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Chapter 1: The intern

⚜

The scratch marks on Blake's back caught the morning light as he reached for the coffee grinder.

I watched from the kitchen island, silk robe slipping off one shoulder, a sweet ache settling low every time I shifted on the barstool. Blake's muscles shifted beneath tanned skin as he worked - shirtless, gray sweatpants slung low on his hips, utterly at ease in our home in a way that still sent a small thrill through me even three months in.

"You're staring," he said without turning around.

"I'm admiring my handiwork." I gestured at the red lines decorating his shoulders. "You should wear a shirt to the office today."

Blake glanced over his shoulder, gray eyes finding mine with that flat, intent look that always made me feel like I was being read. "Maybe I'll tell them my wife did it."

"I'm not your wife," I reminded him, though the word sent a warm pulse through my chest.

"No." He rounded the island, his 6'6" frame dwarfing me even on the elevated stool, and tilted my chin up with one finger. "You're something better." He kissed me - slow, possessive, tasting of the coffee he'd already sampled. His thumb traced the edge of my jaw while his other hand slid inside my robe, finding my breast with casual ownership, rolling my nipple between his fingers until I arched into his palm.

"Blake." I set my hand against his chest, feeling his heart thud steady and slow. "Victor will be down any minute."

"And?" His mouth moved to my neck.

That was the thing about our arrangement - the new one, the real one. There was no and. Within these walls, we were available to each other. All of us, anytime. No bracelet needed, no signal, no negotiation. The gold bracelet that had once marked me as accessible to Victor's executive team sat forgotten in a drawer, retired the night the three of us had redefined everything. Now the only boundary was a closed door. Anything else was open.

Three months ago I'd kissed Blake in his office without the bracelet on, and everything had broken open. Victor had found us. What had followed - the confrontation, the negotiation, the impossible proposition - should have destroyed us. Instead it had become the most honest thing any of us had ever done. We'd been building a life out of it since: figuring out who slept where (Blake stayed three or four nights a week, kept clothes in our closet), who cooked (me, mostly, though Blake made an excellent steak), how to be something the world didn't have a word for.

Victor still felt like home. Blake felt like hunger. Between them, I'd stopped pretending I wanted less.

Victor appeared on the stairs, already dressed in a charcoal suit, phone pressed to his ear. He took in the scene - Blake's hand inside my robe, my flushed cheeks - and raised an eyebrow with the half-smile that meant he was filing this away for later.

"That's fine, Sarah. Push the ten o'clock to eleven," he said into the phone, crossing to the coffee Blake had poured for him. He mouthed thank you at Blake, pressed a kiss to the top of my head, and continued his call while checking his watch.

It still caught me sometimes - how ordinary it could feel. Victor rearranging his schedule, Blake touching me like it was his right, coffee going cold while I sat between them trying to breathe normally.

"I need to tell you both something," Victor said, pocketing his phone. He leaned against the counter, coffee in hand, blue eyes bright with what I'd come to recognize as his idea face. "I got board approval for a CEO mentorship program. We bring in promising students for a semester, pair them with senior leadership. Good for the talent pipeline, good for Pinnacle's reputation."

"Sounds corporate," Blake said, releasing me to refill his mug.

"It is. That's the point." Victor set his cup down. "The first intern is a nineteen-year-old from Indiana. Brilliant applicant - top of her class, sharp as hell. The board is thrilled. But there's a problem." He looked at me. "The program doesn't have residential infrastructure yet. She can't afford anything near the office on an intern stipend."

I heard what he wasn't saying. A beat of silence stretched out.

"She can have the spare room," I said.

Blake's expression hardened. He set his mug down with deliberate care. "You want to move a stranger into our apartment."

"It's a large apartment," Victor said.

"That's not the issue, and you know it." Blake's jaw flexed. "We have a dynamic here. A private one. You want to drop someone in the middle of it?"

"She's a professional intern, not a child," Victor said. "And we're perfectly capable of being discreet in our own home. Closed doors exist for a reason."

I watched them face off - Victor calm and strategic, Blake bristling with territorial resistance. The familiar push-pull that made our dynamic work also made decisions like this combustible.

"Blake," I said quietly. He turned to me, and I could read the real concern beneath his irritation. Not logistics - vulnerability. We'd built something extraordinary behind these walls. Introducing an outsider threatened the ecosystem. "She'll be down at the end of the hall. We'd just need to be mindful."

"Mindful," Blake repeated flatly.

"Aware of closed doors. That's it." I held his gaze. "The dynamic doesn't change."

A muscle jumped in his jaw. He stared at me for a long moment, then at Victor, then exhaled through his nose. "If this becomes a problem, she finds other housing. Non-negotiable."

"Agreed," Victor said, extending his hand. Blake took it - the same firm shake that had sealed their first arrangement, and their second. "She arrives Saturday."

Saturday came with September sunshine and crisp autumn air, the city looking scrubbed clean and freshly lit. I'd spent the morning on the spare room - fresh linens, new towels, a small vase of white dahlias on the nightstand. I'd shifted Blake's few remaining things into the master closet earlier, leaving the room clean and entirely hers. I told myself the flutter of anticipation was simply the novelty of a houseguest.

Blake had stayed over Friday night and was sprawled on the couch, reading something on his tablet, when the concierge buzzed.

"Miss Novak is here," came the tinny voice through the intercom. "Shall I send her up?"

I smoothed my sundress - fitted, navy, nothing special - and pressed the button. "Please."

The private elevator opened, and Lily Novak stepped into our foyer.

My first thought was: she's so small.

She stood maybe 5'1" in her white sneakers, dragging a single rolling suitcase that looked almost as big as she was. An oversized cream cardigan swallowed her slender frame, hanging past her fingertips, paired with simple jeans and a plain t-shirt. Honey-blonde hair fell to her shoulders, framing a heart-shaped face with wide blue eyes that were currently trying to take in the entirety of our penthouse in a single overwhelmed sweep.

"Oh," she breathed, her gaze catching on the floor-to-ceiling windows, the skyline beyond. "This is - wow."

"Lily." I stepped forward, hand extended. "I'm Josie. Welcome."

Her hand was small in mine - a grip that was firm despite it. Up close she had the posture of someone trained for it, a straight back and deliberate way of carrying herself that her nervousness couldn't quite shake. She looked young until she started talking.

Blake had risen from the couch. In the open expanse of the living room his size was simply a fact, but standing ten feet from Lily the scale was almost startling - she barely reached his chest, and his hands could probably span her entire waist. His gaze swept over her involuntarily, the way it always did: visual inventory he couldn't suppress. I watched his eyes register the narrowness of her, the wide blue eyes looking up at him with open fascination. Then his expression shuttered, professionally pleasant.

"Blake Davidson," he said, offering his hand. "Marketing Director at Pinnacle. I believe you'll be shadowing my department."

Lily's hand disappeared entirely inside his. "Mr. Davidson. I've read your campaign analyses - the Meridian pivot study was brilliant."

Something flickered across Blake's face - surprise, maybe, at being complimented by someone who'd clearly arrived with actual homework done. "Thank you," he said simply, releasing her hand.

I caught the moment Lily's gaze tracked down Blake's body - the fitted black t-shirt, the hint of tattoo at his collar - before she caught herself and looked away, a pink flush blooming across her fair cheeks.

Something warm shifted in my chest. Not jealousy. Nothing that clean.

Victor arrived from his home office and the introductions flowed easily from there. He was in full charming-CEO mode - attentive, welcoming, asking about her program and her studies. Lily was sharper than I'd expected. Beneath the cardigan and the wide eyes, there was a quick intelligence that surfaced in pointed questions about Pinnacle's market positioning and a dry observation about their competitor's rebrand that made Victor laugh out loud and Blake glance at her with reassessing eyes.

I gave her the tour. The spare room drew a gasp - generous by any standard, with its own en suite bathroom and a window overlooking the park. "This is bigger than my dorm room back home," she said, running her fingers along the duvet. "Bigger than my bedroom back home, actually."

