens. I can feel the way his attention sharpens, the way his breathing hitches. He’s desperate to see, to hear, to know.

Dante’s thumbs glide up, circling closer to the edge of my panties. He kneads the flesh, pushing deeper, then slides his hands beneath the thin lace, gripping the meat of my ass with hungry precision. He works me, stretching and squeezing, and I let my moans come louder, less controlled.

I reach back, fisting the edge of the table for leverage, then angle my hips up so that I’m almost presenting for him. The motion is vulgar, but that’s the point. Through the thin mesh of the curtain, I see Oliver’s head turn, eyes locked on my silhouette.

Dante’s breathing is heavier now, though he tries to keep it even. His hands slide higher, thumbs brushing the seam of my cunt through the soaked lace. I gasp and wriggle, hips rolling into his touch.

On the other side, Lily says, “Relax, Mr. Matthews. You’re holding your breath.”

“I’m—” he starts, voice strangled. “I’m fine.”

I stifle a laugh. “Harder,” I whisper to Dante, so softly it’s almost a secret. He obliges, digging in, massaging the tension from my thighs and the ache from my ass. My body melts into the table, every nerve ending tuned to his touch.

He moves lower, cupping my calves, then up again, tracing the line from ankle to hip. Each pass is slower, more deliberate, less a massage and more a seduction. The oil amplifies every sensation, turning skin to silk.

I shiver, letting the pleasure ripple through me. I want Oliver to hear it, to feel the humiliation and the arousal, to know what it is to want and not have.

Dante leans in, lips close to my ear. “You’re very responsive.”

“I know,” I say, voice edged with a dare.

He shifts, positioning himself between my legs, and resumes. His fingers slip under the waistband of my panties, working them down until they’re bunched at my knees. I don’t resist. The air hits my slick skin and I gasp, letting the sound carry.

I know Oliver can see the outline, can hear every wet, obscene sound. I moan louder, pushing back against Dante’s hands, giving him everything.

Dante’s composure cracks; his hands are rougher, greedier. He spreads my ass, thumbs dipping to tease the tight ring there before sliding forward, parting my folds with expert pressure. He doesn’t enter me, not yet—just strokes, circles, brushes, building the tension.

“Please,” I whimper, and I don’t care how desperate it sounds.

On the other side, Lily is oblivious, or pretending. “Focus on your breathing,” she tells Oliver, who is trembling now, his towel tented and damp.

I grind against the table, against Dante’s hand, chasing the friction. “More,” I beg, for Oliver’s benefit as much as my own.

Dante answers, slipping two fingers into me with a slow, deliberate thrust. I cry out, the sound high and raw. He pumps, twisting his hand, the heel pressing against my clit in rhythm. The pleasure is white-hot, relentless.

I let go of the table, fists clutching at the sheet. I rock back, fucking myself on his fingers, panting and cursing, not caring if anyone else in the spa can hear.

Through the curtain, Oliver is a wreck. He’s writhing on the table, hips jerking with every noise I make. I catch his eyes, wide and shining, and I hold them as I come.

It crashes through me—a violent, shuddering orgasm that rips through my whole body, leaves me sobbing and shaking, spread out and exposed. Dante doesn’t stop, working me through every spasm, every aftershock, until I am limp and boneless, melted into the table.

I lay there, gasping, sweat cooling on my skin. The room is spinning, the air thick with the scent of sex and oil.

Dante wipes his hands, then covers me with a fresh, heated towel. He leans close, lips brushing my temple. “You were perfect.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, voice ruined.

He steps back, letting me bask in the afterglow.

On the other side, Oliver is silent, shattered. Lily is toweling him off, her touch impersonal. He looks at me through the curtain, face streaked with tears and sweat, cock still hard and untouched.

I smile, lazy and triumphant.

When the session ends, Dante helps me off the table, steadying me as I wobble on weak legs. I pull my panties up, not bothering with the bra or dress, and walk to the curtain.

I pause, watching Oliver as he sits up, towel in his lap, face flushed and broken.

“You okay, darling?” I ask, voice sugar-sweet.

He nods, unable to meet my eyes.

