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CHAPTER ONE

THE MESSAGE

I left the laptop open.

For six weeks, I told myself it had been a mistake. I had taken a call from London, walked upstairs to change, and forgotten the machine on the kitchen island. That explanation was clean enough to repeat.

It was also bullshit.

I wanted Nathan to find the message.

Maybe not that morning. Maybe not while I was pulling on a cream suit for a board meeting. But some part of me was tired of carrying the fantasy alone. I had spent years putting locks around it. Encryption. Private calendars. A separate account no assistant could access.

Then I left the key in the door.

When I came downstairs, Nathan stood beside the marble island with an empty coffee cup in his hand.

My laptop had already locked itself. His face had not.

He looked furious. Worse, he looked awake.

“Who is Alexander Cross?”

I stopped three steps from the island.

Nathan was forty-one, broad through the shoulders, dark hair cut shorter than I liked, gray starting at the temples. He had built a private equity firm without family money and still carried himself like somebody might try to take it from him. Men mistook his calm for softness once. They rarely did it twice.

I loved him for many reasons.

That morning, I loved the way his jaw tightened when he said another man’s name.

“A consultant.”

“I know what he does.”

“Then why ask?”

“Because he expects my wife in London at nine Friday night. Alone.”

I removed my gloves slowly. My fingers were colder than they should have been.

The message on the screen had read PRIVATE INTERVIEW CONFIRMED. It was the phrase Alexander used because he had a sense of humor and too much confidence. Nathan had seen the time, the city, and the name. He had not seen the rest of the thread.

He did not know I had described the room.

Glass walls. A city below. My husband close enough to touch me.

He did not know Alexander had sent a photograph after I asked what Nathan would see.

He did not know I had stared at that photograph in my office bathroom with one hand under my skirt and my teeth pressed into my wrist.

Not yet.

“We will talk on the plane,” I said.

“We can talk now.”

“No.”

The word came out with my boardroom voice. Flat. Final.

His eyes narrowed.

“Do not manage me.”

“I’m trying not to ruin this in the kitchen.”

“Ruin what?”

I looked at him. Really looked.

The coffee machine hissed behind him. Traffic moved eighty floors below our windows. Somewhere upstairs, my phone was vibrating with people who believed they owned pieces of my morning.

Nathan owned none of me.

That was why I could give him everything.

“I have never slept with him,” I said.

“That wasn’t my question.”

“You were going to ask.”

“Have you kissed him?”

“No.”

“Touched him?”

“No.”

“Has he seen you naked?”

My stomach tightened.

“In a photograph.”

Nathan put the cup down.

It struck the marble hard enough to make me flinch.

“What photograph?”

“One I sent.”

“When?”

“Last month.”

“Were you wearing anything?”

“My wedding ring.”

His nostrils flared.

There it was. The thing I had wanted and feared. Jealousy changed him. It did not make him smaller. It made his voice lower and his hands still.

My pussy tightened before I could stop it.

I hated that he saw.

I loved that he always saw.

“You’re turned on,” he said.

“I’m scared.”

“That wasn’t what I said.”

“Both can be true.”

He came around the island.

I held my ground until he stopped close enough that his shirt brushed my jacket. He smelled like coffee and the soap he used after swimming. Familiar. Mine, even though I had never liked that word until another man became part of the conversation.

“Does Alexander think he’s going to fuck you?”

The question was crude. Nathan rarely wasted crude words. That made it hit harder.

“Yes.”

His hand closed around my wrist.

Not painful. Not gentle.

“Do you want him to?”

I should have softened the answer. I had softened answers for banks, regulators, employees, reporters, and men with enough money to believe truth was negotiable.

I did not soften it for my husband.

“Yes.”

His cock pressed against my stomach through his trousers.

He was angry. He was hard. I felt both.

“Fuck,” he said.

The word left him on a breath.

I put my free hand on his chest. His heart was beating too fast.

“I want you there.”

“Watching?”

“At first.”

“And after?”

“Whatever we decide.”

“We?”

“You and me. Not him.”

His grip eased, but he did not let go.

“Why Alexander?”

“Because he knows how to keep his mouth shut. Because he doesn’t need anything from me. Because he looked at me across a conference table in Zurich and didn’t pretend he wasn’t imagining it.”

“Imagining what?”

I leaned close enough to speak against his mouth.

“Me on my knees.”

Nathan kissed me.

Not the way he kissed me before work. His hand moved from my wrist to the back of my neck. He opened my mouth with his and pushed me against the island. The edge caught my hips. My gloves slid to the floor.

I grabbed his shirt.

For three seconds, I thought he was going to take me there.

Then he pulled back.

“The plane,” he said.

I was breathing through my mouth.

“What?”

“You wanted to talk on the plane. So we talk on the plane. Every detail.”

His thumb rubbed the corner of my lipstick away.

“Then I decide whether London happens.”

I wanted to fight him over the word decide.

The rest of me wanted to get on my knees.

“Together,” I said.

“Together.”

He released me.

I bent to pick up my gloves because I needed something ordinary to do. My knees felt weak. When I straightened, Nathan was still watching.

“Wear that suit to the board meeting,” he said.

“I was planning to.”

“No underwear.”

I stared at him.

“Nathan.”

“You want me thinking about another man touching you? Give me something to think about first.”

My pussy got wetter.

He knew it.

I reached beneath my skirt, hooked my fingers into the sides of my panties, and slid them down my legs. Cream silk. Expensive. Already damp.

I placed them beside his coffee cup.

“Happy?”

“Not even close.”

I walked to the elevator without looking back.

At the doors, I heard him pick up my panties.

I spent the entire board meeting imagining them in his pocket.

That afternoon, he sent one message.

Tell me what he looks like.

I stared at the screen for a full minute.

Then I answered.

Tall. Dark hair. Gray at the temples. About nine inches.

The typing dots appeared immediately.

You asked?

He sent a photograph.

Another pause.

My phone rang.

I answered without speaking.

Nathan’s breathing came through the line.

“Did you touch yourself when you saw it?”

I looked down the boardroom. Twelve directors were studying the acquisition model. Nobody was watching me.

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“In my office bathroom.”

“Did you come?”

My face warmed.

“No.”

“Good.”

“Why good?”

“Because the next time you say his name while you come, my cock will be in you.”

The line went dead.

I sat at the head of the table with my thighs pressed together and my husband’s threat running through me.

London was three days away.

I had spent years wanting the door.

Now Nathan had his hand on the handle.


CHAPTER TWO

THE WOMAN THEY OBEYED

People liked to say I became ruthless after Sterling Industries made its first billion.

They were wrong.

I was ruthless when the company was three rented desks, a warehouse contract, and a bank balance that could not survive one bad month. Money did not change me. It gave me enough room to stop apologizing.

Nathan met me before the money.

I was twenty-seven and speaking at a private equity conference in Boston. A managing partner twice my age presented a growth plan built on numbers that did not match the company’s records. Everyone in the room knew. Nobody wanted to embarrass him.

I raised my hand.

Then I took his model apart in five minutes.

Afterward, Nathan found me at the hotel bar. He wore a cheap conference badge and a suit that fit too well to be cheap.

“Do you always talk to powerful men like that?” he asked.

I looked at his name tag.

“Only when they waste my time.”

He smiled.

“I was hoping you would say only when they are wrong.”

“Powerful men are usually both.”

We drank whiskey.

He did not ask about my company until I brought it up. He did not explain private equity to me as if I had wandered into the wrong building. He argued about a shipping contract, lost the argument, and bought the next round without sulking.

We were in his hotel room before midnight.

I pushed him onto the bed because I wanted to know whether the calm survived naked.

It did.

Nathan let me climb over him, let me open his shirt, let me believe I was directing the first five minutes. Then he caught my wrists, rolled me under him, and asked one question.

“Still in charge?”

I should have said yes.

I said, “Make me say no.”

He did.

That was the first time a man understood that control was not the opposite of surrender for me. It was the price of it. I did not want a man who could overpower me because he ignored what I wanted. I wanted one strong enough to make me stop performing once I had chosen him.

Nathan never used that knowledge carelessly.

For eleven years, he was the only man who had it.

Then I sent Alexander a photograph and gave a stranger a piece of the map.

That was why Nathan’s anger mattered. It was not only another man’s cock. It was access.

The morning after he found the message, I sat at the head of a walnut table and told fourteen directors we were walking away from an acquisition they had spent six months building.

The CFO tried to interrupt.

I raised one finger.

He stopped.

Nathan sat near the far end as an investor, not my husband. His fund held debt in the target. He wore a charcoal suit and the expression he used when somebody had brought him bad numbers.

Only I knew my panties were folded in his inner pocket.

I had watched him put them there before I left home.

That fact stayed between my thighs while lawyers argued about environmental liability.

“The seller wants us to assume twelve years of contamination,” I said. “They called it operational history. I call it expensive dirt.”

A director cleared his throat.

“We can price the risk.”

“We did. They rejected it.”

“We may lose the assets.”

“Then somebody else can lose money owning them.”

Silence.

Nathan watched me.

His face gave nothing away, but his thumb moved once over the edge of his folder. He did that when he wanted to touch me and could not.

I crossed one leg over the other.

No underwear.

His eyes dropped for half a second.

My mouth almost curved.

I kept it still.

“Vote,” I said.

The acquisition died fourteen to zero.

Everyone began gathering papers. I closed my folder.

“Nathan. Stay.”

The directors filed out. One of them smiled at him as if he had been invited to discuss financing. Nobody guessed I wanted to lock the door and ask whether my panties still smelled like me.

When the last person left, Nathan stood.

“You enjoyed that.”

“Killing the deal?”

“Making me sit there with these in my pocket.”

He pulled the cream silk out and placed it on the table.

My stomach turned over.

“You could have left them at home.”

“You could have worn them.”

He walked toward me.

I remained in my chair because standing would have felt too eager.

“Were you thinking about Alexander while you ran the vote?” he asked.

“No.”

“Liar.”

“I was thinking about you thinking about him.”

He stopped beside my chair.

“Spread your knees.”

I looked at the glass wall.

The conference room had privacy film, but the door was not locked. Assistants moved on the other side.

“Someone could come in.”

“Then use that CEO voice and make them leave.”

The order went straight to my cunt.

I opened my knees.

My skirt rode higher. Nathan looked down between my thighs. His jaw tightened.

“You’re soaked.”

“You called me during a board meeting and asked if I came for another man’s photograph.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“I didn’t come.”

“That wasn’t it.”

He touched one finger to my clit.

I sucked in a breath.

“Were you thinking about him?”

“Yes.”

His finger moved once, slow and hard.

“And me?”

“More.”

He pushed two fingers into me.

The chair creaked beneath me. I grabbed the arms.

“Nathan.”

“Quiet.”

He fucked me with his hand under the table where I had just killed a two-hundred-million-dollar deal. My heels stayed on the carpet. My jacket stayed buttoned. From the shoulders up, I could have been waiting for the next presentation.

Below the table, my husband had two fingers in my pussy and my panties folded beside a dead acquisition.

The contrast made me shake.

“Look at me,” he said.

I did.

“Tell me what you sent him.”

“A photograph.”

His fingers curled.

“Of what?”

“Me naked.”

“Where were you?”

“Our bedroom.”

“On my bed?”

“Our bed.”

He moved harder.

“Did you spread your legs?”

My breath caught.

“Yes.”

“Did he see your pussy?”

“Yes.”

The word came out too loud.

Footsteps passed outside.

Nathan’s fingers did not stop.

“What did he say?”

“That he wanted to see if I looked as controlled when I came.”

My husband went still.

His eyes changed.

For one second, I thought I had pushed too far.

Then his thumb found my clit.

“And what did you say?”

“That my husband would be watching.”

He drove his fingers deeper.

I bit the side of my hand. The orgasm hit fast and ugly. My hips lifted from the chair. My heel struck the base of the table. I came around his hand while people worked ten feet away.

Nathan covered my mouth with his free hand until the worst of it passed.

When I stopped shaking, he pulled his fingers out and held them in front of me.

They shone under the boardroom lights.

“Clean them.”

I looked at the door again.

“Victoria.”

I took his fingers into my mouth.

I tasted myself while he watched. Salt, perfume from my skin, the dirty truth of what I had done. He pushed them against my tongue until my lips closed around his knuckles.

“Good girl,” he said.

Two words.

That was all it took.

I had spent ninety minutes making powerful men obey me. Nathan called me a good girl, and my pussy clenched again.

He withdrew his hand and wiped it on my panties.

Then he folded them and put them back in his pocket.

I stayed in the chair while he walked to the windows. Central Park looked gray beyond the glass. Assistants moved outside the conference room with laptops and coffee. A whole company waited for me to return to work.

Nathan looked down at the city.

“Why did you not tell me when the fantasy started?”

I closed my knees.

The question had more weight than his fingers.

“Because I did not know what it meant.”

“You could have told me that.”

“I was afraid you would hear another man and miss the rest.”

“So you told the other man first.”

I had no clean answer.

“Yes.”

Nathan turned.

“That is the part I cannot stop thinking about.”

“Not his photograph?”

“That too. But a photograph is a cock. You gave him words.”

I looked at the dead acquisition file.

“I needed to say it somewhere before I could say it to you.”

“Why?”

“Because losing a consultant would have cost me nothing.”

His face hardened.

“And losing me?”

“Everything.”

Silence.

I stood and walked to him.

“I did it badly,” I said. “I know.”

“The plane tomorrow,” he said.

“I know.”

“No boardroom answers.”

“No.”

“You tell me everything.”

I buttoned my jacket even though it had never opened.

“And if you hate what you hear?”

He bent until his mouth touched my ear.

“Then I fuck you while I hate it.”

I turned my face toward him.

“You think that scares me?”

“No. I think it makes you wet.”

He was right.

That was becoming a problem.

Or maybe it had been the problem all along.


CHAPTER THREE

THIRTY-NINE THOUSAND FEET

Our jet left Teterboro at seven fourteen Thursday morning.

I knew the exact minute because I had checked the time twice while pretending not to watch Nathan across the cabin.

He had been quiet since we boarded.

Not cold. Nathan never used silence as punishment. He used it when he was deciding where to cut.

The Gulfstream climbed over New York. The flight attendant served coffee, closed the partition, and left us alone in the main cabin. Pale leather. Dark wood. A conference table bolted to the floor. A bedroom behind us with a door thick enough to hide almost anything.

I opened the London acquisition file.

Nathan watched me turn three pages.

“Put it away.”

I closed the folder.

The engines hummed beneath our feet. Sunlight moved across his hands.