"Where in Indiana?" I asked, leaning against the doorframe.

"Millbrook. Population four thousand on a good day." She smiled, but something tightened at the edges. "It's the kind of place where everyone knows your business and has an opinion about it."

"Sounds suffocating."

"You have no idea." The words came out with more heat than she probably intended. She caught herself, smoothing her expression. "Sorry. I just - this is a big change for me. A good one."

"No apology needed." I studied her - the relief beneath the nervousness, the way she kept touching things in the room as if confirming they were real. This wasn't just an internship for Lily Novak. It was an escape.

I left her to unpack and returned to the kitchen, where Blake was leaning against the counter with his arms crossed.

"She's young," he said.

"She's nineteen. And she's sharp."

"She's young." His gray eyes held mine. "Josie."

I heard the warning in his tone - the protectiveness beneath the caution. "I know," I said softly. "We'll be careful."

He nodded once, pushed off the counter, and headed toward the master bedroom to change for the gym. I watched him go, noting the tension in his shoulders that had been absent an hour ago.

I made dinner. It was the simplest gesture of welcome I knew - chicken with lemon and herbs, roasted vegetables, a salad, good bread. The kind of meal that said this is your home too without making a production of it.

Lily appeared in the kitchen while I was chopping rosemary, having changed into leggings and an oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder, revealing the delicate architecture of her collarbone. Her feet were bare, toenails painted a pale pink.

"Can I help?" she asked.

"You can handle the salad." I nudged the cutting board toward her.

We cooked together in the easy silence that forms between women in a kitchen - a rhythm of reaching around each other, passing ingredients, falling into a wordless choreography. She was competent with a knife, efficient in her movements, and she asked questions about the recipe that told me she actually cooked rather than just microwaved.

"My mom taught me," she offered when I commented. "Church potlucks every Sunday. If you couldn't make a casserole by twelve, you were basically a disappointment to God."

I laughed, surprised by her wry humor. "Strict upbringing?"

"You could say that." Her smile had that tightness again. "Evangelical. The kind where they check your hemline before youth group."

"And now you're interning at a tech company in the city."

"And living in a penthouse with strangers." She glanced at me, a flash of genuine warmth breaking through her composure. "The Lord works in mysterious ways."

Something about the way she said it - the gentle irreverence, the relief shimmering beneath the joke - made me want to reach out and touch her. I didn't. But the impulse registered, warm and unexpected.

Blake and Victor returned within minutes of each other - Blake from the gym, damp-haired and radiating heat, Victor from a final round of emails. We sat around the dining table, the four of us, and the conversation flowed more easily than I'd anticipated. Victor drew Lily out about her coursework. Blake, despite himself, engaged when she asked intelligent questions about campaign metrics. I watched her across the table, noting how she absorbed everything Blake said - not just listening but studying him, her attention moving across his face and shoulders with a focus that was either naive or fearless. Both, maybe.

Midway through dinner, Lily's phone buzzed on the table. Her hand shot to it, and I watched her expression shift - the warmth draining, her jaw tightening. She flipped the phone face-down with a controlled movement that didn't match her easy demeanor.

"Everything okay?" I asked.

"Fine." A bright, manufactured smile. "Just spam." She reached for her water glass, and I noticed her fingers weren't entirely steady.

I let it go. People were entitled to their private complications. But something about the way her body had tensed - those narrow shoulders curling in, the phone pressed flat against the table as if trying to smother whatever was on the screen - filed itself away in my mind.

The evening wound down naturally. Victor excused himself to his office for a late call with Tokyo. Blake retreated to the living room with a bourbon and his tablet. Lily helped me clear the dishes, insisting when I told her she didn't need to.

"You cooked," she said simply. "I clean. That's how it works."

Standing at the sink beside her, I became aware of the physical proximity in a way that felt heightened - the brush of her bare arm against mine as she handed me a rinsed plate, the scent of her shampoo, something clean and faintly sweet. She reached across me for the dish towel and her hip pressed against mine. Heat moved through me in a slow wave that had nothing to do with the water.

"Sorry," she murmured, stepping back.

"Don't be." My voice came out steady. The rest of me didn't feel steady at all - something had pulled low in my stomach, sharp and specific, and I knew it wasn't simply the warmth of a good dinner.

Later, after Lily had said goodnight and disappeared down the hall, I found Blake on the couch. I curled into the space beside him, tucking my legs beneath me and leaning into his warmth.

"She fits," I said.

Blake's arm settled around my shoulders. "She's been here six hours."

"I know. But she fits." I tilted my head against his chest. "This could be good, Blake."

He didn't answer immediately. His fingers traced absent patterns on my upper arm while the city glittered beyond the windows.

"She can't take her eyes off this place," he said finally, his voice low. "Off all of us." A pause. "Looks at us like she's starving and someone just set the table."

The image settled between us, vivid and charged. I pressed my thighs together, surprised by the heat that pooled there.

"We need to be careful," I said, meaning it.

"Yes," Blake agreed. "We do."

We went to bed - our bed, the master suite. Blake stayed, as he often did on weekends. Victor on my left, Blake on my right, me in the middle. The arrangement that had felt strange at first now felt like the only way to sleep - bracketed by warmth, by weight, by the competing scents of Victor's cedar aftershave and Blake's clean skin.

I was drifting toward sleep when Blake's hand found my hip in the dark, and I let my body answer. We were quiet - quieter than usual, some instinct neither of us acknowledged keeping us hushed. Victor's breathing stayed steady beside us.

Afterward, I lay staring at the ceiling, body still humming, when I heard it.

The soft creak of a door.

Footsteps in the hallway, feather-light. A pause outside our bedroom.

Our door was open - left that way out of habit, without thinking about what it signaled to anyone beyond the three of us.

The footsteps retreated. Another soft creak. Silence.

Lily's room was at the end of the hall. She would have passed our door on the way to the kitchen, on the way to anywhere. And our door had been open, and the sounds we'd made hadn't been nothing -

She'd heard us.

The realization sent a bolt of heat through me so sudden and intense that my breath caught. I pressed my hand flat against my stomach, feeling the muscles clench beneath my fingers. Lily had stood in the hallway outside our open door. Lily - who had watched Blake across the dinner table with that open, hungry focus. Who had flushed pink when he'd caught her looking. Who had stood in our kitchen asking questions and absorbing everything and looking, always looking, like she was cataloguing every detail of a life she wanted to understand.

I should have felt mortified. We had a nineteen-year-old intern down the hall, and we'd been careless.

But the feeling flooding through me wasn't embarrassment. It was arousal - sharp and disorienting and very specific. Not just the idea of being overheard. The image of her in the hallway, barefoot, wide-eyed, frozen. Her lips parting. That pink flush moving up her fair skin.

I rolled onto my side, breathing slowly, trying to quiet the pulse hammering between my legs. Blake's arm tightened around me in his sleep. Victor murmured something unintelligible.

It meant nothing. She was getting water. She'd heard the city, maybe, not us.

But my body didn't believe the rationalizations, and it was a long time before I slept.
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Chapter 2: Watching

⚜

Lily's first week unfolded in a series of small collisions.

Monday morning she appeared at breakfast in a fitted blouse and pencil skirt - office clothes that transformed her from the barefoot girl in the oversized cardigan into something sharper, more deliberate. The skirt ended just above her knee, and I noticed the way the fabric pulled across her narrow hips when she reached for the coffee pot.

"I'm shadowing the marketing team today," she said, pouring carefully. "Blake mentioned a brand audit presentation this afternoon."

"Blake mentioned," Victor repeated, amused, glancing at me over his newspaper.

Blake was already dressed - charcoal shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms, the dark edge of his tattoo just visible at his collar. He leaned against the counter eating a piece of toast and didn't look up from his phone. "Nine sharp, conference room B. Don't be late."

"I won't be." Lily's chin lifted slightly, and I caught the flash of determination beneath her nerves - the same fierce competence I'd glimpsed on her first night.