I step closer, so the curtain barely separates us. “Next time,” I purr, “maybe you’ll ask for what you want.”

I leave him with that, walking out of the room on trembling legs, Dante’s scent on my skin and Oliver’s defeat burning like sunlight on my back.

The night air is sharp, clean, erasing the heat of the suite. I button my coat, slip into my heels, and wait for Oliver at the end of the corridor.

He arrives minutes later, eyes downcast, hands shaking.

I take his arm, guiding him toward the elevator.

“We should do this again,” I say, and laugh as the doors close, sealing us together in our exquisite, private hell.


Chapter 3

The massage suite is a hush of candlelight and shadow, the air heavy with orange blossom and sandalwood, like a memory you can’t quite trust. I’m naked except for the merest slip of a towel, barely enough to cover the curve of my hips—Sarah’s idea of modesty. The table’s linen is warm under my skin, but the air bites cool at every inch Dante’s hands leave uncovered.

He starts at my shoulders, working oil into the muscle with a force that’s just shy of violence. I let my arms hang loose, exposing the delicate seam where back meets biceps. His hands are huge, the fingers long and clever, made for both breaking and mending. He’s so close I can hear the faint rasp of his breathing, a metronome to pace the slow, deliberate strokes that work me open, molecule by molecule.

There’s a thin curtain between me and Oliver, a joke of a boundary. I see his shadow moving on the other side, restless as a caged dog. Sometimes Lily’s voice breaks the hush—steady, clinical, almost motherly—coaching him to relax. It makes me want to laugh, but I hold it in, knowing that’s a pleasure better delayed.

Dante’s hands are relentless. He digs his thumbs into the base of my neck, thumbs the spine all the way down, then splays his fingers to cup the wings of my shoulder blades. My skin tingles, oil pooling in the hollow at the small of my back. With every pass, the towel rides lower. By the time he finishes with my upper body, it’s little more than a suggestion, draped across my ass like a flag of surrender.

I make a point of moaning—exaggerated, theatrical, the sound that will echo in Oliver’s head for days. “Oh, fuck, right there.” My voice is syrup, thick.

Dante pauses, squeezing my trapezius until it almost hurts. “Tension’s worse than last time. You work too hard.”

I turn my head, enough to glimpse Oliver’s silhouette through the silk. He has his head twisted toward me, lying flat on his stomach with a tight jaw. “You hear that, Oliver? Maybe you should take notes from Dante. His hands are… superhuman.”

There’s a stifled cough from the other side. I smile into the crook of my arm and let my body go limp, feigning surrender.

Dante works lower, oiling the expanse of my back, his fingers tracing every ridge of vertebrae. He kneads the muscles along my ribs, then sweeps down, skimming just above the swell of my ass. Goosebumps chase his touch. I arch into it, hips lifting slightly off the table, the gesture unmistakable.

His hands hesitate, barely, then resume—bolder now, as if someone gave him permission. He cups my hip bones, kneading circles into the flesh, then thumbs the top of my glutes, working the oil deep. The towel slips, exposing the top curve, and he doesn’t fix it. Neither do I.

The music is nothing, a slow throb that vibrates in the bones. The only genuine sound is the wet glide of oil and the tiny, involuntary noises that escape when Dante finds a spot no one else ever has.

I steal another look at Oliver. He’s rigid, his hands gripping the table, knuckles bone-white. There’s something obscene in the way he watches—like a child at the zoo, horrified and fascinated all at once.

Dante’s touch grows lighter, almost a caress. He runs his fingers along the outer edge of my thigh, tracing the border between towel and bare skin. I make a show of shifting my legs, spreading them a fraction wider.

I moan again, softer this time, but drawn out, a slow unraveling of the sound. “God, your hands are so big,” I say, turning my voice up just loud enough to cross the curtain. “Bigger than my husband’s. You could break me in half if you wanted.”

Dante laughs, rough. “That would defeat the purpose, Mrs. Matthews.”

I wiggle my ass, letting the towel slide down another inch. “You should try harder,” I murmur, and let my eyes flutter closed.

The oil is everywhere now, coating my back and thighs in a sheen that gleams in the candlelight. I feel like a work of art, some primitive fertility idol, all curves and sweat and glistening skin.