“Ask,” I said.

“When did you first imagine another man?”

I had prepared answers. Dates. Context. Careful sentences.

They all sounded false once I looked at my husband.

“Three years ago. Singapore.”

“Who?”

“A stranger at the hotel bar.”

“Did you speak to him?”

“No.”

“What did you imagine?”

I rubbed my thumb over my wedding ring.

“You sitting in the chair near the window. Me on my knees between his legs.”

Nathan’s eyes dropped to my mouth.

“Did you touch yourself?”

“In the shower.”

“Did you come?”

“Hard.”

His jaw worked once.

“Were you thinking about him or me?”

“Both. Him touching me. You watching.”

“Which mattered more?”

“You.”

“Do not make me feel better.”

“I’m not. A stranger alone would have been cheating in my head. You in the room changed it.”

He leaned back.

“How?”

“Because I wanted you to see me lose it.”

“You lose it with me.”

“Not like that.”

The answer hurt him. I saw it before he looked away.

I moved to the seat across from him.

“Nathan.”

“Explain.”

“Everyone sees the same woman. Employees. Investors. Reporters. Men who hate me. Men who want me. I never give them anything I didn’t choose first.”

“And you want Alexander to take it?”

“No. I want to choose not to hold it. There is a difference.”

His eyes returned to mine.

“Say it without the CEO language.”

I swallowed.

“I want to be a slut while you watch.”

The words left my mouth and stayed in the cabin.

My face burned.

Nathan’s cock thickened beneath his trousers.

“Again.”

“I want another man to fuck me. I want you close. I want to look at you while it happens.”

“Why?”

“Because you are the only person I trust to see me like that.”

“Like what?”

My throat tightened.

“Greedy. Dirty. Not in charge.”

He stood.

I stayed seated.

He crossed the small space and stopped between my knees. His hand went to my hair. Not pulling yet. Just gathering it.

“Show me the photograph.”

I unlocked my phone and opened the encrypted thread.

Alexander’s photograph covered the screen.

Nathan took the phone.

I watched his face instead of the image. His mouth hardened. His thumb moved once along the edge of the device.

“You were accurate,” he said.

“About the size?”

“Nearly nine.”

My pussy clenched.

He noticed.

“You like the difference.”

It was not a question.

“Yes.”

“Longer than me.”

“Yes.”

Nathan handed the phone back.

“Stand.”

I did.

He opened my jacket and pulled it from my shoulders. My blouse followed. He did not hurry. Each button made a small sound in the quiet cabin.

I wore a black lace bra and matching panties. I had chosen them for him, not Alexander.

Nathan hooked one finger beneath the center of the bra.

“Did you wear this because you knew we would talk about his cock?”

“I wore it because I knew you’d get hard.”

He slapped my breast through the lace.

The sting made me gasp.

“Cocky.”

“You married me that way.”

He slapped the other breast.

“Take it off.”

I reached behind myself.

“Slow.”

I unhooked the bra and let it fall. The cabin air cooled my nipples. Nathan stared without touching.

That was worse.

“Panties.”

I slid them down.

He looked between my thighs.

“Already wet.”

“You made me describe giving another man a blowjob.”

“I haven’t made you describe that yet.”

He sat on the edge of the conference table.

“Come here.”

I stood between his knees.

He opened his belt. The buckle made a dry click that ran straight through me. He freed his cock and stroked once.

“Get on your knees.”

I knelt on the carpet.

The engines vibrated through my shins. Nathan’s cock was hard in front of my face, familiar enough that I knew every vein and scar. That familiarity did not make it less powerful. It made what came next feel worse in the best way.

“Show me how you imagined sucking him.”

I looked up.

“Using your cock?”

“Unless you hid him in the luggage.”

I smiled despite myself.

Then I took him into my mouth.

Nathan’s hand closed over my hair. I sucked slowly at first, tongue flat beneath him, lips tight. He watched every movement.

“No,” he said. “You wanted to be dirty. Be dirty.”

I took him deeper.

My eyes watered. The head pushed against the back of my throat. I breathed through my nose and let spit run over my lower lip.

“Good girl.”

I moaned around him.

He pulled me off by the hair.

A string of saliva stretched from my mouth to his cock.

“Would you do that for Alexander?”

“Yes.”

“Would you swallow him?”

“Yes.”

“Do not just say yes. Tell me what you would do.”

I kept my hand around his cock and looked up at him.

“I would keep my mouth open while he came. I would swallow every pulse and look at you before I closed my lips.”

Nathan’s thumb pressed against my mouth.

“And what would I see?”

“Your wife on her knees with another man’s cock in her mouth.”

His cock jumped against my palm.

“Better. Now show me how greedy she is.”

“While you looked at me?”

“Yes.”

His hand tightened.

“Say what you are.”

I knew what he wanted.

For one second I still tried to sound respectable. Then I stopped pretending.

“Your slut.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your slut.”

“And his?”

My pussy dripped onto the carpet.

“For the night.”

Nathan’s eyes went dark.

“Stand up.”

He turned me toward the table and pushed the acquisition file aside. Pages slid to the floor.

“Hands down.”

I bent over the polished wood.

My breasts flattened against the cold surface. The table smelled faintly of lemon oil. Behind me, Nathan kicked my feet farther apart.

His fingers ran through my pussy.

“You made a mess on my plane.”

“Our plane.”

He slapped my ass.

“Not while I’m fucking you.”

Another slap. Heat spread across my skin.

“Whose plane?”

“Yours.”

“Whose wife?”

“Yours.”

“Who does this pussy belong to?”

I turned my face against the table.

“Us.”

He slapped me harder.

“Wrong answer.”

I laughed once, breathless.

“Still cocky?”

“Always.”

Nathan grabbed my hips and shoved his cock into me.

The first hard stroke tore a cry from my throat.

He gave me no time to adjust. He fucked me against the table while contracts and valuation models slid under our shoes. Each stroke drove my hip bones into the wood. The wet slap of his hips against my ass rang through the cabin.

“Say his name,” he said.

I looked back.

“Nathan.”

His hand caught the back of my neck.

“Not mine.”

I knew this was the part that could hurt us. That was why my cunt got tighter.

“Alexander.”

Nathan drove deeper.

I cried out.

“Again.”

“Alexander.”

“What do you want him to do?”

“Put his whole cock in my cunt.”

Nathan drove into me harder.

“Tell me what you would say to him.”

“Deeper.”

“That is one word.”

I looked back over my shoulder.

“I would tell him to keep fucking me while I suck you. I would tell him not to stop when I start shaking.”

Nathan’s hand tightened on my neck.

“And when he asks who you are coming for?”

“You.”

“Look at the window.”

I lifted my head.

Our reflection floated in the dark glass. Me bent over the table, naked except for heels. Nathan behind me, shirt open, one hand on my neck. Clouds stretched below us.

I looked powerful in that reflection until he drove his cock deep and made my mouth fall open.

Then I looked exactly how I wanted to look.

Used. Loved. Filthy.

“Tell me what you see,” he said.

“Say it while I fuck you.”

I watched his cock disappear into me in the dark reflection.

“I see your cock opening my cunt.”

“And the woman bent over my table?”

“She is thinking about taking Alexander while her husband makes her come first.”

Nathan slapped my ass.

“Good. What is she?”

“A slut.”

“Whose?”

“Yours.”

“Who are you going to take in London?”

“Alexander.”

“And who will you watch?”

“You.”

He moved faster.

My pussy made a loud, wet sound every time he pulled back. I heard my own breathing, the engine hum, the table striking the wall. Nathan’s fingers slid around my throat, not squeezing, holding me where he wanted me.

My orgasm started low and spread too fast. My thighs shook.

“I’m close.”

“Say his name when you come.”

“Nathan.”

“Do it.”

I fought it for three strokes because some stubborn piece of me still wanted to choose the exact second.

Nathan slapped my ass and drove deep.

“Alexander.”

I came shouting his name with my husband’s cock buried deep in me.

The shame should have cooled me.

It made the orgasm harder.

My cunt clenched around Nathan until his rhythm broke. He cursed, held my hips, and came deep while I was still shaking.

For several seconds, neither of us moved.

The cabin smelled like leather, coffee, sweat, and sex. A page from the acquisition file fluttered beneath the air vent.

Nathan leaned over me. His chest pressed to my back.

“Look at me.”

I turned my head.

He kissed me slowly.

No anger in it. No punishment. Just my husband tasting the name he had forced out of my mouth.

When he pulled out, I felt his come slide down my thigh.

He picked up my panties and cleaned me with them. The lace dragged over skin made sore by his hand.

Then he crouched in front of me.

The change in position startled me. Nathan rarely knelt unless his mouth was between my legs. This time, he rested his hands on my knees and looked up.

“Did I hurt you?”

“Only where I wanted.”

“Not what I asked.”

I touched the side of my throat where his hand had held me.

“No.”

He nodded.

The engines hummed. Papers from the acquisition lay across the floor. My bra hung from a chair. His shirt was open, my lipstick smeared near the collar.

It was not a beautiful scene.

That made it better.

Nathan put his palm on my thigh.

“When you said his name, I wanted to stop.”

“I know.”

“How?”

“Your hand changed.”

“And you kept saying it.”

“You told me to.”

“You liked hurting me.”

I could have denied it.

“A little.”

His thumb pressed into my skin.

“Why?”

“Because you were hard. Because I could see the jealousy and know you still wanted me. Because I have spent years being careful with everyone, and you were asking me not to be careful with you.”

Nathan looked down.

“That can get ugly.”

“Then we do not pretend ugly means wrong.”

His eyes returned to mine.

“There is the boardroom voice.”

“I am naked on a conference table with your come on my leg.”

“You can still sound like a shareholder letter.”

I kicked his shoulder lightly with my heel.

He caught my ankle and kissed it.

The tenderness tightened my throat more than the rough sex had.

“Still want Friday?” he asked.

I turned within his arms.

“Yes. More. That is the problem.”

His mouth tightened.

“That wasn’t the answer I hoped for.”

“You told me not to make you feel better.”

“I did.”

I touched his cheek.

“Are you sorry you asked?”

“No.”

“Are you scared?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

He raised an eyebrow.

I pressed my mouth to his ear.

“I like seeing your cock hard while you suffer.”

He grabbed the back of my neck again.

“Careful.”

“Or what?”

“I make you say his name until you forget your own.”

My pussy clenched around nothing.

I smiled against his mouth.

“Try.”

London waited six hours ahead.

For the first time, I understood that Alexander was not the dangerous man in the room.


CHAPTER FOUR

LONDON GLASS

Rain followed us from Farnborough into London.

By the time the car reached the city, I had rebuilt myself.

Black trouser suit. Hair pinned. Laptop open. Voice steady while I spoke to counsel about lender approvals. Nathan sat beside me with one hand on his knee and my torn lace panties folded in his coat pocket.

I could still feel his come between my thighs.

That made the call difficult.

“Move the indemnity cap to twelve percent,” I told the lawyer. “If they refuse, reduce the price.”

Nathan looked out the window.

I watched his reflection.

He had not touched me since the plane. Not because he regretted it. Because he knew waiting would make me crazier.

He was right.

We stayed in a private residence attached to one of the hotels near the Shard. The private door faced an alley with no sign. Staff used our initials. Our luggage arrived without anybody asking for identification.

That was the kind of wealth I liked.

Not gold ceilings. Not people calling me ma’am every ten seconds.

I liked being able to disappear while twenty thousand employees believed they knew where I was.

The residence took an entire corner of the building. Three bedrooms, a dining room, a kitchen no guest was expected to use, and windows over the Thames. Fresh flowers waited on the table. Champagne rested in silver.

Nobody knew Alexander would be there the next evening.

Nobody except Nathan, me, and the man who had arranged a second suite across the river.

Nathan walked to the windows.

“Which floor tomorrow?”

“Thirty-eight.”

“You chose it.”

“Yes.”

“The room from the fantasy.”

“As close as I could find.”

He turned.

“You planned this before you told me.”

“I planned a possibility.”

“There. That voice.”

“What voice?”

“The one you use when you want a risk to sound like a spreadsheet.”

I closed my laptop.

“Fine. I rented a glass suite because I want to get fucked above London while you watch. Better?”

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

“Much.”

I went to change for the acquisition meeting.

We spent six hours at Sterling’s London office. The hotel group we were buying owned extraordinary buildings and terrible debt. The sellers wanted another week. I told them the price would fall by morning.

Nathan sat across from me as his fund’s representative. Every time I looked at him, I remembered the jet.

I remembered shouting Alexander’s name.

I remembered Nathan coming in me because of it.

At one point, the seller’s chairman asked whether I agreed with the debt schedule.

I had not heard the last thirty seconds.

Nathan noticed.

His mouth moved almost imperceptibly.

Pay attention.

No sound. Just the shape of the words.

My pussy tightened beneath the boardroom table.

I hated him a little.

That helped me close the deal.

We returned to the residence after nine. Dinner waited under silver covers. I removed my jacket and poured water.

Nathan loosened his tie.

“You missed a question today.”

“I answered it.”

“After I told you to listen.”

“You enjoyed that.”

“Watching a CEO lose focus because she wants another man’s cock? Yes.”

I set the glass down.

“You are getting brave.”

“You are getting wet.”

He was right again.

I hated how often that happened.

We ate across from each other. The room was too quiet. Silver touched porcelain. Rain tapped the windows. I could hear Nathan chewing because every other sound had disappeared.

“What did Alexander ask about me?” he said.

“Whether you wanted humiliation.”

His fork stopped.

“And?”

“I told him if he tried to make you small, he would leave before his coat came off.”

Nathan’s shoulders eased by a fraction.

“What else?”

“He asked whether you would touch me.”

“What did you say?”

“That you would participate when you wanted.”

“Not when you invited me?”

I looked at him.

That was the first mistake in the plan. In my first messages to Alexander, I had described Nathan sitting near the window and joining only when I asked. It had sounded erotic when the fantasy belonged only to me.

Now it sounded like I had assigned my husband a chair.

“No,” I said. “Not anymore.”

“Good.”

“You decide when you come close.”

“And if I tell him to stop?”

“He stops.”

“If I tell you to stop?”

I held his eyes.

“I stop.”

“Immediately?”

“Yes.”

That was the only time we said it.

We did not need to repeat it later while naked. We had built the boundary sober, dressed, and looking directly at each other.

Nathan returned to his meal.

“Do you think he will be better than me?” he asked.

I could have lied.

“At some things, maybe.”

His jaw tightened.

“Such as?”