She left with Victor, the two of them sharing the elevator down, and the penthouse settled back into its morning quiet. Blake finished his toast, rinsed the plate, and picked up his bag.

"She looked good," I said, and immediately wasn't sure why I'd said it.

Blake paused at the elevator, gray eyes finding mine. "She looked nervous." A beat. "I'll keep an eye on her."

"On her work," I corrected.

His mouth twitched - not quite a smile. "That's what I said."

The days passed, and the atmosphere in the penthouse shifted by degrees.

We tried to be discreet. Doors closed when they needed to be closed. Blake modulated his voice. I bit my lip instead of crying out. But the penthouse wasn't designed for secrets - sound carried through the high ceilings and open architecture, and Lily's room was down the hall from ours with nothing between us but empty air and plaster.

By Wednesday I'd stopped pretending I didn't notice Lily watching us.

Her eyes tracked to the marks on my neck - fading bruises from Blake's mouth that my hair couldn't quite cover. Her gaze dropped to Blake's hand when it settled on my hip in the kitchen, possessive and casual. She catalogued the way Victor touched the small of my back when he passed behind me, the way Blake held my chair at dinner, the way both men looked at me when they thought no one was paying attention.

Nothing got past her. And my body knew it.

Her attention had a physical weight I couldn't explain or control. When she studied Blake's hand at my waist, my nipples tightened beneath my shirt. When her focus lingered on my neck, heat pooled low in my stomach. I'd spent months being looked at by powerful men - desired, appraised, used - and none of their gazes had done what Lily's quiet observation did to my body. There was something about the hunger in it, the innocence layered over fascination, that bypassed every defense I had.

Thursday evening, I came home from a run to find Lily on the balcony, phone pressed to her ear, her body angled away from the glass doors. Her voice carried on the autumn air - tight, controlled, nothing like her usual warmth.

"I said no. It's over, and I don't know how many times - I told you. Stop calling me."

She jabbed the screen and gripped the railing, shoulders rigid. I stood just inside the doorway, deciding whether to announce myself or retreat.

Lily turned and saw me. For a fraction of a second her face was naked - raw frustration, a thread of fear - and then she smoothed it into a smile that didn't reach her eyes.

"Hey. Good run?"

"Who was that?" I asked gently.

"Nobody. Just - someone from home who doesn't understand boundaries." She tucked her phone into her back pocket and crossed her arms over her chest. The breeze caught her hair, and she looked very young standing against the skyline. "It's handled."

It wasn't handled. Her voice had been shaking. But I recognized the way she held her body - chin up, shoulders drawn in, silently begging me not to press - and I let it go.

"Dinner in an hour," I said. "Blake's making steaks."

Her smile softened into something real. "I'll set the table."

Friday afternoon, I'd pulled the jewelry box from the walk-in closet - one of those periodic reorganizations where everything gets dumped onto the console table in the entryway and sorted. The gold bracelet had been at the bottom, buried under tangled chains and earrings I never wore.

Lily came through the front door, kicking off her flats. She'd been at the office - a good day, judging by the brightness in her eyes and the energy in her step.

"The presentation went really well," she said, dropping her bag on the bench. "Blake said my competitive analysis was the strongest slide deck the team's produced this quarter."

"He doesn't say things like that lightly."

"I know." Her smile was incandescent - genuine, pleased, totally unguarded. Then her attention drifted to my hands, to the tray I was rearranging, and I watched her expression shift.

She reached past me and picked up the gold bracelet.

It sat in her small palm, catching the late-afternoon light - delicate, expensive, the clasp worn smooth with use. She turned it over, studying it with that absorbing attention she gave everything.

"This is beautiful," she said. "I haven't seen you wear it."

My pulse stuttered. The bracelet that had marked me as available to Victor's executive team. The symbol of an arrangement that had nearly destroyed us and then rebuilt us into something better. Retired the night Blake became ours - or we became his.

"It's old," I said, taking it from her fingers. The metal was warm from her hand. "I don't wear it anymore."

"Why not?"

Because it means something you don't know about yet. Because if I told you what it meant, you'd either run or never leave.

"It belonged to a different version of my life," I said. I set it back in the tray and turned it face-down. "Wine?"

We opened a bottle of the good Sancerre. Then a second.

Dinner was easy - pasta and salad, nothing elaborate. The four of us around the table, candles lit, the city glittering beyond the windows. Lily had relaxed into a languid warmth, her cheeks pink, her laugh coming quicker. She'd curled her legs beneath her on the dining chair, her bare feet tucked under her thighs, and the pose made her look impossibly small and entirely at home.

By ten she was yawning.

"I'm done," she announced, rising and stretching in a way that pulled her thin sweater tight across her small breasts. "That wine hit me harder than I expected."

"Sleep well," Victor said.

"Goodnight, Lily," Blake added from the couch, where he'd already settled with a bourbon.

She padded down the hall, and I heard her door close. A few minutes later the strip of light beneath it went dark.

We gave it twenty minutes. Then thirty, to be safe.

Victor poured me another glass. Blake rose from the couch and crossed to where I sat at the dining table, pulling me to my feet by my wrist. He kissed me - hard, demanding, tasting of bourbon and hunger that had been leashed all week. His hands slid under my shirt, found bare skin, and I gasped against his mouth.

"Bedroom," Victor said, and it wasn't a suggestion.

We made it down the hall - Blake's arm around my waist, Victor close behind us. The bedroom door swung wide. I started to reach for it.

"Leave it," Blake said.

I hesitated. But Lily was asleep - her light had been off for half an hour, and two bottles of wine and a long first week made sleep feel like a safe bet. The Sancerre had loosened something in all of us, and the habit of an open door ran deeper than a week of caution. It was our rule, the foundation of everything we'd built in these walls.

I left it.

Blake stripped me with efficient hands - shirt over my head, bra unclasped, pants peeled down my legs. I stood naked between them in the dim amber glow of the bedside lamp, and Blake walked me backward until my shoulders hit the mattress.

He covered my body with his, and the shock of his weight - all six feet six of him, dense muscle and radiating heat - pressed the air from my lungs in a rush that was half gasp, half moan. His hands found my wrists and pinned them above my head, one large hand circling both, holding me immobile with casual strength.

"Don't move," he murmured, his mouth dragging down my throat.

Victor appeared at the head of the bed. He'd undressed to the waist, his broad chest filling my upside-down vision as he sat against the headboard. His hand cupped my jaw, tilted my head back. I opened my mouth for him and felt the heavy slide of him across my tongue.

Blake notched himself at my entrance and pushed in with one long, unrelenting stroke that forced a muffled cry around Victor's cock. He was thick - always thick, always that initial shock of being stretched beyond what I thought I could take - and the angle with my wrists pinned and my back arched drove him deep enough that I felt him in my ribs.

He set a rhythm - slow, grinding, each thrust a deliberate full withdrawal and deep reentry that made the bed creak and sent white sparks cascading through my vision. I tried to meet him, but his weight held me flat, his hips controlling every point of contact. Victor's hand stroked my hair while I worked my tongue and lips around him, the dual sensation of being filled at both ends sending me into that floating space where thought dissolved and there was only the body, only sensation.

Blake's hand that wasn't pinning my wrists found my breast, rough fingers rolling my nipple until I whimpered. His pace increased - harder now, each stroke jolting me forward so that Victor slid deeper into my mouth. I was dripping; I could feel myself slicking his shaft, hear the wet sounds of him moving inside me, and the obscenity of it wound the tension tighter.

"You've been needing this all week," Blake said, low and certain. "I can feel how tight you are."

I couldn't answer - Victor was too deep, and Blake's next thrust stole the last coherent thought I had. I was close, the orgasm building in concentric waves from where Blake filled me, radiating outward through my thighs and stomach and chest -

And then I felt it.

A presence. A shift in the air. Something at the edge of perception that didn't belong to the three of us.

I opened my eyes.

Lily stood in the doorway.

She was frozen - one hand on the doorframe, barefoot in an oversized t-shirt that stopped at mid-thigh, her honey-blonde hair tousled from sleep. Her lips were parted, her wide blue eyes enormous in the low light, and her gaze was locked on the place where Blake's body joined mine.