Dante moves to the side of the table, working the outer thigh with both hands, thumbs digging into the flesh just above the knee. He works up, inch by inch, until his hands are at the junction of thigh and ass, kneading the tension away. Every time his fingers brush the towel’s edge, my breath hitches. He notices.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he says, voice pitched for intimacy.

“It’s not enough,” I answer, loud enough for Oliver.

There’s a little whimper from the other side, the sound of skin shifting on vinyl. I open my eyes and watch Oliver’s shadow move, the rise and fall of his back as he tries to control his breathing.

I don’t hide my smile.

Dante’s hands slide under the towel, palming my ass in both hands. He spreads me, thumbs pressing into the hollow above the hip, working the muscle in slow, relentless circles. I arch my back, pushing into his grip, making sure Oliver sees the way my body responds—how the goosebumps rise, how my spine bows in a perfect arc.

He holds me there, stretched and helpless, for a long, silent minute. Then, without warning, he slaps the flesh—hard enough to sting, but not enough to bruise. I gasp, the sound sharp and wild.

On the other side, Oliver’s breath hitches again. I can almost hear the way his hands fist in the sheets.

Dante leans in, his lips close to my ear. “You like the pain?”

I turn my head, baring my throat. “I like whatever you give me.”

He grins, the heat of his breath tickling my skin, then resumes the massage. His hands are everywhere—my ass, my thighs, my lower back—each touch more intimate than the last. The towel is a joke now, bunched at my knees.

I catch Oliver’s eye through the curtain, his face flushed and desperate. I mouth the words: Are you watching?

He nods, a tiny, broken gesture.

I moan again, this time for real. The pleasure is electric, coursing up my spine and spilling out in ragged, open-mouthed gasps. Dante’s hands are poetry, and I am the blank page.

He works lower, massaging the calves and feet, then back up, never losing contact with my skin. Every pass is a tease, a promise of more. I feel my body hum. The nerves light up like a string of Christmas lights.

I whisper, “Don’t stop,” and he doesn’t.

The room is nothing but heat and oil and the sound of my pleasure echoing off the stone walls. I think I hear Lily say something to Oliver, but I can’t make out the words. It doesn’t matter. All that matters is Dante’s hands, and the delicious burn in every muscle.

He pauses, covers my ass with both palms, and squeezes hard. “You’re perfect,” he says, so softly only I can hear.

I shiver, letting the compliment settle into my bones.

Then he covers me with a warm towel, trapping the heat and the scent and the memory of his hands.

I lie there, limp and boneless, smiling into the darkness.

Through the curtain, Oliver’s shadow is silent. I know he’s watching. I want him to watch.

I want him to remember this forever.

The towel covering my hips is damp with oil and heat, a sodden apology for the spectacle of my body. Dante peels it back, revealing the full length of my legs, then warms more oil between his palms. He moves to the foot of the table, grabs my ankles, and drags me two inches closer to the edge. It’s a possessive gesture, and I don’t miss the tremor that goes through Oliver’s silhouette as he sees it.

Dante’s hands start at my calves, squeezing slowly, working their way up, the pressure deep and relentless. He finds the knot behind my left knee and thumbs it until my whole leg jumps. His other hand presses firmly on my ankle, pinning me.

I flex my toes, wriggling them for the audience. “You’re really getting into it,” I say, for Oliver’s benefit.

Dante doesn’t answer, just works higher, the oil making his grip slide so he can cover more skin with every pass. By the time he’s at my mid-thigh, I’m squirming, not from discomfort but from the electric anticipation of what comes next.

On the other side of the curtain, Lily has moved to Oliver’s lower back. Her voice is a cool constant, instructing him to “breathe,” to “let go.” I doubt he’s heard a word. His hips are flush to the table, but I can tell he’s dying to turn and see what Dante’s hands are doing to me.

Dante kneads my thighs, strong fingers digging in, rolling the muscle under his palms. He spreads my legs wider, so wide my knees spill off the sides of the table. I arch my back and let the movement open me, expose everything.

“Oh, fuck, Dante,” I moan, louder than necessary. “That feels—” I fake a gasp, knowing Oliver’s probably sweating bullets on his table.