“I don’t know yet. That’s the point.”

“And if his cock feels better?”

The question made my nipples hard beneath my blouse.

“I’ll tell you.”

“During?”

“If you ask.”

He set down his fork.

“I will.”

The promise sat between us for the rest of dinner.

Later, I stood in the dressing room before four dresses. Black. Green. White. Red.

Nathan leaned against the doorway.

“Which one?”

He pointed to black.

High neck. Long sleeves. Open back. The kind of dress that looked severe until I turned around.

“Why?”

“Because he should have to work to see you.”

“And you?”

“I already know what’s under it.”

I stepped out of my office clothes. Bra. Skirt. Stockings. I folded each piece because my hands needed a task.

Nathan watched without touching.

“Cruel,” he said.

“You like me cruel.”

“I like you honest.”

I stood naked in front of him.

“I want him.”

His cock moved beneath his trousers.

“I know.”

“I want you more.”

“I know that too.”

“Confident.”

“Eleven years.”

He crossed the room and put one hand between my thighs.

I was wet enough that his fingers slid easily over my clit.

“You want me to fuck you?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Then wait.”

He removed his hand.

I almost grabbed it and put it back.

Instead, I stepped into the black dress.

Nathan pulled the zipper up slowly. His knuckles touched my spine. When the fabric closed around me, his mouth found the bare skin between my shoulder blades.

“Tomorrow night,” he said.

I looked at us in the mirror.

My face was controlled.

My thighs were shaking.

“Tomorrow night.”

We went to bed early and slept badly.

At three, I woke alone.

Nathan stood in the living room with the city spread beneath him. He wore only trousers. A glass of whiskey rested untouched on the table.

I joined him naked.

He watched my reflection approach before he turned.

“Could not sleep?” I asked.

“Could you?”

“No.”

I stopped in front of the glass. The Shard rose across the river, black and sharp against the lower buildings. Somewhere near the middle, the suite waited empty. Clean sheets. Locked door. No memory yet.

Nathan came behind me and wrapped both arms around my waist.

His chest was warm against my back. His cock hardened along my ass.

“Tell me the worst part,” I said.

“You want him.”

“That is not new.”

“Tomorrow I will see it on your face.”

I covered his hands with mine.

“What if you hate my face?”

“I won’t.”

“You do not know that.”

“I know every face you make when you come.”

“Not that one.”

His arms tightened.

“That is the part I hate.”

The honesty made my throat close.

I turned within his arms.

“Tell me the best part.”

Nathan looked down at me.

“I get to be there when you discover it.”

I kissed him.

He caught my lower lip between his teeth, then stopped before the kiss became sex. That restraint was becoming cruel.

I reached for his waistband.

He caught my hand.

“No.”

“Again?”

“You will be hungry tomorrow.”

“I am hungry now.”

“Good.”

I pressed my thighs together.

“You enjoy making me suffer.”

“I enjoy watching the woman who makes everyone wait learn how it feels.”

He led me back to bed and held me from behind.

His cock stayed hard against my ass until morning.

Neither of us touched it.

By sunrise, I wanted Alexander.

I wanted Nathan more for making me wait.


CHAPTER FIVE

THE INTERVIEW

We closed the London acquisition at four twenty-seven Thursday afternoon.

I signed the final page with my black fountain pen while six lawyers watched. Nine hotels changed hands. The sellers kept enough money to pretend they had not been cornered. Sterling Industries got buildings worth more than the company that owned them.

Everybody applauded.

I smiled for one photograph, shook hands, and told the integration team to begin before midnight.

Then I looked at Nathan across the conference room.

The business meeting was over.

The real interview started in two and a half hours.

We returned to the residence at six. A chef had prepared dinner and disappeared. Three places waited at the table. Burgundy breathed in a decanter. The staff had been told not to return unless the fire alarm went off.

Even then, I was not sure I wanted them upstairs.

Nathan changed in the guest room.

I stood alone in front of the mirror wearing nothing but my wedding ring.

The black dress hung behind me.

I had spoken to hostile boards, governments, unions, and men who controlled more money than some countries. I had never been as nervous as I was while applying red lipstick for a man my husband had never met.

My hand shook once.

I set the lipstick down.

“Get it together,” I told my reflection.

The woman in the mirror looked back with bare breasts, hard nipples, and a pussy already damp from thinking about two men at the same table.

She was not listening.

I put on the dress.

High neck. Long sleeves. Bare back. No bra. The fabric hugged my hips and covered everything else. From the front, I looked ready for an embassy dinner. From behind, I looked one tug away from trouble.

Nathan waited in the living room wearing a dark suit with no tie.

He looked at me for a long time.

“Too much?” I asked.

“You did not choose that dress to hear no.”

“Answer anyway.”

“It is perfect.”

I walked to him and fixed his collar.

His hands stayed at his sides.

“You look calm,” I said.

“I’m deciding whether to break his nose before dessert.”

“That would be expensive.”

“I can afford it.”

The door chimed.

My fingers stopped on his shirt.

For one second, I could not move.

Nathan held out his hand.

I took it.

That small gesture saved me. I was not going to the door alone. I was bringing my husband with me.

Alexander stood on the other side.

He was taller than Nathan by two inches, leaner through the waist, dark hair with gray at the temples. Black suit. White shirt. No tie. He smelled like cedar and cold rain.

His eyes went to me first.

Not my face.

My mouth.

Then he looked at Nathan.

“Mr. Sterling.”

“Nathan.”

They shook hands.

No squeeze. No stupid contest.

I closed the door.

The lock clicked behind me.

The sound made my cunt clench.

“Tonight is not professional,” I said.

Alexander looked at the open back of my dress.

“No.”

One word. Quiet.

My nipples tightened.

Nathan heard the change in my breathing. His fingers touched the small of my back for half a second.

We started with wine.

Nobody pretended the dinner was normal. That did not mean we rushed it.

I served the first course because I needed my hands occupied. Alexander unfolded his napkin with long fingers. Nathan noticed me noticing.

The first ten minutes were business.

The acquisition. London. A government contract Alexander could not name. Nathan asked questions about a restructuring Alexander had led in Munich. Alexander answered without bragging.

The candles burned lower.

Silver touched porcelain.

The decanter made a soft glass sound each time Nathan poured.

Alexander looked at me once while I lifted my wine.

I held his eyes.

Nathan’s fork stopped against the plate.

Alexander looked away.

Two minutes later, he did it again.

This time his gaze dropped to my throat. Then lower, where the dress gave him nothing.

My pulse beat against the high collar.

Nathan drank without looking at either of us.

The third look lasted longer.

Nathan noticed before I could look away.

“You can look at her,” he said.

Alexander set down his glass.

“I am looking.”

“Then stop pretending it is professional.”

Alexander’s eyes moved from my mouth to the high collar of my dress.

“She is trying very hard to sit still.”

Heat climbed my throat.

Nathan looked at me.

“Is he right?”

“Yes.”

“Tell him why.”

I kept my eyes on Alexander.

“Because I know what is under his trousers, and my husband is making me wait through dinner.”

Alexander’s fingers tightened around the stem of his glass.

Nathan picked up his fork again.

“Good. Now eat.”

Alexander watched my fingers move around the stem of the glass. I knew what those fingers had done after his photograph arrived. I wondered if he knew too.

My pussy got wetter.

Nathan set down his fork.

The metal struck porcelain harder than necessary.

“Why did you agree?” he asked.

Alexander wiped his mouth with the napkin before answering.

“Because your wife asked.”

“Women ask you for this often?”

“Not women like Victoria.”

“What kind is that?”

Alexander looked at me.

Nathan waited.

The room got smaller.

“Women who never wait to be invited,” Alexander said.

Nathan’s hand tightened around his wineglass.

“Careful.”

Alexander looked back at him.

“She didn’t need your permission.”

“Good.”

I could hear the air system above us. A car horn far below. My own breathing.

I touched Nathan’s shoe with mine under the table.

He did not look at me.

“Have you done this with married women?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“With husbands present?”

“Yes.”

“Watching?”

“Sometimes. Participating, usually.”

Nathan’s eyes narrowed.

“Why usually?”

“Because a man who sits too far away starts inventing a story that is worse than what is happening.”

That answer landed.

I felt it in Nathan’s foot against mine.

Alexander continued.

“Close is more honest. He can see her face. She can see his. Nobody disappears.”

“And what story do you think I am inventing?” Nathan asked.

“That another man’s cock changes your place in her marriage.”

The room went silent.

Nathan looked at me.

I did not look away.

“Does it?” he asked.

The question was for me.

“No.”

“You answered fast.”

“Because I know.”

“You have not done it yet.”

“I have wanted it for years. I still came home to you every night.”

Alexander lowered his eyes to his plate. Smart man.

Nathan leaned back.

“What do you want from her?” he asked him.

Alexander took his time.

“I want to see what she sounds like when she stops giving orders.”

My stomach dropped.

It was too accurate.

Nathan saw my reaction.

Jealousy pulled tight across his face.

“You think you understand her?”

“No. I understand the invitation.”

“Explain it.”

Alexander looked at me again.

“She does not want to become powerless. She wants to put power down for an hour and know it will still be waiting when she picks it up.”

My hand shook around the glass.

Nathan saw.

His voice went quiet.

“Stand.”

Alexander looked at him.

“Now,” Nathan said.

Alexander stood.

The movement changed the balance of the room. He was tall enough that the candlelight struck his chest rather than his face.

“Jacket off.”

He removed it and folded it over the chair.

“Open your shirt.”

Alexander’s eyes came to me.

Nathan’s voice sharpened.

“Look at me.”

Alexander did.

He opened the first button. Then the second. Then the third.

Dark hair showed over a hard chest. His skin was pale compared with Nathan’s. A small scar crossed one rib.

I stared.

I tried not to.

That made it worse.

“Do you like him?” Nathan asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

I looked at Alexander.

“I like what I see.”

His trousers tightened.

Nathan rose and removed his jacket.

He opened his own shirt without being told.

The two men were different. Alexander was taller, long through the torso, cut clean through the stomach. Nathan was broader, heavier through the shoulders and chest. Alexander looked elegant. Nathan looked like he could put me over the table and keep me there.

My cunt pulsed.

Nathan stepped beside Alexander.

“Compare us.”

“Don’t do this.”

“You promised the truth.”

“Not a product review.”

“Victoria.”

His voice had the warning in it.

I stood.

I put one hand on Alexander’s chest.

Cool skin. Fine hair beneath my palm. His heart beat faster than his face admitted.

Then I put my other hand on Nathan.

Warm. Familiar. Hard muscle beneath my fingers. His heart was beating just as fast.

“Alexander is beautiful,” I said.

His mouth changed.

I moved my hand over Nathan’s chest.

“Nathan feels like the man who knows exactly how bad I can get.”

Nathan caught my wrist and kissed my palm.

Alexander watched.

For the first time, he looked uncertain.

Good.

I did not want a man who believed he had walked into an empty room.

I turned toward him.

“Kiss me.”

Alexander looked at Nathan.

Nathan nodded once.

The first touch of Alexander’s hand landed on my bare back.

His palm was cool from the room. Nathan’s hand was still warm around my wrist. I felt both men at once before Alexander’s mouth touched mine.

The first kiss was careful.

I hated that it was careful.

It gave me time to feel every detail. The scrape of his stubble. Wine on his tongue. The hand spreading lower on my back. Nathan watching from one step away.

I opened my mouth.

The second kiss was mine.

Nathan’s voice came from beside us.

“Open your eyes.”

I did.

Alexander was kissing me. Nathan was close enough to touch either of us.

“Tell him what is making you wet,” Nathan said.

I kept my mouth against Alexander’s.

“You watching.”

Alexander pulled back just enough to speak.

“Not my mouth?”

“Your mouth helps.”

Nathan’s hand closed over my hip.

“And if he forgets why he is here?”

I looked straight at Alexander.

“My husband sends him home.”

Alexander’s eyes moved to Nathan.

“I will not forget.”

“Good,” Nathan said. “Kiss her again.”

I grabbed Alexander’s neck and pulled him closer. He tasted darker than Nathan, tobacco under the wine. His hand moved to my waist. My breasts pressed to his open shirt.

My nipples dragged over chest hair.

I moaned before I could stop it.

Nathan came closer.

His hand settled on my hip.

That touch nearly made me come.

I opened my eyes.

Nathan was watching my mouth move against another man’s.

His face looked controlled. His cock did not. It pushed hard against his trousers.

The sight made me reckless.

I kissed Alexander deeper while looking at my husband.

Nathan’s fingers dug into my hip.

“Enough.”

Alexander stopped immediately.

His mouth stayed an inch from mine. My lipstick marked his lower lip.

I was breathing too hard.

So was Nathan.

Alexander stepped back.

“Tomorrow?” he asked.

I looked at Nathan.

The decision was his and mine. Nobody else existed for that second.

“Tomorrow,” Nathan said.

My knees almost gave.

“Nine,” I added. “The Shard.”

Alexander buttoned his shirt. I watched his fingers and imagined them under my dress.

At the door, he faced Nathan.

“You can still send me away.”

“I know.”

Then Alexander looked at me.

“So can you.”

“I know.”

He left.

The door closed.

Nathan remained near the dining table. I could see the pulse in his throat.

“How was the kiss?” he asked.

“Different.”

“Better?”

“No.”

“Too fast.”

“It was one kiss.”

“Did you want another?”

I swallowed.

“Yes.”

He crossed the room and grabbed my jaw.

His kiss bent me over the table. Plates shifted. A wineglass tipped and rolled without breaking. Nathan pushed his tongue into my mouth as if he could remove Alexander’s taste by replacing it.

I kissed him back just as hard.

He stopped with his forehead against mine.

“Could you taste him?” I whispered.

“Yes.”

“Did you like it?”

His hand moved beneath the open back of my dress and closed over my ass.

“I hated it.”

“Your cock says something else.”

“My cock is not in charge.”

I smiled.

“Tomorrow, mine won’t be either.”

Nathan slapped my ass through the dress.

“Do not make me regret saying yes.”

I caught his lower lip between my teeth.

“Make me behave.”

We went to bed without sex.

That was worse than anything he could have done to me.

I lay beside him for hours, smelling Alexander on my mouth and Nathan on the pillow, while the Shard waited across the river.


CHAPTER SIX

THE BLACK DRESS

Friday lasted about three days.

I spent the morning at the London office pretending the Shard did not exist. My assistants brought reports. Lawyers asked questions. A regional director tried to explain why integration could not begin until Monday.

I told him to begin before lunch.