Our eyes met.

I should have panicked. Should have pushed Blake away, covered myself, said something rational to Lily standing in our doorway watching her hosts fuck. Instead heat flashed through me at the thought of being spread open for Blake while she watched. Blake chose that exact moment to shift his angle, grinding against the spot inside me that made everything go white, and what came out of my mouth wasn't a warning - it was a moan, raw and uncontrolled, spilling around Victor's length.

Lily didn't move. She could have turned away - but her fingers tightened on the doorframe, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips parted. Even in the dim light I could see the flush crawling up her throat, her nipples pressing against the thin cotton of her sleep shirt. Her thighs pressed together beneath the hem, and I knew - with a certainty that hit me like a fist - she was wet.

She's watching me. She's watching Blake inside me. She chose to stay.

The orgasm hit so hard my spine bowed off the mattress.

It ripped through me with a violence that arched my spine off the mattress, tore a sound from my throat that I'd never heard myself make, and clenched me so tight around Blake that he swore and gripped my hip hard enough to bruise. I came and came and came, wave after wave, my vision whiting out, my entire body convulsing - and through all of it, through the shattering, obliterating pleasure, I held Lily's gaze.

Blake saw her. I felt the moment his rhythm broke, felt his head turn, and then his hips slammed forward with new force. He didn't stop. Didn't cover me, didn't close the door. He fucked me through the aftershocks with his eyes locked on the girl in the doorway - long, brutal strokes that pushed guttural sounds from my overstimulated body - and when he came, it was with a groan that resonated through his chest into mine, his cock buried deep, his gaze still fixed on Lily.

She broke first. A sharp intake of breath, almost a whimper, and then she was gone - a flash of bare legs disappearing down the hall, the soft thud of her door.

Victor finished in my mouth a moment later, his hand tight in my hair, murmuring my name. I swallowed, eyes closed, body still pulsing with aftershocks.

Blake collapsed beside me, breathing hard, one arm thrown over his eyes. Victor's hand continued stroking my hair.

Nobody mentioned what had just happened.

Even after the hall went quiet, I could still see Lily's face behind my eyelids - the parted mouth, the flush, the way she'd looked at Blake inside me like she'd never wanted anything more.

When Blake finally pulled his arm away and looked at me, the expression in his gray eyes confirmed what my body already knew. He'd felt it too - that jolt of electricity when Lily's presence had turned the act into performance, had transformed private pleasure into something witnessed and therefore magnified.

"She should have turned around," he said quietly.

"She came to watch," I whispered.

He held my gaze for a long moment, then turned away.

Saturday was torture.

Lily emerged for breakfast twenty minutes after Victor and Blake. She wore jeans and a loose top, her hair pulled back, and she didn't look at any of us when she poured her coffee.

"Morning," I said from the stove, keeping my voice neutral. Scrambled eggs. Normalcy.

"Morning." Her voice was steady. Her ears were bright red.

She sat at the counter and ate with her eyes fixed on her plate. Victor carried the conversation - weekend plans, a fundraiser next week, something about a board meeting - and Lily offered monosyllabic responses. Blake ate in silence, his expression unreadable.

When Lily rose to help clear plates, she reached for the same dish I did. Our fingers brushed. She jerked her hand back as if I'd burned her, mumbled something about needing a shower, and disappeared down the hall.

The whole day passed like that. Lily orbiting the edges of the penthouse, present but unreachable - headphones in on the couch, a book she wasn't reading on the balcony, her door closed for hours in the afternoon. Every time we occupied the same room, the air between us felt pressurized. She wouldn't meet my eyes. She flinched when Blake walked past her to the kitchen. At lunch she ate standing at the counter and retreated before anyone could sit down.

I replayed the doorway in my mind on a loop - how still she'd gone, her fingers white on the doorframe, the tiny sound she'd made before running. Even after hours of distance, my pulse jumped every time the memory surfaced, and I had to brace myself against whatever surface was nearest.

By evening, I couldn't stand it anymore.

Blake and Victor were watching a game in the living room, the volume low. I walked past them down the hall to Lily's door. A strip of light glowed beneath it. I knocked softly.

"It's me."

A pause. Then: "Come in."

She was sitting cross-legged on the bed, laptop open but forgotten, still in the same jeans and loose top. Her face was freshly washed, her honey-blonde hair tucked behind her ears, and her wide blue eyes tracked me with the wariness of a deer scenting something it couldn't identify.

I closed the door behind me and leaned against it. "We need to talk about last night."

"I know." She pulled her knees to her chest, wrapping her arms around them. "I'm sorry, Josie. I heard - I thought something was wrong, and then I saw - I should have walked away. I should have -"

"Stop apologizing." I kept my voice gentle but firm. "We left the door open. That was our carelessness, not yours."

"It's not about the door." Her voice cracked. She pressed her forehead to her knees, and when she looked up, her eyes were shimmering. "I just stood there. I don't know what's wrong with me."

Nothing, I wanted to say. Nothing is wrong with you. I came harder watching you watch me than I have in weeks, and I haven't been able to stop thinking about the way your thighs pressed together.

"What you saw last night is how we live," I said instead. "The three of us. It's not something we're ashamed of, and you don't need to be ashamed for walking into it."

Lily hugged her knees tighter. "I'm not ashamed of seeing it." The words came out fractured, barely audible. "I'm ashamed of how it made me feel."

My breath snagged. My thighs tightened, and I had to press my back harder against the door to stay upright. The want was so immediate and disorienting that for a moment I couldn't speak.

"How did it make you feel?" I asked. My voice was steady. The rest of me was not.

Lily looked at me across the small room, and I watched the war play out across her face - the evangelical upbringing, the shame, the hunger, the need. Then her chin lifted, that same fierce determination I'd seen on her first day.

"I couldn't look away," she said. "I've been thinking about it all night. All day. I keep seeing -" She stopped, swallowed hard. "I should probably find other housing."

"No." The word came out before I'd decided to say it, sharp and certain. I took a breath, softened my voice. "No. This room is yours regardless - that has nothing to do with last night. You're not going anywhere."

Her eyes widened. The shimmering became something more complicated than embarrassment - relief tangled up with a raw, desperate want that she couldn't hide and had clearly spent the whole day trying to.

"Okay," I said softly. I didn't cross the room. Didn't sit on her bed. Didn't explain what it meant, what any of it could become. I let the truth sit between us, quiet and heavy, already changing the shape of the room.

"Okay," Lily echoed, barely a whisper.

I opened the door and stepped into the hallway. My hands were trembling. Behind me, Lily sat on her bed in the lamplight, and the silence between us felt like the held breath before a freefall.


⚜




Chapter 3: The rule

⚜

The acknowledgment changed everything, even though nothing physical had happened yet.

Lily stopped pretending she wasn't looking. I stopped pretending I didn't feel it.

Sunday she emerged from her room in a tank top and sleep shorts, bare legs on display, her honey-blonde hair loose and slightly tangled. She poured coffee standing close enough that her hip grazed mine at the counter - not an accident this time, no flinched apology. Just the press of warm skin through thin cotton, held a beat too long before she drifted to the dining table.

Blake's coffee stalled halfway to his mouth as she crossed the room. He set it down without drinking, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly, and returned to his tablet.

That was Sunday.

By Monday Lily had traded her oversized cardigans for fitted tops. By Tuesday she was leaving the top buttons open, showing the pale upper curve of her chest, and her office skirts had crept shorter - still professional, still within bounds, but the fabric pulled across her compact frame in ways that held the eye. She sat closer to Blake at the kitchen island. She lingered in doorways when I passed. She looked at us now with her chin up, no longer ashamed of her curiosity - a composure that would have read as boldness on someone older, but on her had the particular quality of someone who'd decided to stop flinching.

By Tuesday the air in the penthouse felt sealed and hot, every room holding the same charge.