Dante leans over my shoulder, his mouth grazing my ear. “If you want, I can show you the real relaxation technique,” he murmurs, so low only I can hear.

I turn my head, lips brushing his jawline. “Do it.”

He straightens, wipes his hands on a towel, and then reaches for the little shelf built into the massage table. There’s a click, and the faint blue LED of something electronic flickers in the dim.

I know what it is. Sarah had hinted about this—some high-end spa toy, imported medical grade, “for the most discerning clients.” In the cabinet's glass, I see Dante holding it: not a wand, not a bullet, but a sleek, curved thing, contoured and elegant. It’s not subtle, and I adore that.

Dante coats it with oil, rolls it in his hands until it’s slick. Then he sets it on my inner thigh, not quite between my legs. The vibration is a whisper. At first, a gentle tremor that sinks into my skin and radiates up my spine.

I push my hips into the table, spreading my legs as far as they’ll go. The anticipation is sweeter than the sensation.

On the other side, Lily’s hands have moved to Oliver’s thighs. She strokes him with measured, cool movements, occasionally grazing his buttocks or inner thigh before pulling back. She’s toying with him, the same as Dante is with me, and I recognize the look of agony in his silhouette—hips grinding into nothing, fists buried under the table.

Dante keeps the toy against my skin, letting it buzz up my thigh, closer and closer to the heat pooling between my legs. He’s patient, torturing me with the slow approach, until I’m whimpering and arching and grinding into the table like an animal in heat.

“Your husband can’t hear us if we whisper,” he says, voice almost a growl.

I look over my shoulder, a smirk curling my lip. “I want him to hear.”

He slides the tip of the vibrator up, pausing just at the crease between thigh and cunt, then circles there, never quite making contact. I’m so wet I can feel the air prick my skin.

“Honey,” I call out, voice dripping with mock sweetness, “Dante’s using a special tool on me now. He says it’s amazing for tension. Maybe you should try it after he’s done with me.”

There’s a choked noise from Oliver, not quite a word.

Dante cranks the setting higher, the vibration now a thrumming, relentless pulse. He dips it between my legs, pressing it against the slick fold of skin, rolling it in slow circles. I cry out, real this time, the pleasure like a live wire.

Through the curtain, I see Oliver’s head snap up, his body rigid, desperate to see. Lily’s hands have stilled, her voice now a gentle, patronizing hum. “Relax, Mr. Matthews. You’re safe here.”

I shiver, the contradiction delicious.

Dante pushes the toy harder, and the tip slips inside me, gliding in on a tide of oil and need. He twists it, finding the perfect spot, and holds it there, relentless, until my whole body is shaking.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he whispers.

“It’s not enough.” I pant, eyes locked on Oliver’s ruined face through the curtain. “Harder.”

He obliges, driving the toy deeper, his other hand splayed across the small of my back, pinning me in place. I claw at the table, the sound of my own moans so loud I know the whole spa must be hearing.

Dante leans in again, lips at my ear. “Is it better than your husband?”

“So much better,” I gasp, making sure Oliver can hear every word. “He could never—oh, fuck, yes—never do this.”

The hum of the massager is a living thing, a hungry insect pressed to the thinnest membrane of my desire. Dante cradles it in his palm, oiling the length with slow, devotional care, then parts my thighs with a command as old as fire. I feel the first touch at my entrance—an electric promise—and I arch my back, greedy for more.

He slides it inside, slow at first, the curve designed to catch every nerve, every pulse. The pressure is relentless, the vibration a thousand tiny detonations that race up my spine and explode behind my eyes. I grip the edge of the table, digging crescents into the vinyl, my whole body lifting to meet him.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I gasp, the sound ripped from somewhere deep. “Dante, don’t stop.”

He doesn’t. He works the toy in and out with ruthless precision, one hand holding my hip steady while the other manipulates the controls—more power, more speed, never enough. The world narrows to the point of contact, the slick, insistent pressure that turns my insides to magma.

I want Oliver to hear, to see, to drown in the humiliation of it. I twist my head, catch his shape through the curtain. He’s trying to sit up, desperate for a better view, but Lily’s hands are on his shoulders, holding him down. She leans in, lips brushing his ear, whispering something that makes him shudder.