Nobody knew I had kissed another man twelve hours earlier.

Nobody knew my husband had chosen the dress hanging in the residence.

Nobody knew that at nine, the woman signing their instructions wanted to be on her knees.

Nathan worked two offices away. We did not discuss the evening until noon, when he walked into my temporary office and closed the door.

“Nine hours.”

“You are counting.”

“So are you.”

He placed a coffee beside my hand.

“What happens if I change my mind after he arrives?”

“He leaves.”

“What if you hate me for it?”

I looked up.

“Do not insult me.”

“That was not an insult.”

“You are asking whether one night matters more than us. It doesn’t.”

“You want it badly.”

“Yes.”

“And you could still let it go?”

I stood and came around the desk.

“Nathan, I want Alexander’s cock. I want you to watch me take it. I have wanted this for years.”

His face tightened.

I put my hand over his heart.

“I want you more. That part is not complicated.”

He covered my hand with his.

“Good.”

“Do you believe me?”

“Ask me after.”

He left with my stomach twisted and my pussy wet.

At four, we returned to the residence.

At five, a wardrobe attendant delivered the black dress steamed and covered. I dismissed her at the door.

At six, dinner arrived. Small portions. Nothing heavy. The staff left water, champagne, towels, and a locked case Nathan had requested.

Medical reports. Condoms. Nothing romantic. Everything adult and clear.

At seven thirty, I sat at the vanity wearing a gray silk robe.

No stylist. No assistant. No one else was allowed to watch me become her.

I pinned my hair high and painted my mouth red.

Nathan sat in the bedroom with a whiskey. I could see him in the mirror.

“You are staring.”

“I have never seen you this nervous.”

“I negotiated with the Chinese transport ministry during a coup attempt.”

“You were less nervous.”

“Much.”

I opened a velvet box and handed him diamond earrings.

“Put them on.”

He came behind me.

His fingers brushed my neck as he fastened the first earring. My skin jumped.

Then the second.

“Those cost more than the suite,” he said.

“Then do not let Alexander lose one.”

His hand closed around the back of my neck.

“You like provoking me.”

“I like what happens after.”

He looked at us in the mirror.

“Say what you want tonight. No speeches.”

I watched his eyes.

“I want him to eat my pussy while you hold me.”

His grip tightened.

“More.”

“I want his cock in me while yours is in my mouth.”

Nathan’s eyes stayed on mine in the mirror.

“What will you say when he touches your cunt with it?”

“Put it in.”

“And when it starts to hurt?”

“Do not stop.”

“And when I tell you to look at me?”

“I will look at you while he fucks me.”

His fingers tightened at the back of my neck.

“That is the voice I want tonight.”

“More.”

My face warmed.

“I want to come for him and see if you still look at me the same.”

Nathan bent and bit my shoulder through the robe.

“I will look at you worse.”

“Worse?”

“Like I know exactly what kind of wife I married.”

I turned on the stool.

“And what kind is that?”

His thumb pressed my lower lip.

“A greedy one.”

I opened my mouth around his thumb.

He pushed it deeper, eyes on mine.

“A spoiled one.”

I sucked.

“A rich little slut who thinks she can order a man like room service.”

My cunt clenched hard.

I pulled his thumb out with a wet sound.

“I did not order him.”

“No?”

“I interviewed him.”

Nathan laughed once.

“There is my CEO.”

“Not for long.”

The truth took the humor from both of us.

I stood and let the robe fall.

Nathan’s eyes moved over me. Breasts. Waist. Trimmed dark hair. Wedding ring.

I wore nothing else.

“Dress me,” I said.

He lifted the black dress from the hanger.

I stepped into it. Nathan pulled it over my hips and closed the zipper. His knuckles traveled up my spine. The open back left most of my skin bare.

He fastened a thin gold chain around my waist beneath the fabric. The metal was cold.

“Why this?” he asked.

“I want to feel something expensive on me when I’m on my knees.”

His breathing changed.

He crouched and slid black heels onto my feet. Then he stood and looked at me.

“Turn.”

I turned slowly.

His cock was hard beneath his trousers.

“Come here.”

I walked to him.

He pushed the dress up to my waist and put his hand between my legs.

No panties.

His fingers came away slick.

“Jesus.”

“Nine hours of meetings.”

“Thinking about him?”

“Thinking about you watching.”

He rubbed my clit once.

My knees weakened.

“Nathan.”

He stopped.

“No.”

“You cannot leave me like this.”

“I can.”

“Bastard.”

He brought his wet fingers to my mouth.

“Clean them.”

I did.

My own taste covered his skin.

“Good girl.”

The words hit deeper because Alexander had never heard them. They belonged to Nathan.

He lowered my dress.

At eight twenty, Nathan told me to sit on the edge of the bed.

I sat with the black dress tight over my thighs.

He stood in front of me and opened his trousers.

His cock came out hard.

My mouth watered.

“You said no,” I reminded him.

“No orgasm.”

“For who?”

“You.”

He touched the head to my lipstick.

“Do not ruin it.”

I opened my mouth.

Nathan pushed only the first few inches between my lips. I sucked carefully, trying not to smear the red. His hand held my chin rather than my hair. The control made it worse.

I wanted to take him deep. He would not let me.

Each time I leaned forward, he pulled back.

“Nathan.”

“That sounded like a complaint.”

“It is.”

“Good girls do not complain before a date.”

The word date made me laugh around his cock.

He looked down.

“Something funny?”

I pulled off carefully.

“My husband is making me suck him before taking me to meet the man who will fuck me.”

“That is not the funny part.”

“What is?”

“You are worried about your lipstick.”

He pushed back into my mouth.

This time, he let me take him deeper. I swallowed around the head and heard his breath catch. My hands stayed flat on my thighs. The dress pulled tight over my hips. The diamond earrings moved when my head did.

Nathan watched his cock disappear between red lips.

“Remember this when he is in your mouth,” he said.

I pulled back far enough to breathe.

“What am I supposed to remember?”

Nathan rubbed the wet head across my lower lip.

“That your husband had this mouth first tonight.”

“Jealous already?”

“Very.”

“Good.”

He pushed into my mouth again.

“Tell me what you want Alexander to see.”

I released him with a wet sound.

“You holding my hair while I take his whole cock.”

“And what do you want to hear?”

“You telling me what a dirty wife I am.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“Then keep your lipstick clean and earn it.”

I looked up at him.

“Remember who taught you how to take one without choking.”

I pulled back slowly.

“Alexander is longer.”

Nathan’s eyes went hard.

“You really cannot help yourself.”

“You like me cruel.”

He caught my hair and pushed deep enough to make my eyes water.

I gagged once.

He pulled out before my lipstick reached the base.

“There,” he said. “Now you are ready.”

My breathing was ruined. My cunt had soaked the dress lining. Nathan put himself away and fixed his shirt as if we were leaving for the theater.

“You are not going to come?” I asked.

“Later.”

“With me?”

He opened the bedroom door.

“Earn it.”

At eight forty-five, we left the residence.

The car crossed London under black rain. Nathan held my hand the entire way. Neither of us spoke.

The driver knew us only as V.S. and N.S. The privacy glass separated us from him. London slid past in wet reflections: restaurants, taxis, people under umbrellas, ordinary lives continuing while I sat beside my husband with no underwear and another man’s taste already imagined on my tongue.

Nathan’s thumb moved over my wedding ring.

“Last honest answer before we arrive,” he said.

“Ask.”

“What scares you most?”

I watched rain race across the window.

“That I will like him too much.”

His hand stopped.

“And after that?”

“That you will see it.”

“You want me to see it.”

“Wanting something does not make it easy.”

Nathan looked at our joined hands.

“What scares you?” I asked.

“That you will look at him the way you look at me.”

“I won’t.”

“You do not know that.”

I turned toward him.

“I know what my face does when I love you.”

“And when you come?”

“You know that better than I do.”

His mouth tightened.

“If you need me close, reach for me,” he said.

“I will.”

“If you need me to take over, say my name.”

“I will.”

“If you want him harder?”

My cunt clenched.

“I’ll tell him.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Good.”

The answer surprised me.

“You want to hear me ask him?”

“I want the truth, even when it hurts.”

I brought his hand to my mouth and kissed the ring finger.

“Then the truth is I want him hard.”

Nathan’s eyes darkened.

“And I want you holding my face when he does it.”

His hand moved from mine to the back of my neck. He pulled me across the seat and kissed me until my lipstick marked his mouth. The car turned. My shoulder struck the leather. Nathan kept kissing.

When he released me, both of us were breathing hard.

“Fix your lipstick,” he said.

“You ruined it.”

“I wanted him to see you were mine before he touched you.”

I used the dark window as a mirror and repaired the red line with shaking fingers.

At eight fifty-seven, the elevator doors opened onto the thirty-eighth floor.

Alexander waited outside the suite.

He wore black again.

No tie.

His eyes went to my mouth, then to Nathan’s hand around mine.

Nathan opened the door.

“Come in,” he said.

The first door closed behind all three of us.


CHAPTER SEVEN

THE SHARD

The suite occupied the corner of the thirty-eighth floor.

Glass on two sides. London below. The Thames black under the bridges. Trains moved like sparks through the city.

I had chosen the room because it matched the fantasy.

Standing there with Nathan on my left and Alexander on my right, I wished I had chosen somewhere without mirrors.

Every surface showed me what I had done.

The black dress. The red mouth. My husband’s hand at my waist. Another man close enough that I could smell cedar on his skin.

Nobody spoke for several seconds.

The silence was awful. Nobody knew what to say. I could hear the air conditioner.

Nathan closed the door.

The lock sounded too loud.

Alexander removed his jacket and placed it over a chair. Nathan did the same. Neither man looked away from me.

I had imagined that moment for years.

In the fantasy, I was fearless.

In the suite, my fingers were numb.

Nathan noticed.

He came close and put both hands on my face.

“Look at me.”

I did.

“Still here?”

“Yes.”

“With me?”

“Always.”

He kissed me once. Slow. Familiar. His mouth tasted like whiskey.

Then he turned me toward Alexander.

“Kiss him.”

My stomach dropped.

Alexander waited.

No smile. No performance.

I crossed the space myself.

His hand touched my waist. Cool fingers against the bare strip of skin at my back.

I put one palm on his chest and kissed him.

Nothing careful this time.

His mouth opened mine. His stubble scraped my chin. I tasted wine, mint, and the memory of dinner. He pulled me closer until his cock pressed against my stomach through his trousers.

It was long even soft.

Not soft for long.

My breath broke against his mouth.

Nathan moved behind me.

His hand settled on the back of my neck.

Two men touching me at once.

Alexander’s palm at my waist. Nathan’s fingers in my hair.

The difference made me dizzy.

I opened my eyes.

Nathan was close enough that our foreheads almost touched. He watched me kiss Alexander with his cock hard against my ass.

“You wanted this,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

I looked at Alexander.

“I want you.”

Alexander’s hand tightened at my waist.

“Tell me what you want me to do.”

Nathan stayed behind me, his fingers still in my hair.

“I want your mouth on my cunt.”

Alexander’s eyes dropped.

“And after?”

“I want your cock inside me.”

Nathan pulled my head back until I had to look at him.

“While your wife does what?” Alexander asked him.

Nathan answered without looking away from me.

“She keeps my cock in her mouth and tells me exactly what yours feels like.”

My cunt clenched under the black dress.

“That,” I whispered. “I want exactly that.”

His eyes darkened.

Nathan pulled my hair enough to lift my chin.

“And me?”

“More.”

“Good answer.”

He kissed my throat while Alexander kissed my mouth again.

I had thought being between them would feel like being split.

I felt both men holding me, and I wanted both of them closer.

Nathan’s hand moved down the front of my dress. He cupped one breast through the fabric. Alexander’s mouth left mine and traveled along my jaw.

His stubble dragged over my neck.

I shivered.

“Undress her,” Nathan said.

Alexander found the zipper at my back.

The sound came slowly. Metal teeth separating. Cold air reaching skin one inch at a time.

Nathan remained in front of me. He watched my face while another man opened the dress he had chosen.

The fabric loosened over my shoulders.

Alexander pushed it down my arms.

It fell to the floor around my heels.

I stood naked except for diamonds, the gold chain at my waist, and my wedding ring.

Alexander stopped breathing for a second.

Nathan smiled without humor.

“Worth the wait?”

Alexander looked at my breasts, my hips, the dark hair above my cunt.

“Yes.”

The simple answer made me wetter.

Nathan removed his shirt.

“Your turn,” I said.

Alexander opened the rest of his shirt. He let it fall.

I touched him before I thought about it.

My palm moved over his chest. Lean muscle. Fine hair. Skin cooler than Nathan’s. He watched my fingers slide toward his belt.

Nathan caught my wrist.

“Not yet.”

I looked at him.

“You said I could.”

“I said we were doing this together.”

His hand moved my wrist toward his own belt.

“Start with me.”

I opened Nathan’s belt.

The buckle clicked. Alexander watched.

I unbuttoned Nathan’s trousers and pulled out his cock. Hard, thick, familiar. My hand closed around him.

Nathan took my other hand and placed it over Alexander’s trousers.

“Now him.”

I felt Alexander through the fabric.

Long. Hard. Thick enough that the shape pushed into my palm.

My mouth went dry.

“Open him,” Nathan said.

I did.

Alexander’s belt came loose. Zipper down. I reached under the waistband and pulled his cock free.

The photograph had been accurate.

Nearly nine inches. Longer than Nathan, a little narrower, the head dark and wet. A vein ran along the top. My fingers did not close around the thickest part.

I stared.

Nathan’s hand came around my throat from behind.

“Say it.”

“He’s bigger.”

Alexander’s cock jerked in my hand.

Nathan pressed his mouth to my ear.

“Does that turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“More than mine?”

I looked at him.

“Different.”

His hand tightened.

“Careful.”

“You told me to be honest.”

“Then be honest without hiding.”

I stroked both men once.

Nathan was heavier in my hand. Alexander reached farther past my fist.

“I like the difference,” I said. “I like that you can see it.”

Alexander looked down at my hands around both men.

“Which one do you want first?”

“My husband.”

Nathan’s cock throbbed in my fist.

“And after him?”

I stroked Alexander from base to head.

“I want to find out how much of you I can take while Nathan watches.”

Nathan’s mouth touched my ear.

“All of him.”

I looked at Alexander.

“You heard my husband.”

Nathan’s cock throbbed.

“On your knees.”

I lowered myself between them.

The carpet pressed through my stockings at the toes of my heels. Two hard cocks stood in front of my face.