I was hyperaware of every accidental touch, every charged pause. On Tuesday evening she walked through the living room while Blake had me pressed against the kitchen counter, his mouth at my ear, his hand resting low on my hip. Lily's step faltered. Her gaze went to Blake's hand, to the way my body curved into his, and I watched her throat move before she continued past. She didn't hurry. She was still watching when she disappeared around the corner.

Blake's fingers tightened on my hip. "This isn't sustainable," he murmured against my neck.

"I know."

"She's practically daring us."

"I know that too."

His hand fell away. He stepped back, put distance between us with the controlled deliberateness of a man exercising restraint he resented. Through the kitchen doorway I could hear Lily's bare feet on the hardwood, the soft creak of the balcony door. The autumn air off the terrace carried the faint smell of the city below - exhaust and rain, something cool and distant.

Neither of us moved toward each other. The tension was its own presence in the room, and I was so wet I could feel it. Blake stood rigid at the counter. I'd been walking around like that all evening, all day, the want with nowhere to go - and his eyes told me he knew it.

We stood there until the moment passed. Then he poured himself a glass of water and drank it at the counter with his back to me. I smoothed my shirt and looked out the window at the skyline and thought about Lily on the balcony, her bare arms in the dark, looking out at the same lights.

The next evening, Lily was on the terrace when I stepped outside.

The city sprawled beneath us, lit amber and gold in the fading October light, and she was leaning against the railing with both hands wrapped around a barely-touched glass of wine. The cool air off the water raised the fine hairs on her arms. She'd come out without a jacket - a thin white camisole, the same sleep shorts from Sunday. The fabric did nothing against the evening chill, and I could see it in the tightness of her posture, the slight press of her shoulders toward her ears.

She turned when she heard me.

Her face was different from anything I'd seen on her before. The wide-eyed fascination of her first days was gone. The mortified shame of Saturday morning was gone. What had settled in her features was something quieter and heavier - a resolve she'd clearly been building all week, solid enough that the slight tremor in her fingers around the glass was the only crack in it.

I noticed things I shouldn't have. The camisole's fabric against the cool air. The way her collarbone caught the last light. The small determined set of her mouth, which I had no business wanting to touch. I pressed my back against the doorframe and held still.

"Can I talk to you?" she said. "All three of you."

My pulse kicked. "Lily -"

"Please, Josie." Her chin lifted. The autumn air moved through her hair, and the low light picked out the flush already sitting high on her cheeks. "I've been thinking about this since Friday night. I need to say it out loud before I talk myself out of it."

I looked at her for a moment - the dancer's posture braced against the railing, the set of her shoulders - and nodded. "Okay. Come inside."

Blake and Victor were in the living room when I brought her in. Blake was stretched out on the sofa, shirtless after a late gym session, and Victor moved away from the bar cart when he saw my expression, his scotch arrested in his hand. They both stilled at Lily standing behind me with her chin up.

Victor settled into his chair. I took the arm of it, close enough to feel his steadiness. Blake sat forward on the sofa, elbows on his knees, gray eyes moving to Lily.

She stood in the middle of the room, braced and bare-legged in the warm lamplight. She'd stopped fidgeting with the wine glass at some point and simply stood there, taking the weight of three people's attention with a composure that probably cost her everything she had.

"I know what you are," she said. Her voice was steady but thin at the edges. "The three of you. I've been lying in my room listening through the walls and - I can't keep pretending it's enough." She stopped, exhaled. "I haven't been able to think about anything else since Friday. I don't know how this works. I don't even know what I'm asking for, exactly. I just know I can't keep watching from the outside."

Her voice shook on the last word. But her eyes were absolutely clear.

The silence that followed was dense enough to feel. Somewhere in the city, a siren cut and faded.

"I'm asking to be part of it," she said. "Whatever that means."

Blake went still on the sofa. Victor set his scotch down very carefully.

"Go to your room," Victor said. His voice was gentle but carried the authority of a man used to closing negotiations. "Give us some time to talk."

Lily held his gaze for a breath, then nodded. She walked down the hallway without looking back, her bare feet soundless on the hardwood. The soft click of her door carried across the open apartment.

Victor picked up his scotch. "Well."

"No." Blake was already on his feet, moving toward the windows. "Absolutely not. She's completely inexperienced. She doesn't know what the fuck she'd be walking into."

"She's not a child, Blake," Victor said. "She's a legal adult who just articulated what she wants more clearly than most people manage in their entire lives."

"She's from a church town who's been in the city for two weeks. She has no frame of reference for -" He stopped, his back to us, looking out at the skyline. His shoulders held everything he wasn't saying. "For me."

I slid off the chair arm and crossed to him. "Look at me."

He turned. The low light made his eyes look silver, and I could read everything roiling beneath his controlled expression - the wanting he was fighting, the protectiveness tangled up inside it.

"You're hesitating because you want her," I said quietly. "And that scares you."

A muscle twitched in his jaw. "It's not about what I want."

"It's exactly about what you want. You want her badly enough to be afraid of yourself."

He stared at me. His breathing slowed, steadied, and I could see the moment he stopped arguing with it. "Look at her. She'd barely be able to take my hands."

"I could barely take your hands. You learned."

Victor watched us from the bar, saying nothing, letting us work through it - the same patient stillness he'd used the night he'd proposed the original arrangement.

"She asked," Victor said finally. "She stood in front of three people who intimidate the hell out of her and asked for what she wanted. That took more courage than anything I've seen in a boardroom."

Blake looked at me. "And you?"

My body answered it for me - a surge of heat so immediate my breath stuttered, warmth flooding the space between my thighs. "God, yes," I said. "Yes."

Something shifted in his expression. He crossed to the dining table, pulled out a chair, and sat. The move from resistance to logistics was Blake at his most specific - once he decided, the deciding was done. "She's inexperienced. She doesn't get thrown in the deep end."

Victor joined him. I took the chair beside Blake, my pulse hammering against my collarbone. "Same household rule," Victor said. "Availability is the default. Closed door is the only out. No half-measures."

"Her internship stays separate," I said. "Her work at Pinnacle has nothing to do with this. Her room is hers regardless."

"Agreed." Blake's hand dropped beneath the table and found my thigh, fingers sliding under the hem of my skirt with practiced ease. I pulled a slow breath through my nose. "The question is whether she could handle it."

His fingers traced up the inside of my thigh, unhurried, while he held Victor's gaze across the table as if they were still discussing policy. "She's slight," Blake continued, his voice entirely even. "I'd need to be careful."

His fingertips reached the edge of my underwear. My grip found the table's edge, my knuckles pressing hard against the wood. Victor's attention dropped briefly to where Blake's arm disappeared beneath the table, and a slow heat entered his blue eyes - but he kept his voice level.

"You were careful with Josie."

"Josie can take considerably more." Blake's fingers slid past the fabric and found me already wet, already swollen, and the slow stroke he drew from base to clit made my jaw clench against the sound that wanted out. "At least at first. We'd need to pace it."

"Then we pace it." Victor's voice had roughened just slightly. He was watching my face now - the flush at my throat, the way my lips had pressed together. "We let her set her own speed."

"And if her speed surprises us?" Blake pushed a finger inside me, curling forward, and the sensation hit like a current. I pressed my shoulder to my mouth, muffling the gasp, my thighs clamping shut around his wrist. The conversation continued above it as if nothing had changed - as if Blake weren't opening me up with methodical strokes while they discussed the girl in the room down the hall. The obscenity of the contrast was its own kind of unbearable.

"Then we match it," Victor said. He watched my eyes, my parted lips. "She asked clearly, Blake. She chose this conversation."

Blake added a second finger. His thumb found my clit, pressing in a slow circle, and I felt my thighs start to shake. The tension that had been building all week - the proximity, the watching, the sound of Lily's voice in this very room, steady despite the shake in it, saying exactly what she wanted - coiled tighter until my whole body was drawn like a string about to snap, my hand digging into the table's edge, my breath in short, silent intervals I fought to control.

"I want Josie there," Blake said, low and certain. "For whatever her first time looks like."