Dante ups the ante. He slides his free hand under my chest, cups my breast, and pinches the nipple until it aches. The pain is a perfect counterpoint to the pleasure, a feedback loop that drives me higher. I moan, louder now, uncaring, the sound bouncing off the marble and glass.

“Oh god, Oliver,” I call out, voice soaked in pleasure and cruelty, “I’ve felt nothing this good before. Try it—if you can handle it.”

There’s a strangled noise from the other table, a plea or a curse. I can’t tell.

Dante leans in, breath hot in my ear. “Is it bigger than your husband?” he whispers, the words a blade and a balm.

I meet his eyes, then turn my head so the curtain can’t hide me from Oliver’s gaze. “So much bigger,” I moan, letting the words hang between us, “and so much better. You should see how deep it goes, honey.”

I push back on the toy, grinding into it, my body a map of want. Dante’s grip tightens on my breast, his other hand working the toy with brutal expertise. The pleasure builds, inexorable, until I’m shaking on the table, sweat streaking my spine and pooling at the base of my neck.

“Look at me, Oliver,” I command, voice wrecked. “Watch what actual pleasure looks like.”

He does. I can see his face through the curtain, contorted with longing and shame, tears leaking down his cheeks. Lily’s hands are gentle but unyielding, keeping him pinned, forcing him to witness every spasm, every sob of ecstasy that wracks my body.

I come like a storm, legs kicking, toes curled and clawing at the air. The noise I make is feral, unfiltered, the sound of a woman breaking herself open for the world to see. Dante keeps the toy moving, merciless, until I’m spent and sobbing, drool pooling on the table, muscles refusing to obey.

He withdraws the toy with a flourish, then wipes me down with a heated towel, every touch a benediction. He covers me gently, tucks the sheet under my arms, and stands back, watching me with the smug pride of a master craftsman.

On the other side, defeat destroyed Oliver. Evidence tents the towel over his hips, and defeat streaks his face. Lily strokes his hair, murmuring comfort, but her eyes meet mine across the partition, and I see the glint of admiration.

I close my eyes, letting the aftershocks roll through me, letting the shame and pride and pleasure tangle together until I can’t tell them apart.

When I open them again, Dante is at my side, offering a glass of water. I take it, sip slowly, my hands still trembling.

He leans in, a voice pitched for just us. “You’re a goddess,” he says.

I smile, lazy and satisfied. “Tell my husband. Maybe he’ll believe you.”

Dante laughs, then slips away, leaving me alone in the scented dark.

On the other side, Oliver is silent, eyes fixed on the ceiling, tears drying on his cheeks.

I stretch out, occupying every inch of the table, owning the space, the moment, the memory.

I want this etched into both our brains, the way pain and pleasure become legend.

I want him to remember this forever.


Chapter 4

The room is thick with heat and the tang of sex, a fog of oil and sweat clinging to my skin like a second, sluttier epidermis. Dante wipes me down with the precision of a surgeon and the pride of an artist, then drapes a fresh sheet over my back. The spectacle shatters and hollows out Oliver’s shadow through the curtain. I lie there, flush with the afterglow, feeling the slow ooze of self-satisfaction worm its way into every synapse.

But I’m not done. Not even close.

“Take down the curtain,” I say, and Dante smiles as if he’s been waiting for the order all night.

He slides the track aside with a flick of his wrist. The silk puddles on the floor, removing the last feeble suggestion of privacy. Oliver blinks at the sudden exposure, his eyes wild and rimmed red. Lily stands behind him, expressionless, hands folded as if waiting for the next directive.

I sit up; the towel slithering off my chest. I don’t cover myself. Why would I? My body is a weapon, and tonight, it’s aimed directly at my husband.

“Ollie,” I say, beckoning him with a crook of my finger. “Come here.”

He stands, shuffles a step closer, hands clutching the towel around his waist like a lifeline. His cock is tenting the fabric, obscene and useless.

“Drop the towel,” I say, voice sugared with contempt.

He hesitates, glances at Lily. She gives a slight nod, professional and distant, as if undressing in front of strangers is a routine prescription for men like him.