I had run meetings with both men dressed.

Now I was naked on the floor between them.

The sight made my cunt get wetter.

I took Nathan first.

His hand slid into my hair as my lips closed around him. I sucked slowly, looking up at Alexander. His hand moved over his cock. He watched my mouth stretch around my husband.

Nathan pulled me off.

“Him.”

I turned.

Alexander touched the head to my lower lip.

Longer. New. The smell of clean skin and male sweat.

I opened my mouth.

He slid over my tongue.

The first inch felt ordinary. The next did not. I took him deeper until my lips reached halfway down, then farther. My throat tightened. My eyes watered.

Nathan crouched beside me.

His thumb wiped a tear from my cheek.

“Look at me.”

I did.

Alexander’s cock moved slowly in my mouth while I watched my husband.

“How does he taste?” Nathan asked.

“Different. Good,” I said around him.

Alexander kept one hand in my hair.

“Tell him if you can take more.”

I dragged my lips back over the wet head.

“I can take more.”

Nathan wiped another tear from my cheek.

“Then show both of us.”

Alexander pushed deeper. My throat tightened around him.

“Look at your husband,” Alexander said.

I forced my wet eyes open.

Nathan’s fingers spread my cunt while Alexander moved in my mouth.

“Good little slut,” Nathan said. “Let him hear what his cock does to you.”

I moaned around Alexander until both men felt it.

My cunt clenched.

Alexander’s fingers closed around my hair.

Nathan watched him take control of my mouth.

“Use it,” Nathan said.

Alexander pushed his cock deeper. Slow at first. Then enough to make my eyes water.

Spit ran over my chin. I gagged and kept going.

The sound embarrassed me for half a second.

Then Nathan’s hand went between my legs.

Two fingers pushed into my wet pussy without warning.

“Jesus, Victoria.”

I moaned around Alexander. The sound vibrated through his cock.

Nathan curled his fingers inside me and my hips moved against his hand.

I was still angry, still scared, and already too wet to hide any of it.

Alexander pulled out of my mouth. Air came in with a broken breath. A string of saliva hung from my lip to the head of his cock.

“What are you?” Nathan asked.

His fingers stayed inside me. Curled. Waiting.

“Your wife.”

He pushed deeper.

“Not the answer.”

I knew what he wanted.

For one second I still tried to answer like the woman who ran a company and never lost control in front of anyone.

That woman was naked on her knees with another man’s cock wet from her mouth.

“Your slut.”

Nathan’s fingers fucked me harder.

“And his?”

I looked at Alexander.

“His tonight.”

Alexander’s face changed. The calm disappeared.

Nathan kissed me.

My saliva and Alexander’s taste were still on my mouth. Nathan took both while his fingers kept moving inside me.

“Good girl.”

My pussy clenched around his hand.

He stopped before I could come, stood, and pulled me up.

“Bed.”

Nathan took me into the bedroom. White sheets. Champagne. Towels at the foot of the bed. London outside the glass.

I did not care who could see.

Nathan sat against the headboard and opened his legs.

Alexander came behind me.

His hands closed around my waist. His skin was cooler than Nathan’s. His fingertips were rougher.

“Touch her,” Nathan said.

Alexander’s mouth moved over my shoulder. His hands covered my breasts and pinched my nipples hard enough to make me gasp.

I pushed my ass back against him.

His cock pressed between my cheeks.

Nathan watched every movement.

I watched my husband watch me lose the control everybody else feared.

Alexander’s hand slid down my stomach and rubbed my pussy.

His fingers slipped easily because I was soaked.

“She is fucking wet,” he said.

Nathan looked at me.

“Tell him why.”

Alexander’s fingers stayed deep inside my cunt.

“Because my husband is watching you touch me.”

Alexander curled his fingers and made my knees weaken.

“Only because he is watching?”

“No. Because I want your cock too.”

Nathan’s eyes darkened.

“There is the truth.”

I pushed back against Alexander’s hand.

“Then stop talking and make me wetter.”

Alexander laughed softly. “Gladly.”

Nathan watched without surprise. Alexander still looked shocked by how wet I was.

Alexander pushed two fingers into me from behind.

My head fell against his chest.

Nathan raised one hand.

“Bring her here.”

Alexander guided me to the edge of the bed.

I knelt between Nathan’s legs with Alexander behind me.

Nathan’s cock was hard in front of my face.

“Suck me.”

I opened my mouth and took him.

Alexander’s fingers left my pussy.

The foil tore behind me.

That small sound tightened my stomach.

I looked back and saw Alexander rolling the condom down his cock.

Nearly nine inches. Longer than Nathan. A little narrower. Too real now to call a fantasy.

Nathan caught my chin and turned me back.

“Eyes here.”

I looked at my husband with his cock still in my mouth.

“He is about to fuck me,” I said after pulling back.

Nathan held my chin.

“Tell him where.”

“In my cunt.”

“Tell him how much.”

I looked back at Alexander stretching the condom over his cock.

“Every inch.”

Alexander moved the head between my wet lips.

“Say it to me,” he said.

“Put your whole cock inside me while I look at my husband.”

Nathan pushed himself back between my lips.

“Now take us both.”

“And you are hard.”

“Very.”

“Jealous?”

His hand tightened in my hair.

“Suck.”

I took him deep enough to make my eyes water again.

Alexander opened my knees and lifted my hips.

The head of his cock pressed against my wet pussy.

I was so soaked that he slipped inside before he used any force.

The first inch made me moan around Nathan.

Alexander kept pushing.

My pussy opened around a cock it did not know. Longer. A different angle. New enough to make every muscle in my body pay attention.

I felt each inch because Nathan was in my mouth and I could not hide the sounds.

Alexander reached deep.

I gagged on my husband and grabbed his thighs.

Eleven years.

Eleven years and no other man had been inside me.

Now Alexander was buried in my pussy while Nathan held my hair and watched.

My body took him anyway.

That was what broke the last piece of control I had.

I pulled Nathan from my mouth and cried out.

“Fuck.”

Alexander stayed deep inside me.

Nathan held my face with both hands.

“Look at me.”

I did.

“Tell me.”

“He is deep.”

“Deeper than me?”

Alexander stayed buried while he waited for my answer.

“Tell him what you feel,” Nathan said.

I fought for breath.

“Alexander reaches deeper. You stretch me wider.”

Nathan’s thumb rubbed my wet lower lip.

“Which one is making you shake?”

“Both of you.”

Alexander pulled back an inch.

“Then ask me for the rest.”

“Put it back. All the way.”

He drove deep again and my cry broke between them.

“Do not flatter me.”

“I am not. I am comparing you because it makes your cock harder.”

His eyes changed.

“Provoking bitch.”

“Your provoking bitch.”

Nathan kissed me hard.

Alexander pulled back and pushed into me again.

The wet sound filled the room.

I moaned into Nathan’s mouth while another man fucked me from behind.

Alexander started with long strokes. Each one pulled almost all the way out, then buried him deep again.

His hips slapped my ass.

Nathan kept one hand on my face and kissed me through every stroke.

I could feel his jealousy in his mouth. Hard kisses. Teeth on my lip. His breath breaking whenever Alexander drove deeper.

I loved Nathan for staying close.

I loved that Alexander made staying close difficult.

“Harder.”

Nathan pulled away.

“Which one of us?”

“Both.”

Nathan kept his cock against my lips.

“Tell him how to fuck you.”

“Hard enough that I cannot hide what it feels like.”

Alexander’s hands tightened on my hips.

“And what do you want your husband to hear?”

“Every filthy sound you pull out of me.”

Nathan pushed into my mouth.

“Then stop trying to be quiet.”

Alexander grabbed my hips and started fucking me hard.

Nathan pushed his cock back into my mouth.

The suite filled with dirty sounds.

The bed hit the wall. Skin slapped skin. My pussy made a wet, filthy sound every time Alexander pulled out and drove back in.

I sucked Nathan with spit running down my chin.

His hand kept my hair out of my face so I had to look at him.

I had thought I would stay graceful.

I did not.

I drooled. I gagged. My mascara ran. Red lipstick covered my husband’s cock. Alexander fucked me so hard my breasts shook and my thighs burned.

I was naked except for diamonds and my wedding ring.

I looked exactly how I had wanted to look.

Nathan pulled out of my mouth.

“Say it.”

I dragged air into my lungs.

“I am your slut.”

“And his?”

Alexander slammed deep and I screamed.

“His tonight.”

“Say it right.”

I looked at Nathan while Alexander kept fucking me.

“I am the slut you gave him tonight.”

Alexander’s grip tightened on my hips.

Nathan’s thumb rubbed my swollen lower lip.

“Good girl.”

I came so hard my arms gave out.

My pussy clamped around Alexander and pulled a curse out of him.

Nathan caught me before my face hit the bed.

Alexander did not stop.

He fucked me through the orgasm until the pleasure became too sharp and another one started underneath it.

My legs shook. I screamed Nathan’s name, then Alexander’s, then nothing that sounded like a word.

Nathan held me up and watched every spasm.

“Eyes open.”

I forced them open.

He was jealous. Angry. Hard enough to hurt.

He was still there.

That made me come again.

I came again before the first orgasm had finished. My cunt pulsed around Alexander until his rhythm broke.

“She is squeezing me,” Alexander said.

Nathan held my face up.

“Tell her why.”

Alexander drove into me again.

“Because she is watching your cock in her mouth while mine fills her cunt.”

I moaned around Nathan.

“Say what you are coming on,” Nathan ordered.

I pulled off him just long enough to answer.

“Alexander’s cock.”

Nathan’s eyes went hard.

“And who are you coming for?”

“My husband.”

“Then look at me and do it again.”

“Where?” Alexander asked.

Nathan gripped my hair and pulled my face up.

“Her mouth.”

Alexander pulled out.

The empty ache made me whimper.

He removed the condom and moved in front of me.

Nathan pulled me upright by my hair.

“Open for him.”

I opened my mouth.

Alexander stood in front of me, his wet cock in his fist.

“Tell me you want it,” he said.

I looked at Nathan before I answered.

“I want you to come in my mouth while my husband watches me swallow.”

Nathan’s grip tightened at my jaw.

“Do not waste a drop.”

Alexander stroked himself over my tongue.

Nathan held my jaw and made me look at him.

The first hot pulse hit my tongue.

The next landed at the back of my mouth.

Alexander came while my husband watched me take all of it.

I swallowed.

Nathan kept his hand on my face.

“Open.”

I showed him my empty mouth.

“Good slut.”

The words made my sore pussy tighten.

Alexander stepped back, breathing hard.

Nathan pulled me onto the bed and spread my legs.

He looked at my wet, swollen pussy.

“He stretched you.”

“Yes.”

“Was it good?”

“Very.”

“Better?”

I grabbed the back of his neck.

“Different.”

His eyes narrowed.

“That answer again.”

“Then fuck me and give me another one.”

Nathan shoved his cock into me.

I screamed.

My pussy was sore, open, and soaked. Alexander had reached deeper. Nathan filled me thicker and harder, familiar enough to make my chest tighten.

He fucked me fast from the first stroke.

No slow beginning. No patience.

The bed hit the wall again.

Alexander sat near the headboard and watched.

Nathan held my throat and looked into my eyes.

“Who knows you?”

“You.”

“Who stays after?”

“You.”

“Who do you choose?”

“You.”

Nathan looked over my shoulder at Alexander.

“Tell me what you see.”

Alexander’s breathing was still rough.

“Your wife taking your cock after mine.”

Nathan drove into me hard enough to move the bed.

“No. My wife taking her husband while you watch what comes after a guest leaves.”

I grabbed his face.

“Then show him.”

He drove deeper.

“Say more.”

“I am your wife.”

“More.”

“Your slut.”

“More.”

I held his face and made him listen.

“The woman who chose this with you.”

Nathan’s expression broke.

He kissed me and kept fucking me.

The sheets smelled of all three of us. Sweat, latex, whiskey and come.

His fingers found my clit.

I was already close again. Sore, shaking, and greedy enough to want everything he had left.

“Come for me.”

I did.

My pussy clenched around him and I buried my face against his neck.

Nathan came inside me a second later.

I felt every pulse.

For a while none of us spoke.

The air conditioner hummed. Nathan stayed over me. Alexander sat at the edge of the bed and caught his breath.

Nobody knew what to say.

That was when the fantasy stopped feeling safe and started feeling real.


CHAPTER EIGHT

WHAT REMAINED

Alexander dressed without hurry.

That mattered.

He did not brag. He did not apologize. He used the bathroom, dressed, and gave Nathan and me space.

At the door, he kissed my forehead.

Not my mouth.

Then he shook Nathan’s hand.

“Thank you,” he said.

Nathan looked at him for a long second.

“Good night, Alexander.”

The door closed.

The lock clicked.

The click sounded louder than the sex had.

Nathan stood near the window.

I sat naked on the edge of the bed with my knees together. My makeup had run. The gold chain still circled my waist. The sheets smelled of sweat, latex, whiskey and come. Nathan’s come was still warm inside me.

Neither of us knew what to say.

The silence was a fucking mess.

I could hear the air conditioner, the pipes in the wall, and Nathan breathing by the window.

Every small sound made the room feel emptier.

Then my hands started shaking.

Not from cold.

The fear arrived after the sex, when there was nothing left to hide behind.

I had let another man fuck me while my husband held my face.

I had called myself a slut. I had swallowed Alexander’s come while Nathan watched. Then I had begged my husband to fuck me.

It was not a fantasy anymore.

I had done it. I could not take it back.

Nathan turned from the window.

He saw my hands.

He crossed the room without speaking, picked up a warm towel, and knelt between my knees.

The gesture almost made me cry.

He cleaned my face first. Mascara under my eyes. Lipstick on my chin. Then he wiped my chest, my stomach, my thighs.

When the towel moved between my legs, I flinched.

“Sore?”

“A little.”

He slowed.

His hand was steady. Mine was not.

“Nathan.”

“I know.”

“No, you don’t.”

He looked up.

The question felt stupid. Small. I had asked bankers for billions with less fear.

“Do you still love me?”

His face changed.

“Jesus, Victoria.”

“Answer.”

“More than before.”

My breath broke.

“Are you still jealous?”

“More than before.”

The first tear ran before I could stop it.

I covered my face.

Nathan pulled my hands away.

“Do not hide now.”

“I look awful.”

“You look like you got fucked.”

I stared at him.

He wiped the tear with his thumb.

“You got what you asked for. Now you are scared it cost too much.”

“Did it?”

“I do not know yet.”

“That hurts.”

“It is honest.”