"Obviously." Victor hadn't looked away from my face. "Josie?"

I couldn't speak. Blake twisted his wrist, and I came with my mouth pressed hard against my shoulder, muffling the sound against the cotton of my blouse. The orgasm rolled through me in clenching waves, my body tight around his fingers, my thighs trembling under the table. He held me through it - fingers still, letting me pulse around them - his free hand resting on the table as if he'd forgotten it was there.

When I could breathe again I straightened in my chair and smoothed my skirt. Blake withdrew and wiped his fingers on the napkin beside his plate, his eyes finding mine. Victor finished his scotch in one slow swallow.

"So we're agreed," I said. My voice came out steadier than I had any right to expect.

"We're agreed," Victor confirmed.

Blake nodded once.

I had lunch with Sophia Chen the next day at Maison, the French place two blocks from Pinnacle. She was already at the corner table when I arrived - impeccable in a cream blazer, her black hair in a sleek bob, a glass of Chablis already half-finished.

"You look like someone who didn't sleep," she said by way of greeting, her dark eyes moving over me with the precision of someone who missed nothing.

"I slept fine."

"You have that look. The one that means something has happened and you're still metabolizing it." She sipped her wine. "How's the intern?"

The question was too easy. Sophia didn't do easy.

"She asked to join us," I said. "Last night."

Sophia's eyebrows rose half an inch. Not shock - more like confirmation. "And?"

"We agreed. Victor explains the rule tonight."

"Interesting." She turned her wine glass in slow circles, the pale gold catching the light. "How did Blake take it?"

"He fought it. Then he didn't." I pressed my fingers to the stem of my wine glass. "He was scared of hurting her. That was the whole argument."

"Blake, afraid of causing harm." Sophia considered this. "That's new."

"I know." I looked at my menu without reading it. "She's young, Sophia. She's from a church town. She's never done any of it."

"She walked into a room full of people who overwhelm her and told them what she wanted." Sophia's tone was mild. "I'd say her youth is doing a lot of heavy lifting in the 'needs protecting' argument."

I met her eyes. The amusement was there, but beneath it was the recognition of someone who'd been through her own particular version of this - who'd warned me about Blake months ago with men like Blake are storms, and who'd also been the first woman to take me apart with her mouth. There was very little she couldn't see through.

"You remember what you told me about Michael?" I asked. "The dom who nearly wrecked things with James?"

"I told you the mistake wasn't wanting him. It was pretending I didn't until the wanting became a crisis." She held my gaze. "I assume you're not making that mistake."

"We made the decision last night."

"Good." She signaled for the check with the efficiency of a woman who had somewhere to be. "Then stop looking like you're waiting for someone to tell you it's allowed."

That evening, after dinner, after the dishes were cleared and the city had settled into its nighttime scatter of light, Victor called Lily to sit with us in the living room.

She appeared from her room in leggings and a loose cropped sweater, a strip of her taut stomach showing where the hem stopped short. She smelled faintly of the same clean shampoo I'd noticed in the kitchen - something floral and light, incongruously soft in the charged air of the room. She sat on the edge of the armchair across from us - the three of us on the sofa - and her spine was perfectly straight, feet flat on the floor. Her hands were loose in her lap, which I suspected cost her more than the ramrod posture did.

Victor rested his glass on his knee and leaned forward. He was in his element: unhurried, exact, the same steady authority he brought to the moments that mattered. "We talked about what you said. All three of us. We want to be clear about what this household is and what being part of it means."

Lily's chin lifted. She didn't look away from him.

"Within these walls, one rule: availability," Victor said. "When your door is open, you're part of the household. Anyone can touch you. Anyone can be with you. It's not negotiated each time - it's understood. If your door is closed, it's closed, and that's absolute. Everything else is open."

Her chest rose on a slow breath. Her eyes moved to Blake - to the stillness of him, the size, the controlled intensity in his expression - and I watched her throat work.

"The rule applies to all of us equally," I said. "Blake, Victor, me. If you walk into a room and one of us is there, you're free to touch. If you're on the couch and someone walks in, they're free to touch you. It's how we live."

"Your internship is separate," Victor continued. "Your room is yours regardless of any of this. If you decide tomorrow this isn't for you, that changes nothing about your work at Pinnacle or your place here. This room stays yours whether you say yes or no. If you come to us, it has to be because you want us."

Lily looked at each of us in turn - Victor, steady. Me, my hands folded tightly in my lap to keep the heat off my face. Blake, leaning back with his arms spread across the sofa, watching her with those gray eyes that promised everything and telegraphed nothing.

"Can I ask something?" she said.

"Anything."

She looked at Blake. "Will you be gentle with me?"

He held her gaze for a long, considering moment. "At first."

The flush that climbed her face was extraordinary - starting at her collarbone and sweeping up through her throat to her cheeks in a wave of rose that made her look like something lit from inside. Her thighs pressed together in the armchair, a small involuntary movement that hit me somewhere low and immediate.

"I want this," she said. The words came out quiet but solid.

"You're sure," I said.

"I've never been sure of anything this fast." She looked at me, and the raw openness in her expression stripped away everything I'd been using to keep myself in check. What was left underneath was pure wanting.

I'd expected to feel something measured - protective, cautious, the sane part of me that knew what Blake was capable of and understood what we were bringing her into. What I felt instead was ravenous. Not nurturing at all. The particular hunger that her collarbone under the lamplight, her deliberate stillness, the small precise way she held herself had been building in me for days, and it had nowhere to go but here.

Victor reached across and took her hand. Small in his. He squeezed once. "Welcome home, Lily."

She smiled - bright, trembling - and something changed in her body. It wasn't dramatic, but I could see it: a loosening in the line of her shoulders, the set of her spine, as if she'd been holding her breath for weeks and had finally let it go.

Blake hadn't moved from the sofa. He was watching Lily with an expression I recognized from the very beginning of us - not possession, not appetite, but careful measurement. I knew that look. He was already thinking through how to do this, not whether he wanted to. Calibrating, the way he always calibrated before he gave himself permission to be what he was.

"Tomorrow," he said. Just the word, quiet and final.

Lily held his gaze and nodded.

I sat between Victor and Blake and felt the apartment shift around us - same walls, same view, same city below - but the air was different now, the charge of it changed from potential to certainty. Weeks of building pressure with no release, and now it finally had somewhere to go.

I looked at Lily in the armchair, glowing and already ours, and let myself feel the full weight of what was coming.

Blake's hand settled at the back of my neck - a light, possessive touch that only I could feel, his thumb tracing the top of my spine. I leaned into it, and the pulse I'd been carrying all week beat heavy and bright between my legs.

Tomorrow hung between us, thick and bright, and wanting it was its own kind of ache.


⚜




Chapter 4: First touch

⚜

The day dragged until every hour felt swollen and useless.

Lily went to the office with Victor. Blake drove separately. I stayed home and failed to do anything useful - started laundry, abandoned it. Opened my laptop, stared at a blank screen, closed it. Cleaned the kitchen twice. Stood in the shower with the water too hot, my hand between my thighs, and came thinking about Blake's mouth and Lily's wide blue eyes, and the relief only lasted long enough for me to towel off before the anticipation rebuilt, low and insistent and everywhere.

By five I'd changed clothes three times. I settled on a silk wrap dress in dark burgundy - simple, no bra, the kind of thing that came undone with one pull of the sash. The decision felt deliberate in a way that made my cheeks warm. I was dressing for what was going to happen tonight the way I used to dress for Blake in the early days of the arrangement, when every encounter still carried the electric charge of the forbidden.

Lily came home first. She stepped out of the elevator in her office clothes - a navy blouse and slim grey trousers that made her look older than nineteen - and stopped when she saw me at the kitchen island, wine already poured.

"Hey," she said. Her voice was careful.

"How was work?"

"Good. Busy." She set her bag down, toed off her heels, and crossed to the counter in bare feet, pouring herself water instead of wine. Her movements were precise and contained, the dancer's posture more pronounced than usual - everything held tight and controlled. But when she turned to face me, her eyes gave her away. Bright, dilated, and when she pressed the glass between both palms I could see her fingers trembling slightly.