The towel falls. His cock juts forward, red and leaking, the rest of him trembling with anticipation and dread.

Dante watches, eyes hooded. He doesn’t hide his amusement. I spread my legs wider on the table, letting the sheet gap open, exposing the glistening wreckage of my cunt. Oil and come pool in the hollow at the base of my thighs. I want Oliver to see what a real man can do.

“On your knees,” I say. He instantly obeys, as if the words are branded in the hollow between his ears.

I look at Lily. “Would you be a dear and keep my husband’s hands out of the way? I’d like him to watch, but not take part.”

She nods, grabs a long, white spa towel from the counter, and binds Oliver’s wrists behind his back. Her movements are quick, clinical. He squirms, but doesn’t resist.

“You can leave anytime you want, dear.” I say, teasing. “But you’ll never get to have this again.” I touch my soaked pussy to clarify for my little cuck.

Oliver nods, his eyes focused on my soaked pussy.

Dante steps forward, looming over me. The bulge in his trousers is a promise, and when he unbuttons, it is a threat. He strips with practiced indolence, letting the uniform drop in increments—a showman’s tease, every motion meant to be watched, absorbed, catalogued. His cock, when it emerges, is as monstrous as advertised: thick, veined, the head purling with need. I see Oliver’s jaw go slack, his face draining of what little dignity he’d brought in with him.

Dante strokes himself once, twice, then drizzles a fresh line of oil down his shaft, massaging it in. “Ready, Mrs. Matthews?” he asks.

“God, yes,” I say. “Show him how it’s done.”

He climbs onto the table, knees spreading mine. The sheet is an afterthought, balled at my ankles. He lines up, then pushes in, slow at first, letting the head breach before sinking all the way in a single, brutal thrust.

I scream. It’s not performative this time. It’s just physics and anatomy colliding at terminal velocity.

Dante holds there, fully buried, then looks down the length of my body to Oliver, who is panting like a dog. “Pay attention,” Dante says, voice dark and velvet. “This is how you make her scream.”

He pulls back, then slams forward again. The table shudders, legs rattling against the tile. Oil splashes up, flecking my stomach, his abs, the edge of the vinyl.

Every thrust is a lesson. Every thrust is a rebuke.

I keep my eyes on Oliver. Every twitch, every sound, every electric jolt of pleasure Dante extracts from me—I want him to see it all. I want him to memorize the sight of another man’s cock splitting me open, the way I clutch at Dante’s arms, the way I bite my lip to keep from begging for more.

I moan, long and guttural. “Harder,” I say, because I know Oliver needs to hear it.

Dante obliges. He pistons in and out, hips slapping against my ass, the sound obscene and perfect. The room is a symphony of flesh and voice and the hollow drumbeat of ego getting pummeled.

Lily kneels beside Oliver, one hand on his shoulder, the other trailing down his chest. She keeps her face neutral, but I see the edge of a smirk on the set of her mouth. She whispers in his ear, something low and private. I imagine it’s a running commentary: See how much she loves this? See what you’ve never given her?

I lose track of time, lost in the rhythm of Dante’s fucking. The only anchor is Oliver’s face, the way it crumples and reforms with each fresh humiliation.

At the edge of orgasm, I lock eyes with him. “Look at what you’re missing, darling,” I gasp, and let the wave crash over me.

Dante fucks me through it, relentless, never slowing until I am limp and wrecked beneath him.

When he pulls out, he strokes himself to finish, aiming the hot, viscous arc across my stomach. I reach down and rub it in, letting the come mix with oil and sweat, then smear my fingers across my chest, my lips.

I look at Oliver. “Would you like a taste?”

He shakes his head, but Lily grabs a cloth, wipes some of the mess from my skin, and holds it to Oliver’s mouth. He opens, obedient, licking it clean while tears streak down his cheeks.

Dante laughs, deep and satisfied, then helps me sit up. I swing my legs off the table, letting them dangle, sticky and trembling. I feel untouchable, invincible.

Lily unties Oliver’s hands but keeps him kneeling. “You were very good,” she says, patting his hair as if he’s a pet.