I nodded.

I hated the answer. I trusted it.

Nathan sat beside me. I put my head on his shoulder.

For several minutes, we sat there and listened to the air conditioner.

“Did you hate him?” I asked.

“Sometimes.”

“When?”

“When he understood you.”

“Not when he fucked me?”

“That too.”

“Which was worse?”

Nathan looked down at his hands.

“Hearing him say why you wanted it.”

I knew what he meant. Alexander had named the part of me that wanted to put power down. Nathan had lived with that part for years without hearing me say it clearly.

“He did not know me better,” I said.

“He knew that piece.”

“Because I told him.”

“Before you told me.”

He was right.

I had told Alexander first.

“I’m sorry.”

Nathan looked at me.

“For wanting him?”

“For telling him before I told you.”

He nodded once.

“That hurt.”

“I know.”

“Do not do it again.”

“I won’t.”

I nodded.

That was the rule now.

He stood and held out his hand.

“Shower.”

We showered together.

The water was too hot. I stood with my back to Nathan while he washed my hair. His fingers worked through the pins, freeing each section. Red lipstick ran down the drain. Sweat and the smell of Alexander disappeared from my skin.

Nathan washed between my thighs with one hand while holding me against his chest with the other.

Nothing sexual in it.

That made it more intimate.

When we returned to the bedroom, the hotel had delivered clean sheets without entering. A sealed linen cart waited outside. Nathan remade the bed while I put on his shirt.

I watched him pull the corners tight.

“You are angry at the mattress,” I said.

“The mattress did nothing wrong.”

“Alexander?”

“He did exactly what we asked.”

“Me?”

He stopped.

“I do not know yet.”

The honesty hurt.

I nodded and climbed into bed.

Nathan turned off the lights and lay beside me.

I expected distance.

Instead, his hand found mine under the sheet.

For a long time, we stared into the dark.

“What did you think when he first pushed into me?” I asked.

Nathan’s hand went still.

“You want that answer tonight?”

“I need it.”

He breathed out.

“I wanted to pull him off you.”

My chest tightened.

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because you looked at me.”

“That stopped you?”

“You looked scared and happy at the same time. Then you reached for me.”

I remembered my hands closing around his thighs. His face above me. Alexander moving behind me.

“I was scared,” I said.

“I know.”

“Not of him.”

“Of me afterward.”

“Yes.”

Nathan turned toward me. I could not see his face, only the outline.

“I was scared too.”

“Of hating me?”

“Of liking it enough to hate myself.”

I moved closer.

“Did you?”

“Like it?”

“Yes.”

A pause.

“More than I wanted to.”

The answer loosened something painful in me.

“Which part?”

“Watching you fight the first time he went deep. Watching you decide not to stop. Hearing you call yourself my slut while his cock was in you.”

My cunt clenched under the sheet.

Nathan felt my thighs move.

“Even now,” he said.

“I cannot turn it off.”

“Neither can I.”

His hand moved over my hip. Not sexual. Just contact.

“Did you like swallowing him while I held your face?”

Heat spread across my face in the dark.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because it was filthy. Because you made me look at you while he came in my mouth. Because I swallowed another man and still felt like your wife.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened.

“You kissed me after.”

“You did not pull away.”

“I wanted to know what you had tasted.”

“And?”

Nathan’s fingers tightened around mine in the dark.

“I hated it. I wanted more of you anyway.”

“I know.”

We went quiet again.

Then I asked the question that had been hiding under all the others.

“Would you do it again?”

Nathan did not answer quickly.

“Not tomorrow.”

“I did not ask tomorrow.”

“Yes,” he said. “If it is with you. If I am not standing outside your secret.”

I brought his hand to my mouth and kissed his knuckles.

“Never again.”

We did not have sex again that night.

We did not need to prove anything with our bodies.

I fell asleep holding my husband’s hand while another man’s shape still lived in my muscles.

At some point before morning, Nathan pulled me against his chest.

I woke just enough to hear him whisper into my hair.

“Still here.”

I did not know whether he was talking to me or himself.

I answered anyway.

“Still here.”


CHAPTER NINE

MORNING GLASS

I woke after noon wearing Nathan’s shirt.

London had turned pale beyond the windows. Rain hung over the river. The room smelled like coffee, clean linen, and the faint remains of sex the shower had not removed from memory.

Nathan stood near the glass with a cup in his hand.

He was already dressed in trousers and a white shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows. He looked like he had been awake for hours.

“Did you sleep?” I asked.

“Some.”

“How much is some?”

“Enough to avoid making decisions before coffee.”

I sat up.

Every muscle between my hips reminded me of Alexander.

Nathan saw the way I moved.

“Sore?”

“You both tried to split me in different directions.”

His mouth almost smiled.

“He was longer.”

“You were rougher.”

“Which do you prefer?”

The question came too quickly to be casual.

I pushed the sheet away and stood. His shirt reached the tops of my thighs. Nothing beneath it.

“Come here.”

Nathan did not move.

“Answer first.”

“No.”

His jaw tightened.

I walked to him.

“No comparisons before you touch me.”

“You compared us last night.”

“Because you asked while his cock was in me.”

“And now?”

I took the coffee from his hand and placed it on the table.

“Now I want my husband.”

He looked at my face for several seconds.

“Come eat first,” he said.

“That sounded disappointingly responsible.”

“You had champagne, half a dinner, and two men. You need food.”

A tray waited near the sofa. Coffee. Toast. Fruit. Eggs under silver covers. The hotel had delivered it without knocking, which meant Nathan had called while I slept.

I sat across from him wearing his shirt.

For a few minutes, we ate like people who had not changed their marriage the night before. Butter on toast. Coffee poured. The quiet scrape of a knife over porcelain.

Then Nathan looked at my mouth.

“What?”

“You swallowed him.”

The toast stopped halfway to my lips.

“You were there.”

“I know.”

“Then why say it now?”

“Because breakfast is normal, and I cannot make last night feel normal.”

I put the toast down.

“Do you want it to?”

“No.”

“Neither do I.”

He rubbed one hand over his jaw.

“Did you like that part?”

“Swallowing him?”

“Yes.”

The direct word made my face warm. After everything we had done, I could still blush over breakfast.

“I liked looking at you while I did it.”

“That was not the question.”

“Yes. I liked it.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened around his cup.

“Why?”

I thought before answering.

“Because I was on my knees with another man’s come in my mouth, and you still looked at me like I was yours.”

“You were.”

“I know.”

His eyes dropped to the open collar of his shirt on me.

“Did you feel like his?”

“For a few minutes.”

The answer hurt him.

I reached across the table.

“That was part of what I wanted. To give something away without losing where I came home.”

Nathan took my hand.

“Do not use home as a bandage.”

“I’m not. I’m telling you what it felt like.”

He nodded slowly.

“What remained?” he asked.

“Of what?”

“Him.”

The question was not only about smell or soreness.

I answered both.

“My thighs hurt. My mouth remembers him. I can still hear the bed hitting the wall.”

Nathan’s eyes darkened.

“Anything else?”

“I know another man can make me come.”

His hand closed over my hip.

“That bothers you?”

“It scares me.”

“Why?”

“Because I liked it more than I expected.”

His grip tightened.

I put my palm over his heart.

“And I loved you more than I expected while it happened.”

He looked away toward the city.

“That sounds designed to fix the first answer.”

“Then look at me and decide whether I’m lying.”

Nathan faced me.

I held his gaze.

The truth was not clean. Alexander had felt good. His size had shocked me. His mouth had made me shake. I wanted to remember it.

None of that reduced Nathan.

It made the space between us feel larger.

“I’m not lying,” I said.

“I know.”

His hand moved under the shirt.

He found me bare.

“No panties.”

“Your shirt was enough.”

“Turn around.”

I faced the window.

London spread across the glass. In the reflection, Nathan stood behind me. He lifted the shirt over my hips.

Finger-shaped marks colored my skin. One set from him. One from Alexander.

Nathan touched the marks that were not his.

His thumb moved slowly over the bruise.

“Do you hate seeing that?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Does it make you hard?”

His cock pressed against my ass.

“Yes.”

I smiled at our reflection.

“Both can be true.”

“Do not turn this into a lesson.”

“Fuck the lesson out of me.”

He opened his trousers.

The zipper sounded loud in the quiet room.

Nathan bent me toward the glass and pushed two fingers through my cunt. I was already slick. My skin left a faint mark against the cold window.

“You wake up wet thinking about him?” he asked.

“Thinking about last night.”

“Not the same thing.”

“It includes you.”

He slapped my ass.

“Still giving careful answers.”

I looked back.

“I woke up remembering his cock in me and yours in my mouth. Happy?”

“Getting there.”

He pushed into me.

He stopped only when his whole cock was inside my sore cunt.

“Tell me what I feel like after him.”

I watched our reflection in the glass.

“Thicker.”

“More.”

“Familiar. Harder. Mine.”

His hand closed around the back of my neck.

“Do not call my cock yours while another man’s marks are on your ass.”

“Then fuck me until I forget whose fingers left them.”

I gasped against the glass.

Sore muscles protested. My cunt took him anyway, thicker than Alexander, familiar enough that I knew the exact angle before he moved.

Nathan started slowly.

That surprised me.

His hands held my hips. His mouth touched the back of my neck. Each stroke was deep and controlled, nothing like the desperate sex after Alexander came.

“Tell me when it hurts,” he said.

“It hurts.”

He stopped.

I pushed back.

“I didn’t say stop.”

“Brat.”

“You like me difficult.”

“I liked you better on your knees.”

My cunt tightened around him.

“Liar.”

He drove harder.

The window gave a small creak beneath my palms.

We both froze.

A cart rolled through the hallway outside the suite. Wheels over carpet. Soft voices. A knock sounded at the door across from ours.

Nathan stayed buried in me while we listened.

The risk made my pulse race.

“Quiet,” he whispered.

“Make me.”

Nathan covered my mouth with one hand and drove deeper.

The cart stopped outside our door.

“Tell me without making a sound,” he whispered against my ear. “Whose cock is in your cunt?”

I mouthed the word into his palm.

Yours.

He smiled against my neck and fucked me harder while footsteps passed outside.

Slower. Meaner. Each stroke pushed a small breath from my mouth. I watched the reflection of his face over my shoulder. His eyes never left mine.

“Who do you see?” he asked.

I looked at our reflection. Nathan’s hair was messy from sleep. My cheek pressed against the window. Marks crossed my ass. His shirt hung open over my breasts.

No magazine would have printed that version of us.

“My husband.”

“Who saw you last night?”

“Both of you.”

“Who sees you now?”

“Only you.”

“Then tell me what only I can see.”

His cock dragged through the soreness Alexander had left.

“Your wife taking you while another man’s marks are still on her.”

“And what does that make you?”

“Still yours. Still dirty. Still wanting more.”

His fingers found my clit.

My orgasm tightened fast. Nathan rubbed my clit harder while his cock dragged through the soreness Alexander had left.

I came with my forehead against the glass.

No scream. Just a broken sound and my cunt pulsing around him.

Nathan followed, his teeth at my shoulder, his hands holding me in place.

We stayed there while the city moved below us.

When he pulled out, I turned and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“Better than him?” he asked against my hair.

I bit his lower lip.

“You know better than to ask after you already won.”

This time, he smiled.


CHAPTER TEN

THE OWNER’S SUITE

Before we left London, I insisted on inspecting one of the hotels we had just bought.

The Halcyon sat in Mayfair behind a stone front discreet enough to hide three hundred years of money. Sterling Industries had owned it for less than forty-eight hours. Half the staff had not met me. The other half had been warned that the new CEO might arrive without notice.

I arrived without notice.

Nathan knew why before the car stopped.

“You are not here to inspect plumbing,” he said.

“I care deeply about plumbing.”

“You were sore this morning.”

“I recover quickly.”

He looked at my skirt.

“What are you wearing under that?”

“Find out.”

The general manager met us in the lobby. Mr. Fletcher was sixty, silver-haired, and so perfectly trained that his surprise appeared only in the pause before my name.

“Mrs. Sterling. Mr. Sterling. We were not expecting you until next month.”

“That is why we came today.”

He recovered immediately.

The lobby smelled like beeswax, lilies, and old wood. A pianist played near the bar. Guests drank tea under chandeliers that had survived two wars and several terrible renovations.

Fletcher walked us through the public rooms, kitchen, wine cellar, and spa. I asked questions. Staffing ratios. Occupancy. Deferred maintenance. Security protocols.

Nathan followed with his hands in his pockets and the patience of a man waiting for me to admit the inspection had another purpose.

It did.

The owner’s suite occupied the top floor.

No guest could book it. The previous family kept it for private visits and affairs they did not want on hotel records.

Fletcher opened the door with a brass key.

“The suite has not been used since March,” he said. “Housekeeping refreshed it this morning.”

A drawing room opened toward tall windows. Beyond it, a bedroom held a carved four-poster bed, a marble fireplace, and furniture heavy enough to bruise.

I ran one finger over a mahogany dresser.

No dust.

“Who has access?” I asked.

“Myself, the head housekeeper, and the night manager.”

“Cameras?”

“Corridor only. None within the suite.”

Nathan coughed into his hand.

Fletcher did not react.

“How quickly could someone enter after knocking?” I asked.

This time, the general manager looked at me.

“Staff are trained to wait for acknowledgment.”

“How long?”

“At least thirty seconds.”

Nathan walked toward the bedroom to hide his smile.

I continued the inspection for another ten minutes. Fire exits. Panic buttons. Private elevator. Then I told Fletcher we wanted to speak alone about the acquisition.

He bowed slightly.

“Of course. I will be downstairs.”

The door closed.

Nathan counted under his breath.

“One. Two. Three.”

I turned the lock at seven.

“Thirty seconds,” I said.

“You asked him.”

“Risk management.”

“You brought me into a newly acquired hotel and interviewed the manager about how long we have to fuck.”

“That is why I’m good at my job.”

Nathan crossed the room.

“What are you wearing?”

I stepped back.

“You have to inspect the asset.”

He caught me near the dresser.

My skirt was black, narrow, and cut below the knee. He pushed it up slowly.

Black stockings.

Garter belt.

No panties.

Nathan stopped.

“You walked through the hotel like this.”

“With the new owner.”

His fingers slid between my legs.

I was already wet.

“Still thinking about Alexander?”

“I was thinking about you finding this.”

“Liar.”

“A little.”

His hand closed around my throat.

“Better.”

He turned me toward the dresser.