She'd been thinking about tonight all day too.

"Blake gave me lead on the Henderson deck," she said. "He said my brand positioning framework was the most original approach his team had seen."

"That's high praise from Blake."

"I know." A small, fierce smile. Then she glanced at my dress, at the bare skin visible where the silk crossed at my chest, and her gaze lingered a fraction too long before she pulled it back. Her grip tightened on the glass. "You look nice."

"Thank you." I held her gaze, and the silence stretched between us - warm, anticipatory, dense with everything we weren't saying. The kitchen lights cast soft amber across her face, and I noticed things I'd been cataloguing all week without meaning to: the delicate line of her jaw, the way her lower lip was slightly fuller than the upper, the pulse visible in the hollow of her throat, quick and light.

The elevator announced Blake and Victor together - they must have crossed paths in the lobby, still deep in conversation about a board presentation when the doors opened. Victor loosened his tie, Blake already pulling his shirt from his waistband - the casual undressing of men returning to a place where formality didn't exist. Blake's eyes found me immediately, then moved to Lily at the counter. His face went still. Not a smile - a settling, like a decision confirmed.

"Dinner?" Victor asked, pressing a kiss to my temple.

"Already made. Chicken, the lemon one."

We ate at the dining table with the city going dark beyond the windows. Normal conversation - Lily's presentation, a client Victor was courting, Blake's opinion on a campaign redesign. Lily was animated, her earlier tension dissolved by the familiar rhythm of shop talk. She gestured with her fork when she described the Henderson pitch, and Blake corrected a point about market segmentation with an edge that was half challenge, half admiration. Victor refilled glasses. I watched them across the table and felt the domestic normalcy stretched thin as paper over the seismic reality of what was waiting beneath it.

Every brush of Blake's hand against mine as he reached for the salt. Every time Lily's eyes tracked to the bare skin at my neckline. Every silence that lasted one beat longer than it should have. The air in the apartment was thick with it - weeks of tension pressing against the evening like water behind a dam.

Blake pushed his plate back. He was studying Lily with that flat, measured gaze I knew intimately - the one that preceded every moment he'd ever taken control.

"Come here," he said to me.

Conversation stopped. Lily went still, her fork suspended. Victor leaned back in his chair, blue eyes sharpening.

Blake didn't repeat himself. He pushed his chair away from the table and waited.

I rose. My legs felt liquid beneath me, every nerve ending firing at once. I crossed the short distance between my chair and his and let him pull me onto his lap.

His thighs were hard beneath me, his arm circling my waist with possessive ease. One hand gathered the silk of my dress at my hip, drawing it slowly upward. Cool air hit my bare thigh, then higher. His fingers traced the inside of my leg with unhurried precision - the way he always touched me when he wanted me to feel every millimetre of the approach.

"Blake," I breathed.

"Shh." His mouth was at my ear, his voice low enough that Lily would have to strain to catch the words. "She's been waiting. We've all been waiting. Don't make her wait any more."

His hand slid between my thighs. I wasn't wearing anything underneath the dress - another deliberate choice I hadn't quite admitted to myself - and the first brush of his fingers against bare, swollen flesh drew a gasp from me that I couldn't suppress. He found me already soaked, had been all day, and the sound he made against my neck was low and satisfied.

I looked at Lily.

She sat across the table, motionless, her hands flat on either side of her plate. Her lips were parted, her chest rising in rapid, shallow breaths that pressed her blouse taut with each inhale. Her blue eyes were enormous, fixed on the place where Blake's hand disappeared beneath my dress. She'd forgotten the fork still balanced in her fingers - it tilted, nearly slipped - and she didn't notice.

Blake spread me with two fingers and found my clit with his thumb, circling in slow, deliberate strokes that made my hips roll against his hand. He knew exactly how to build me - weeks of learning my body, mapping every response - and he used that knowledge with devastating precision, alternating pressure and pace until I was gripping the edge of the table with one hand and the arm of his chair with the other.

"Watch her," Blake said, and this time his voice carried. Directed at Lily. "Watch what she looks like when she lets go."

Lily's throat worked. She didn't look away.

Blake pushed two fingers inside me, curling forward, his thumb maintaining its rhythm on my clit, and the dual sensation - the stretch, the pressure, the relentless circling - combined with Lily's unwavering gaze to drive me to the edge faster than I'd expected. The orgasm had been building since morning, since the shower, since Blake had said tomorrow the night before, and when it hit it folded me forward over the table with a cry I couldn't muffle.

I came with my eyes locked on Lily's face. Her expression - the parted mouth, the dilated pupils, the flush that had consumed her from collarbone to hairline - was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. Not because she was beautiful, though she was. Because she was watching me come apart and wanted to be closer.

Blake held me through the aftershocks, his fingers still inside me, his mouth pressing against the curve of my neck. Victor hadn't moved from his chair - I could feel the weight of his attention, the controlled patience of a man who knew exactly when to watch and when to act.

"Lily." Blake's voice. Calm, quiet, absolute. "Come here."

She rose from her chair. The movement was slow, almost dreamlike - pushing back from the table, stepping around it without a sound. She stopped an arm's length from us, and close enough now, I could see the tremor running through her - not fear, but the particular vibration of someone standing at the edge of something enormous with every intention of stepping off.

Blake withdrew his hand from between my thighs. His fingers were slick and glistening, and he held them up without wiping them.

"Give me your hand," he said to Lily.

She offered it. Her fingers were trembling.

Blake took her small hand in his and guided it beneath my dress, pressing her palm flat against my inner thigh and sliding it upward with steady, unhurried control. I felt the exact moment Lily's fingertips reached me - a shock of contact so different from anything I'd known that my whole body jerked.

Her fingers were soft. That was the first, overwhelming impression - impossibly soft, tentative, exploring. Where Blake's touch was commanding and sure, Lily's was questioning, gentle, her fingertips tracing the wet heat of me with a wonder that I could feel in every careful movement. She brushed my clit and I gasped; she flinched, then did it again, and the second touch was bolder, more deliberate.

"Like this?" she whispered, looking up at me. Her face was inches from mine, blue eyes swimming with arousal and concentration.

"Yes." The word came out broken. "Just like that."

Blake released her hand and let her explore on her own. Her fingers moved with growing confidence - circling, dipping lower, finding the slick entrance and pressing tentatively before returning to my clit. Each touch sent sparks cascading through my oversensitized body. The contrast was staggering: Blake's hands were large and rough and certain; Lily's were small and soft and discovering, and the novelty of it - the sheer newness of a woman's careful, intuitive touch - bypassed every familiar response and hit me somewhere entirely uncharted.

I reached for her. My hand found the back of her neck, threading into the honey-blonde hair at her nape, and drew her closer. Her breath hitched.

"You're so wet," she murmured, not to anyone, just an observation that escaped her, and the artless honesty of it made me clench around nothing.

Victor moved. I felt rather than saw him rise from his chair and step behind Lily. His hands settled at her shoulders, then slid down her arms, gathering the fabric of her blouse. "May I?" he asked, his voice gentle at her ear.

Lily nodded without looking away from my face.

Victor undressed her with methodical care. He stood close at her back, his hands settling at her shoulders before he reached to her buttons - unhurried, deliberate. He unbuttoned her blouse from behind and drew it off her shoulders, revealing a plain white bra - functional cotton, nothing designed to seduce, which made it more devastating than lace would have been. He unclasped it and the straps slipped down her arms. I watched her breasts emerge - small and high, pale pink nipples already tight from the cool air, and the sight of them made my mouth go wet. Her skin was luminous, unmarked, almost translucent where the veins traced blue beneath the surface.

The trousers followed. Victor knelt behind her, easing them down her slim hips, over the compact curve of her ass, down her legs. She stepped out of them, and I saw her underwear - white cotton, matching the bra, damp at the center with a transparency that made my mouth water. His thumbs hooked the waistband and drew them down too, and then she was naked.