I stand, walk over to him, and cradle his face in my hands. I bend low, pressing my lips to his ear. “This is your place now,” I whisper. “Watching. Wanting. Never, ever having.”

He sobs, a soft animal sound, and I kiss his forehead, tender as any lover.

I turn to Dante, still naked, still magnificent. “Same time next week?” I say, and he grins, already reaching for his phone to book the slot.

I gather my clothes, slip the silk dress over my slick, ruined body, and lead Oliver to the door. He follows, silent, cock still hard and leaking, the towel leaving a trail of pre-cum across the floor.

The receptionist gives us a look as we leave—half pity, half awe. I wink at her.

Outside, the night is cool and sharp, the city lights burning in a thousand windows.

Oliver walks beside me, eyes downcast, still shuddering with shame and need.

I loop my arm through his, pulling him close. “I love you,” I say, sweet and sincere.

He says nothing, but I can feel the truth of it, electric and unbreakable, pulsing under his skin.

We are bound now, tighter than ever.

And I am already counting the hours until next week.

#

It’s always worse the second time.

The ache in my hips is a hot, sweet thing; the aftermath of Dante’s fucking pools inside me, a slick gravity that drips down my thighs and stains the pristine vinyl. My heart hammers, my lungs work double shifts to keep up, but the room is thick with a new urgency—mine, not his.

“Lie down,” I order, voice rough with spent pleasure and raw need.

Dante obeys, dropping onto his back with the lazy grace of an apex predator full to the gills. His cock is still hard, glistening with oil and come, jutting skyward in open defiance. I climb on top of him, knees digging into the slick surface, hands planted on his chest. His skin is fever-hot, muscles flexing beneath my grip.

I hover, letting the head of his cock nudge at my entrance, then slam down in a single motion. The shock of fullness steals my breath. I grind my hips, a slow circle at first, then faster, chasing the friction. I lean back, arching, letting the curve of my spine show off for Oliver, who’s still kneeling, eyes glazed, wrists lashed in Lily’s perfect knot.

I want to break him. I want to shatter whatever pride he still holds.

I ride Dante like he’s the last man on earth. I use him, hips rising and falling, thighs trembling with the strain. My breasts bounce, slick with sweat and oil, nipples hard and aching for touch. Every time I drop, Dante grunts and grabs my hips, guiding me down onto his cock, deeper, harder, the sound of it a brutal percussion.

I look straight at Oliver and moan, long and loud, letting the sound echo in the corners of the room. “This is what a real man feels like,” I say, voice thick with cruelty and delight.

Oliver shakes, a dry sob racking his chest. His cock stands, red and twitching, leaking a steady drip onto the towel beneath him. Lily strokes his hair, petting him like an obedient dog, her other hand ghosting up and down his thigh, just out of reach of his desperate need.

Dante pistons up from the table, matching my rhythm, his abs clenching with every thrust. I rake my nails down his chest, leaving red tracks that shine in the candlelight. His hands move to my ass, kneading, spreading, using me as much as I use him.

The pleasure builds—slow at first, then violently, cresting like a wave that threatens to tear me in half. I ride it, eyes locked on Oliver’s, forcing him to witness every shudder, every shriek, every filthy pulse that wracks my body.

“Look at me,” I command, and Oliver obeys, helpless, devoured.

Dante’s hands grip my hips, fingers digging deep. “You’re gonna come for me,” he says, voice low and urgent.

“Yes,” I gasp, “fuck, yes, don’t stop, never stop—”

The orgasm slams into me, a fist in my gut, a lightning strike to the base of my skull. I scream, not caring who hears, not caring if the entire building vibrates with the sound. My body locks, every muscle taut, then shudders apart, liquid and infinite.

I collapse onto Dante’s chest, panting, lips pressed to his sweat-slick skin. He bucks up, pursuing his own climax, and I feel wave after wave of hot flood inside me until he is spent, every drop claimed and shared.

I roll off, limp and laughing, basking in the catastrophic afterglow.

Oliver is crying now, silent tears streaming down his face, cock still rigid, desperate, denied. Lily releases his wrists, but he makes no move to touch himself, just kneels there, broken and beautiful.

I crawl across the table, closing the distance between us. I grab his chin, forcing him to meet my eyes.