My palms met polished wood. The mirror showed us from the waist up. Me in a white silk blouse and pearls. Nathan behind me in a dark suit.

From a distance, we looked ready for a hotel brochure.

Then he lifted my skirt over my ass.

“Tell me what happened in this room before we owned it,” he said.

“Affairs.”

“How many?”

“Fletcher said private visits. That means enough to require a separate key.”

Nathan unbuckled his belt.

“And now?”

“Now the owners are using it.”

The belt snapped free.

I heard every sound. Metal on wood. Zipper. His breath near my ear. The old floor creaking beneath his shoes.

He pushed two fingers into me.

“Still sore?”

“Yes.”

“Want me to stop?”

I looked at him in the mirror.

“Do I look like I want you to stop?”

“You look like a spoiled bitch wearing pearls.”

My cunt clenched around his fingers.

“Your spoiled bitch.”

“Say it again.”

“I’m your spoiled bitch.”

He removed his fingers and shoved his cock into me.

I bit down on a cry.

The dresser moved an inch.

A drawer rattled.

Nathan looked at the mirror.

“Quiet.”

Then he fucked me hard enough to make the furniture strike the wall.

The first knock came less than a minute later.

Three soft taps.

We froze.

Nathan was deep in me. My skirt was around my waist. My blouse had come open enough to show my bra.

“Mrs. Sterling?” Fletcher called through the door.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

Nathan’s cock moved once while buried in me because he laughed without sound.

I dug my nails into the dresser.

“Yes?” I called.

My voice came out almost steady.

“The head housekeeper has informed me of a problem with the private elevator. May I send engineering?”

Nathan pulled almost all the way out.

I turned my head, horrified.

He pushed back in slowly.

My mouth opened.

I covered it with one hand.

“Not yet,” I answered.

Nathan did it again.

Long, slow, silent.

I shook around him.

“How long will you require?” Fletcher asked.

Nathan’s hand went under my blouse and covered my breast.

He pinched my nipple while moving another inch.

I wanted to kill him.

I wanted him to keep going.

“Ten minutes,” I said.

Nathan’s mouth touched my ear while Fletcher was still outside.

“Tell him you will be finished.”

I tightened around Nathan’s cock.

“We will be finished in ten minutes,” I said through the door.

Nathan pushed deep and held there.

“Good owner.”

“Of course.”

Footsteps moved away.

We waited until the corridor went quiet.

Nathan met my eyes in the mirror.

“Ten minutes.”

“He will come back.”

“Then come before he does.”

“You think you can make me?”

Nathan pulled almost all the way out.

“Watch the mirror and count how many times my whole cock disappears before you lose that voice.”

He drove back in.

“One,” I gasped.

“You are an asshole.”

“You asked for risk.”

“I asked whether staff knock.”

“Now you know.”

He started again.

Knowing Fletcher would return made my cunt clench around Nathan. I pushed back hard. The dresser hit the wall again, and I could not keep it quiet.

“Fletcher can hear,” I whispered.

“Then tell me what he hears.”

Nathan slammed deep.

“The new owner getting fucked against her own furniture.”

“Louder.”

“He hears you fucking me.”

“And if he knocks again?”

“You keep your cock inside me while I answer.”

“Then tell him the new owners approve the furniture.”

I laughed, and the laugh broke into a moan.

Nathan grabbed my hair.

“Look at yourself.”

I did.

Pearls at my throat. Blouse open. Skirt at my waist. My husband’s hand in my hair while he fucked me over furniture that belonged to my company.

“What do you see?” he asked.

“Your cock inside the woman who owns this hotel.”

“Not enough.”

The dresser struck the wall again.

“A CEO trying not to scream while her manager waits ten minutes away.”

Nathan grabbed my jaw and kept my eyes on the mirror.

“And whose spoiled cunt is making that noise?”

“Yours.”

“And what are you?”

“The owner.”

He slapped my ass.

“Try again.”

“A whore in her own hotel.”

“Better.”

His fingers reached around and rubbed my clit.

I came fast because I had been close since the knock. My knees gave. Nathan held me against the dresser while my cunt pulsed around him.

He covered my mouth before the cry escaped.

The hand smelled like my own sex from his fingers.

That made the orgasm roll again.

Nathan came with his mouth against my ear.

“Good girl.”

Two minutes later, we were dressed.

I fixed my lipstick. Nathan moved the dresser back into place. It left a pale line in the carpet and a small dent in the wallpaper.

“That will appear in the maintenance report,” he said.

“I own the maintenance report.”

We opened the door at exactly ten minutes.

Fletcher had come back after ten minutes and stood near the elevator with an engineer.

His eyes moved once to my hair, then to Nathan’s open collar, then to the dresser visible through the doorway.

His face remained perfect.

“Mrs. Sterling,” he said. “The elevator is ready.”

“Excellent.”

I walked past him without slowing.

At the lift, Fletcher spoke quietly.

“For future private visits, the service switch can disable corridor calls for thirty minutes.”

I looked at him.

He looked straight ahead.

“Thank you, Mr. Fletcher.”

“Of course.”

The elevator doors closed.

Nathan started laughing.

I hit his chest with my handbag.

Then I laughed too.

The private lift stopped one floor below the lobby. The doors did not open. A red light blinked above the panel.

“Engineering,” Nathan said.

“Do not start.”

He pressed the call button.

Fletcher’s voice answered through the speaker.

“Mr. Sterling? A brief reset. Twenty seconds.”

Nathan covered the speaker with one hand.

“Twenty seconds.”

“You are impossible.”

He pushed me against the mirrored wall and kissed me anyway. I tasted laughter and the last of the afternoon’s whiskey. My skirt was straight, my lipstick repaired, but his come was still warm between my thighs.

The elevator hummed back to life.

Nathan moved away one second before the doors opened into the lobby.

Guests turned toward us. Fletcher stood near reception with the same perfect face.

I walked out first.

Nathan followed, close enough to whisper.

“You are dripping in your new hotel.”

I kept smiling.

“And you are paying for the carpet.”

That was the moment the night at the Shard stopped feeling like a wound we needed to study.

It became part of our marriage.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE COST OF KNOWING

The world did not change because I had fucked another man.

Monday still arrived.

Markets opened. Sterling employees asked for approvals. Reporters called about the hotel acquisition. I wore navy, sat in my Manhattan office, and signed documents while Alexander’s cock remained a private memory between my husband and me.

That was the strange part.

I had expected guilt to announce itself.

It did not.

What I felt was sharper. I knew more about myself, and I could not unknow it.

I liked another man’s mouth on me.

I liked the size of him.

I liked Nathan’s jealousy.

I liked being called a slut while wearing diamonds that could pay off a building.

None of that fit the woman people believed ran Sterling Industries.

It fit me perfectly.

The first public event after London was an awards dinner at the Plaza.

I wore dark green. Nathan wore black. Photographers called our names outside while he kept one hand at the small of my back. The same hand had held my face while Alexander fucked me.

Nobody knew.

That secrecy turned every camera into a private joke.

A reporter asked how the hotel acquisition would change Sterling’s European strategy. I answered without pausing. Cost controls. Historic assets. Long-term positioning. Clean words for a clean audience.

Nathan listened beside me.

When the reporter moved away, he bent close.

“You sound convincing.”

“I know what I’m talking about.”

“Not the hotels.”

I looked at him.

His thumb rubbed the bare skin above my dress.

“You look like nobody has ever seen you on your knees.”

My pussy tightened beneath the silk.

“Nobody here has.”

“I have.”

“So has Alexander.”

Nathan’s hand pressed harder at my back.

I smiled for another camera.

That was how we learned to carry the secret in public. A name whispered during a photograph. A hand on my thigh beneath a charity table. A text during a speech.

At the Plaza, I received one while accepting an award for global leadership.

Your panties are still in my pocket.

I looked toward Nathan’s table.

He lifted his glass.

I had given him the black lace in the car.

The ballroom held six hundred people. My name stood ten feet high on the screen behind me. I thanked my board, my employees, and my husband while thinking about the damp fabric folded against his chest.

Nathan sent another message before I left the stage.

Say something true.

I looked at him across the lights.

“Success is private before it becomes public,” I told the room. “The part that matters happens where nobody is watching.”

Applause rose.

Nathan smiled because he knew exactly what I meant.

Afterward, in the private elevator, he returned the panties.

I held them in my palm.

“Still wet,” he said.

“Your speech was boring.”

“Your award was heavy.”

“Jealous?”

“Of a statue? No.”

“Of Alexander?”

The doors opened before he answered.

We stepped into our apartment.

Nathan took the award from my hand and placed it on the kitchen counter. Then he pulled the black lace over my head and tied my wrists with it.

“Ask again,” he said.

I looked at the panties around my wrists.

“Are you jealous of Alexander?”

“Yes.”

“Still?”

“Every time I remember his cock in you.”

The honesty made me wet enough to feel it on my thighs.

“Good,” I whispered.

Nathan turned me toward the island and lifted my dress.

“That is a dangerous answer.”

“You like me dangerous.”

“I like you honest.”

He fucked me with my wrists tied in my own panties and the leadership award watching from the counter.

That was the first time I understood London had not been a single night.

It had changed the language of everything we already did.

Nathan and I made rules on Tuesday night at our kitchen island.

No hidden messages.

No private meetings.

No one invited without both of us seeing the full conversation.

Either of us could stop a night before or during it.

Nobody came between us afterward. No sleeping over. No romantic promises. No pretending a guest belonged in the marriage.

Nathan added one more.

“You tell me before you tell them.”

I knew what he meant.

The fantasy had belonged to Alexander for a month before Nathan knew it existed.

“Yes,” I said.

“Even if you think I will hate it.”

“Especially then.”

He nodded.

Then I added mine.

“You do not become a spectator unless you choose it.”

Nathan raised an eyebrow.

“Worried I looked small?”

“No. Worried I treated you like a chair in the first version of the fantasy.”

He looked at me for a long moment.

“You did.”

“I know.”

“You fixed it.”

“We fixed it.”

That night, Alexander sent one message.

Thank you for trusting me with the room.

I showed Nathan before answering.

He read it twice.

“What do you want to say?”

“Thank you for leaving when it was over.”

“Send that.”

I did.

Alexander never asked for another night.

That made the first one complete.

For almost two weeks, Nathan and I had sex every day.

Sometimes slow. Sometimes ugly. Sometimes he asked me to describe Alexander. Sometimes I refused and made him work for it. Sometimes I caught Nathan watching a woman at dinner and felt something hard twist under my ribs.

Jealousy looked different from my side.

It made me angry.

It also made me wet.

One evening, a woman at a charity auction touched Nathan’s arm and laughed too close to his mouth.

I watched from across the room.

He knew.

His hand settled at her waist for one polite second while he moved past.

That second followed us home.

I pushed him against the elevator wall before the doors closed.

“Enjoying yourself?”

“A little.”

“Asshole.”

“Jealous?”

“Very.”

The elevator rose toward our apartment. Mirrored walls showed me in a black gown and Nathan with another woman’s perfume near his collar.

I smelled it when I kissed his neck. Rose and amber. Not mine.

My stomach twisted.

“She touched you here.”

“She touched my arm.”

“Her perfume is on your throat.”

“Maybe she leans badly.”

I bit him.

Nathan laughed and caught my jaw.

“Careful, bitch.”

“Your bitch.”

The elevator reached the penthouse.

I pulled him out by the tie and did not stop until his back hit the kitchen island. The same island where he had found Alexander’s message.

That felt right.

I dropped to my knees and opened his trousers.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Removing her from you.”

“With your mouth?”

“Do you have a better idea?”

I took his cock before he answered.

Nathan’s hand closed over my hair. My lipstick marked him. I sucked hard, angry enough to use teeth carefully and greedy enough to take him deep.

The woman at the auction had smiled at him. She had touched his arm. That was all.

It was enough to make me kneel in a gown worth twelve thousand dollars and suck my husband like I had something to prove.

Nathan looked down at me.

“She made you this hungry?”

I pulled off.

“You made me this hungry.”

“Better answer.”

I stood and pushed the gown from my shoulders. It fell around my heels. No bra. Black panties. Nathan hooked both thumbs into them and tore one side.

“Those were new.”

“Bill me.”

He lifted me onto the island. The marble was cold under my ass.

“Tell me what you wanted to do when she touched me.”

“Drag her away.”

“Then?”

“Make her watch me suck you.”

“Then?”

I spread my knees.

“Let her see you fuck me.”

Nathan pushed two fingers through my cunt.

“Would you let her touch me?”

The answer hurt.

“Yes.”

“Would you watch?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like it?”

I grabbed his shirt.

“I would hate it.”

He pushed his fingers deeper.

“Not what I asked.”

“Yes. I would like it too.”

Nathan kissed me.

He shoved his cock into me while I was still saying yes. The island shifted beneath the force. My heels struck the cabinet. A bowl of lemons rolled and hit the floor one by one.

The stupid sound made us both laugh.

Then he fucked the laughter out of me.

“Who owns the room now?” he asked.

“I do.”

He slapped my thigh.

“Wrong.”

“We do.”

“Better.”

He rubbed my clit with the same fingers that had been in me. I came hard, gripping the edge of the island while his mouth covered mine. Nathan followed with my name against my lips.

Afterward, we sat on the kitchen floor among the fallen lemons.

I rested my head on his shoulder.

“I understand you better now,” I said.

“The jealousy?”

“The fear that liking it makes you stupid.”

Nathan kissed my hair.

“It makes us dangerous.”

“That sounded like a line from a bad novel.”

“You married me anyway.”

His smile told me the second door had already started moving.


CHAPTER TWELVE

ABOVE THE ATLANTIC

Six weeks after London, Nathan and I flew home from Toronto after closing his clean-energy fund.

It was his deal, not mine. I had attended the dinner, smiled for photographs, and watched three pension executives congratulate him as if they had invented him. Nathan had raised four billion dollars in a market that had spent the year telling him no.

I was proud of him.

I was also irritated by the woman from Montreal who kept touching his sleeve during dessert.

That was new.

Before London, I would have noticed her and forgotten her. After London, every look had weight. A woman watched Nathan cross a room, and I wondered what she imagined. Her mouth. His hands. My place close enough to see it.

Jealousy had made the world crowded.

The jet climbed through rain. The flight attendant served champagne and closed the partition.

I wore black trousers, a cashmere sweater, and no plan to seduce anyone.

Nathan kept looking at me anyway.

“What?” I asked.

“You stared at Claire through the entire dessert course.”

“Who?”

“The woman from Montreal.”

“I did not know her name.”

“You looked interested enough to ask.”