“This is forever, darling,” I whisper, licking a tear from his cheek. “You’ll always remember. You’ll always want.”

He nods, hollow and hopeless.

I kiss him, long, then pull away, savoring the taste of defeat on his lips.

I leave him there, ruined, as I dress. Dante helps me with my coat, his hands gentle now, almost reverent.

We walk out together, leaving Oliver kneeling on the cold tile, Lily beside him, whispering soft comfort in the language of the lost.

The city’s night air is a slap, clean and stinging. I inhale, filling my lungs with the sharp clarity of victory.

I know Oliver will follow. I know he has no choice.

This is the new world, and I am its queen.

#

After, the silence is thicker than come and heavier than grief.

I slide off Dante with a smug brief hiss, muscles liquid, every inch of skin humming. Sweat beads my back, trickling down the arch of my spine, pooling at the sweet spot above my ass. I don’t bother wiping it away. Oliver must see every trace and every drop. I want him to taste the humiliation that’s now my perfume.

I walk to him, slow and deliberate. Lily holds him upright by the shoulders, her arms a velvet vise. He doesn’t move, doesn’t even blink, just stares up at me with eyes so wide they look artificial.

I crouch beside him, my knees splayed, pussy still leaking Dante’s best effort. Dragging two fingers through the mess, I then smear a trail up Oliver’s pale, trembling chest. I reach his face and cup his cheek, thumb gliding over his lower lip. He shivers under my touch, a trembling, spent thing.

“Poor baby,” I croon, voice sugar and razor blade, “all worked up with nowhere to go.”

He whimpers. Not a word, just a sound—a puppy kicked by God.

I kiss him then, not on the lips but just beneath the corner of his mouth, a small, brutal benediction. He closes his eyes and leans into it, desperate for whatever scrap I’ll allow.

Lily releases his shoulders, but keeps his wrists bound, hands pinned behind his back. Her palms kneaded the tension in his spine, fingers lingering at the base just above his ass. She’s thorough. She’s clinical. She’s a professional.

“Leave him like that for a while,” I say to Lily, not breaking eye contact with Oliver. “Let him think about what he’s seen.”

Lily nods, a flicker of approval in her eyes.

I stand, blood rushing in a slow, triumphant tidal wave. I stalk to the counter, grab my dress, and slide it over my sticky skin. The silk clings to every curve, darkening in patches where oil and come soak through. I slip my feet into my heels, not bothering to adjust the straps, and turn to Dante.

He’s watching me with the same eyes he used for prey. I feel his gaze on my ass, on my thighs, on the streaks of sweat and come that slick my skin. He smirks, then tosses me my purse, the gesture both casual and intimate.

“Next week?” he asks, voice a purr.

“Sooner, if you’re free,” I shoot back, and he laughs, delighted.

I pull out my phone and hand it to him. “Put your number in. I don’t want to go through reception again.”

He types it in, then kisses the screen before handing it back.

I turn back to Oliver, still kneeling, cock purple and angry, a single strand of pre-cum dangling from the tip. He’s a monument to denial, to unspent hunger.

I crouch again, tucking a strand of hair behind his ear. “This is your place now,” I whisper, soft as silk. “Watching. Wanting. Obeying.”

He nods, eyes flooded with submission and shame.

I press my lips to his temple, breathing him in, then pull away. “Let’s go,” I say, grabbing his arm and hauling him to his feet. He staggers, unsteady, but doesn’t resist.

Lily unties his wrists, gives him a last, gentle pat on the back.

He doesn’t look at her. He doesn’t look at anyone but me.

We leave, the air outside biting at my skin, the city’s night a rush of neon and exhaust and distant sirens. I walk ahead, heels clacking, Oliver two steps behind, head down, hands at his sides. The world feels sharper, cleaner, as if I’ve peeled away a layer and found something meaner and more beautiful beneath.

At the car, I unlock the doors and slide into the driver’s seat. Oliver buckles in beside me, silent, his breathing shallow and ragged.

I start the engine, put the car in gear, and peel out of the lot.

He doesn’t say a word the entire way home. But I know he’s thinking about the next time.

So am I.
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