“She touched you four times.”

“You counted.”

“I count everything.”

Nathan smiled into his champagne.

“There is the CEO.”

“Do not enjoy this.”

“Too late.”

I looked out the window. Clouds flashed white beneath the wing.

“I was thinking about Julian,” I said.

Nathan’s smile disappeared.

He knew the name.

Julian Moreau had been in my MBA program twelve years earlier. Brilliant. Rich before graduation. Engaged to a woman his family had selected when he was twenty-one. We competed for grades, internships, professors, and the last word in every room.

We almost slept together once.

It happened after a case competition in Boston. We had won. Everyone else went drinking. Julian and I remained in an empty classroom arguing about which of us had saved the presentation.

He kissed me against the whiteboard.

I opened his belt.

Then his fiancée called.

He answered.

I left before he ended the call.

We never tried again.

I told Nathan that story before we married. I had not told him how often I remembered the shape of Julian’s cock through his trousers or the sound he made when I bit his lower lip.

That changed on the jet.

“He contacted me this morning,” I said.

Nathan placed his glass on the table.

“About what?”

“Dinner in New York.”

“Business?”

“That is how he wrote it.”

“And how did you read it?”

“As a man checking whether an old door still opens.”

Nathan’s eyes stayed on mine.

“You are telling me first.”

“That is the rule.”

“What do you want?”

I could have hidden behind history. Closure. Curiosity. Competition.

No more hiding.

“I want to fuck him.”

The engines hummed under the floor.

Nathan breathed out through his nose.

“Because you almost did before me?”

“Partly.”

“The rest?”

“I want him to see what I became.”

“He can read Forbes.”

“Not the company. Me. With you.”

Nathan leaned back.

“You want to make him jealous.”

“Yes.”

“And then reward him.”

“Maybe.”

“That is cruel.”

“You like me cruel.”

“Sometimes.”

I lifted my glass.

“There is someone else.”

His eyebrows rose.

“Of course there is.”

“Isabelle Laurent.”

“Who is she?”

I opened my phone and showed him a photograph.

Isabelle wore a silver dress at a Paris fashion dinner. Tall. Black hair at her jaw. Long legs crossed beneath the table. Her face looked bored. Her eyes did not.

Nathan studied the photograph too long.

My stomach tightened.

“She is a designer,” I said. “Former model. Julian’s occasional companion.”

“Occasional?”

“They attend events together. They sleep together. They do not pretend ownership.”

Nathan handed the phone back.

“Why would she come to our dinner?”

“Julian says she is curious about you.”

He looked pleased for half a second.

I saw it.

“Do not.”

“Do not what?”

“Make that face.”

“What face?”

“The one you made when Alexander’s photograph arrived.”

Nathan laughed.

“Jealous already?”

“She has not arrived.”

“Not an answer.”

I stood and walked toward the bedroom.

Nathan followed.

The narrow door closed behind us.

“Victoria.”

I turned.

“Yes. I’m jealous.”

“How jealous?”

“Enough to hate her mouth.”

“She has a beautiful mouth.”

I shoved him against the wall.

“You looked.”

“You showed me.”

“You could have looked faster.”

“You looked at Alexander’s cock for a month.”

That shut me up.

Nathan took my wrists and held them over my head with one hand.

“You wanted equal,” he said.

“I wanted honest.”

“Then ask honestly.”

I hated how difficult the question felt.

“Do you want her?”

He did not soften the answer.

“Yes.”

The word hurt.

My pussy tightened at the same time.

Nathan’s other hand opened my trousers.

“Does that hurt?”

“Yes.”

His fingers slid under my panties.

“Does this look hurt?”

He pushed two fingers through my soaked cunt.

My head struck the wall.

“Fuck you.”

“That is a plan, not an answer.”

He moved his fingers slowly.

“Say her name.”

“No.”

“You said Alexander’s on this jet.”

“You made me.”

“I remember.”

His thumb rubbed my clit.

I tried to close my thighs. His leg kept them apart.

“Say it.”

“Isabelle.”

He curled his fingers.

I gasped.

“Again.”

“Isabelle.”

“What will she do?”

“Kiss you.”

“More.”

“Touch you.”

“Where?”

I looked at him.

His face was calm. His fingers were cruel.

“Your cock.”

“More.”

“She’ll suck you.”

Nathan’s fingers curled inside me.

“Tell me how you see it.”

“Her on her knees. Your hand in her black hair. Her mouth stretched around your cock while she looks at me.”

“What will you say to her?”

My cunt tightened around his fingers.

“Take all of my husband, you greedy bitch.”

Nathan’s breath changed.

“And what will she say back?”

“That Julian is doing the same thing to me.”

Nathan’s cock pressed hard against my thigh.

“And you?”

“Watch.”

“Only watch?”

“No.”

“Tell me.”

I pictured the four of us in our penthouse. Julian behind me. Isabelle on her knees in front of Nathan. My husband looking at me while another woman’s mouth moved over him.

Jealousy knotted my stomach.

My cunt got wetter around his fingers.

“Julian will fuck me,” I whispered.

“While Isabelle sucks me.”

“Yes.”

“Look at me.”

I forced my eyes open.

“Say the whole thing.”

“Julian will fuck me while Isabelle sucks you.”

I came before the last word left my mouth.

My knees failed. Nathan held me against the wall while my cunt pulsed around his fingers. I bit his shoulder to keep quiet. The jet carried us through black sky while jealousy tore through me and turned into something I wanted more of.

When the shaking stopped, Nathan brought his wet fingers to my mouth.

“Taste what she does to you before she even arrives.”

I sucked them clean.

He watched my cheeks hollow around his fingers.

“Good girl.”

I opened his trousers.

“My turn.”

Nathan caught my chin.

“Are you punishing me or thanking me?”

“Both.”

I dropped to my knees.

His cock came out hard. I took the head into my mouth and tasted salt. Nathan’s hand went into my hair.

“Show me what she’ll do,” I said around him.

Nathan held my head still.

“She will look at you while she takes me.”

He pushed deeper into my mouth.

“She will know every inch belongs to your marriage before it touches her.”

I pulled back with spit on my lips.

“Then make me practice watching.”

“Look at the empty seat.”

I turned my eyes toward the chair across the cabin and imagined Isabelle sitting there with her legs crossed, watching my husband use my mouth.

“Tell her what she gets tomorrow,” Nathan said.

“One night. One cock. And my eyes on her the whole time.”

I sucked harder.

“Then show me what you want her to do.”

His fingers tightened.

He guided my head slowly, making me take him deep. My eyes watered. I held his thighs and let him use my mouth while imagining Isabelle in my place.

The thought hurt enough to make me suck him harder.

“Jealous little bitch,” Nathan said.

I pulled back with spit on my chin.

“Your jealous bitch.”

“Would you let her watch this?”

“Yes.”

“Would you let her taste me after you?”

My stomach turned.

My pussy clenched.

“Yes.”

“Would you kiss her?”

That image surprised me.

Isabelle’s mouth after Nathan came. My hand at her jaw. Julian watching.

“Yes.”

Nathan pushed deep enough to make me gag.

I took it.

His breath broke. His hips moved once, then again. I kept my eyes on his face because that was the rule we had never needed to write down.

He came across my tongue.

I swallowed every pulse.

When I stood, I kissed him and let him taste himself.

“Invite them,” he said against my mouth.

“Both?”

“Both.”

“No one left behind.”

“Never.”

I returned to the main cabin with my lipstick ruined and sent Julian the message.

Dinner. Our place. Bring Isabelle.

His answer arrived three minutes later.

I was hoping you would say that.

Nathan read it over my shoulder.

“He sounds confident.”

“He always was.”

“I look forward to disappointing him.”

I smiled.

“That makes two of us.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE SECOND DOOR

Julian arrived in New York on a Friday night.

I changed dresses three times.

Black looked too much like London. Red looked like I had something to prove. I chose white because it made Nathan laugh.

“You have never looked innocent in your life,” he said.

“Good.”

The dress fit close through the waist and fell below my knees. Two narrow straps crossed my bare back. I wore a single diamond at my throat, no bra, and white lace panties I did not expect to keep.

Nathan stood behind me at the mirror and fastened the necklace.

“Regret the first door?” he asked.

“No.”

“Regret wanting the second?”

I watched his hands at my neck.

“Ask me tomorrow.”

He smiled.

We had used that answer before.

The dining room was set for four. Low candles. Dark wine. A chef had prepared dinner and left. No staff would return before morning.

This time, I had made sure the dresser was far from the wall.

Nathan noticed when I checked.

“Planning ahead?”

“Learning from London.”

“Fletcher would be proud.”

I threw a napkin at him.

The private elevator chimed downstairs.

A security screen showed Julian and Isabelle entering the building.

Twelve years disappeared when I saw him.

Julian still wore arrogance well. Dark suit. Black hair shorter than I remembered. The same smile that used to make me want to beat him in class and drag him into an empty office afterward.

Beside him stood Isabelle.

Tall. Silver dress. Black hair cut at her jaw. One hand rested on Julian’s arm, but her eyes went directly to the camera.

To Nathan.

She smiled as if she already knew the size of his cock.

My pussy tightened.

Nathan noticed.

He always noticed.

His hand moved to my waist.

“Jealous?”

“Shut up.”

“She hasn’t touched me.”

“Keep talking and she never will.”

“Liar.”

The elevator climbed.

Ten floors.

Twenty.

Thirty.

I could hear my pulse and the soft hum of the climate system. Nathan smelled like cedar soap and the bourbon he had not finished. I wondered what Isabelle would smell like against him.

I hated myself for wondering.

Nathan turned me toward him.

“No secrets.”

“None.”

“No one left behind.”

“Never.”

“If you hate watching her?”

“I tell you.”

“If I hate Julian?”

“You tell me.”

“The marriage stays in the middle.”

I touched his wedding ring.

“Always.”

The elevator reached our floor.

Before the doors opened, Nathan kissed me.

Hard. Possessive enough to smear my lipstick. His hand slid down my back and grabbed my ass through the white dress.

“She is going to watch you come,” he whispered.

My breath caught.

“I know.”

“And you are going to watch her suck me.”

I got wet immediately.

“Bastard.”

“Your bastard.”

The doors opened.

Julian stepped out first.

He stopped when he saw me.

For one second, neither of us was rich or married or standing in a penthouse over Central Park. We were twenty-six again, alone after a case competition, his hand at my waist and my mouth one inch from his before pride ruined everything.

Then Isabelle stepped out behind him.

Her gaze moved over Nathan slowly.

My nails pressed into my palm.

Julian recovered first.

“You still know how to arrive.”

“You still confuse waiting with patience.”

His smile deepened.

The smell of him reached me. Coffee, tobacco, expensive soap. Almost the same as twelve years earlier.

Almost.

Isabelle looked at my mouth, then at Nathan’s hand around my waist.

“Julian promised dinner,” she said.

Her American English carried a soft French edge.

“He often promises more than he can deliver,” I answered.

Julian laughed.

Isabelle did not look at him.

She looked at Nathan.

“And after dinner?”

Nathan’s thumb pressed into my hip.

I felt the first clean cut of jealousy.

It hurt.

It made my cunt wetter.

“After dinner,” I said, “we see who is still hungry.”

Isabelle stepped closer to Nathan.

Not touching. Close enough that I could smell her perfume. Jasmine and smoke.

“I already am,” she said.

Nathan looked at me.

He did not hide his interest.

Good.

Painful, but good.

Julian came close until only a few inches remained between us.

“You still owe me an answer,” he said.

“Ask the question properly.”

His eyes dropped to my breasts beneath the white dress.

Then he looked at Nathan.

“Do you want me to fuck you while your husband watches?”

Nathan made a low sound beside me.

I smiled.

“Not exactly.”

Julian’s eyebrow rose.

I took Nathan’s hand and placed it on Isabelle’s waist.

Her breath changed.

My stomach twisted.

Then I put my palm on Julian’s chest.

“My husband doesn’t sit in corners,” I said. “And neither do I.”

Isabelle’s fingers touched Nathan’s open collar.

The first touch lasted one second.

It was enough.

My pussy clenched so hard I had to breathe through it.

Nathan saw.

His mouth curved.

“Still hungry?” he asked me.

“Starving.”

I stepped aside.

Julian and Isabelle crossed into our home.

The dinner lasted forty-three minutes.

I knew because I looked at the clock when Isabelle’s bare foot touched Nathan’s ankle beneath the table.

Julian had been telling a story about Paris. I stopped hearing him.

Nathan did not move his leg away.

Isabelle took a sip of wine and watched me over the rim.

She wanted me to know.

I held her eyes.

Then I slid my foot between Julian’s shoes and pressed my heel against his calf.

His sentence stopped.

Nathan looked at me.

There it was. She touched my husband. I touched Julian. Nobody at the table could pretend this was only dinner.

Julian put his hand on my knee beneath the table.

Nathan saw the movement in my face.

Isabelle saw him see it.

Nobody pretended to care about dessert.

“Show me the apartment,” Isabelle said to Nathan.

My fork stopped.

Nathan wiped his mouth with the napkin.

“Victoria designed most of it.”

“Then she can show Julian.”

The room went silent.

Julian’s thumb moved once against my knee.

Nathan waited for me.

He would not leave the table unless I chose the next step with him.

I placed my napkin beside the plate.

“Start with the bedroom,” I said.

Isabelle smiled.

Nathan stood.

Isabelle held out her hand.

He took it.

I watched her fingers close around my husband’s.

My pussy clenched hard enough to hurt.

Julian felt it. He had always noticed when I lost control.

“Jealous?” he whispered.

“Shut up.”

“She is going to suck him.”

“I know.”

“And you are going to watch.”

“I know, fuck.”

He laughed under his breath and slid his hand higher under my white dress.

“Then stop shaking and show me what London taught you.”

I stood.

Nathan looked back at me while Isabelle led him toward our bedroom.

I held his eyes while Julian’s fingers reached the wet lace between my thighs.

Nathan and Isabelle disappeared down the hall. Our bedroom door closed. I heard the lock click.

Julian rose behind me and held out his hand. “They won’t wait.” I put my hand in his. “Neither will we.”

Julian pulled me close enough that his mouth touched my ear.

“Tell me what you want before we reach the bedroom.”

I watched the closed door where Nathan had disappeared with Isabelle.

“I want to hear her choke on my husband while you put your cock inside me.”

Julian’s hand tightened around mine.

“Then stop walking so slowly.”

Four adults.

Two old fantasies.

One white dress already wet over my pussy.

The second door was open.

I followed them through it.
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