Lily Novak, naked, standing between Blake's spread knees while her fingers rested against my wetness.

She was exquisite. The narrow waist, the slight flare of her hips, the flat plane of her stomach with its faint downy hair trailing south. Sharp collarbones, narrow wrists, the fine architecture of her ribs visible when she breathed in. Standing fully bare in front of us, almost breakable, the contained energy of her - the held stillness, the lifted chin - was its own kind of power.

Any thought of careful patience dissolved. I'd prepared myself for something measured - the protective instinct of an older woman with a younger one. What hit me instead was greed. I wanted my mouth on her. I wanted to taste every inch of that pale, unmarked skin. I wanted to make her come so hard she screamed.

I slid off Blake's lap to my knees.

The movement was impulse, not decision - my body dropping before my mind caught up, the silk dress pooling around me on the hardwood floor. I was eye-level with her stomach. I pressed my mouth to the soft skin below her navel and felt her entire body shudder.

"Josie -" Her voice cracked. Her fingers found my hair, tangling in the auburn strands, not pushing or pulling but holding on.

I kissed lower. The scent of her hit me - warm, sweet, nothing like the musk of the men I'd spent months with - and it short-circuited whatever remaining hesitation existed in any corner of my mind. I gripped her hips, my fingers pressing into the slight swell of them, and pulled her against my mouth.

The first taste hit me low and hard. I pressed my tongue flat against her, drawing it up through slick folds in one long stroke, and the sound that came out of Lily was unlike anything I'd heard from a human mouth - a high, broken whimper that seemed to surprise her as much as it surprised me. Her thighs clamped around my head, her fingers tightened in my hair, and her hips bucked forward in an involuntary thrust that ground her against my lips.

Victor stepped closer. His hand settled at the back of Lily's neck - steady, claiming - and I felt her body respond, a fresh shudder running through her thighs around my ears.

I ate her like I was starving for it. Because I was. Every sensation was new - the softness of her under my tongue, the way she swelled against my mouth as I worked her, the taste of her arousal coating my lips and chin. I circled her clit and she cried out. I sucked gently and her knees buckled; Blake's hands shot out and caught her hips from behind, holding her upright while I devoured her.

She came fast - violently fast, her orgasm ripping through her small body with a force that bent her double over my head. Her thighs shook, her nails scraped my scalp, and the sound she made was raw and high and utterly uncontrolled, echoing off the penthouse windows. I held her through it, my mouth gentle now, easing her down, and when the tremors finally slowed I looked up to find her staring down at me with an expression that demolished me - wonder and gratitude and a hunger that hadn't diminished at all.

"Oh my god," she whispered. Her legs were barely holding her. "Oh my god."

I kissed the inside of her thigh, tasting salt, feeling the flutter of her pulse beneath my lips. Above us Blake had risen from the chair. His hands were still on Lily's hips, steadying her, and when I tilted my head back I saw his expression - intent, dark, the controlled hunger of a man who'd been holding himself in check for weeks and had nearly reached his limit.

"Couch," he said. One word.

Blake guided Lily to the wide Italian leather sofa. She moved on shaking legs, her skin flushed from chest to hairline, and he arranged her with careful hands - lying back against the cushions, her blonde hair splayed against the dark leather, her thighs parted. The visual was arresting: her small, pale body displayed on the expanse of the couch, nipples flushed pink, the glistening evidence of her orgasm visible between her thighs.

Blake looked at me. I was still on my knees on the floor, my dress dishevelled, my mouth wet with Lily's taste. He jerked his chin toward the couch.

I understood. I climbed onto the sofa and settled between Lily's spread thighs, lowering my mouth to her again. She made a sound - surprise, anticipation - and her hand sank into my hair at the nape immediately, pulling me closer with a boldness that hadn't been there minutes ago.

I heard Blake behind me. The rustle of fabric, the clink of his belt. Then his hands were at my hips, finding the sash of the wrap dress and pulling the knot loose in one practiced tug before gathering the silk and pushing it up over my ass, baring me from the waist down. His palm ran over the curve of my ass in one slow sweep, and I arched into it, presenting myself to him with an instinct that was past thinking.

The blunt, thick pressure of him at my entrance made me groan against Lily's flesh. He pushed in with one deep stroke - that first shock of being split open, the breath-stealing stretch of him - and the moan that tore from me vibrated directly against Lily's clit.

She gasped. Her hips surged upward, grinding against my mouth, and the feedback loop was instantaneous and devastating: Blake's thrust pushed me forward into Lily; my moan against her sensitive flesh made her buck against me; her movement pressed her harder against my tongue and made me clench around Blake, drawing a low growl from his chest. Three bodies linked in a circuit of sensation that amplified everything.

Blake set a rhythm - deep, measured strokes that drove me forward with each thrust, my mouth working Lily with every rock of my body. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, tilting me to the angle he wanted. Each stroke hit the place inside me that turned thought to static, and I couldn't separate my own pleasure from the act of giving it - Lily's wetness on my tongue, Blake's thickness filling me, the sounds Lily was making above me, breathy and climbing.

I worked her clit in tight circles with my tongue, matching the rhythm Blake imposed. She was close again - I could feel it in the tension of her thighs against my cheeks, the way her hips had started moving in short, desperate rolls, her fingers pulling my hair with an urgency that sent sparks down my spine.

"Don't stop," she begged. "Please, please don't stop -"

I couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to. Blake drove into me harder, each impact jolting me forward, forcing my tongue against Lily with increasing pressure. Victor had moved to the edge of the couch beside Lily's head, his fingers threading through her hair, tilting her face upward so he could watch the pleasure move through it. His other hand pressed briefly to my shoulder - warm, steadying, a quiet acknowledgment that I was at the center of all of it - and the knowledge of being held and watched while I was taken and taking simultaneously pushed me toward the edge with terrifying speed.

Lily came first. Her orgasm seized her in a full-body arch, her spine lifting off the leather, her thighs crushing my head, and the scream that tore from her throat was high and wordless and so raw it hit me like a physical blow. I felt her contract against my mouth, felt the pulse and flutter of her orgasm on my tongue, and feeling her pleasure under my lips made my whole body seize around Blake - my cunt clenching, my moan vibrating against her, and I was gone.

I came. Blake's next thrust shattered me, and the orgasm ripped through my body in concentric waves that started where he filled me and radiated outward until I was shaking, moaning against Lily's soaked flesh, my vision white-edged and my thoughts gone. Blake's grip tightened, his rhythm breaking, and he buried himself to the hilt with a groan that resonated through his chest into my body. I felt him pulse inside me, the heat of him filling me, and the sensation extended my orgasm until I couldn't tell where one wave ended and the next began.

For a long moment, none of us moved. Lily's fingers rested in my hair, gentled now, stroking absently. Blake was still inside me, his chest pressed against my back, his breathing rough and hot against my shoulder. I rested my cheek against Lily's inner thigh, tasting her on my lips, feeling the rapid beat of her pulse.

Victor's hands appeared - warm, steady. He drew the silk from my shoulders and set it aside, then ran his palm down my bare spine. The tenderness of the gesture, after everything that had just happened, made my eyes sting unexpectedly.

Blake withdrew and sat back on his heels. Lily reached for me, and I crawled up the couch to lie beside her, our bodies pressed together from shoulder to hip - my curves against her angles, my olive skin against her pale, the contrast as stark and visually arresting as I'd imagined it would be.

She turned her face to mine. Her blue eyes were luminous, swimming - near enough that I could make out the ring of darker blue at the outer edge of each iris.

"That was the first time anyone's ever made me come like that," she said softly. She swallowed. "I didn't know it could - I didn't know I could -" She couldn't finish. Her thighs pressed together beneath the throw.

I brushed a strand of honey-blonde hair from her face. "I know."

"Will it always feel like that?"

The question was so earnest it cracked me open. I pressed my lips to her forehead, tasting the salt of her sweat. "No," I whispered. "Sometimes it's better."

Victor lowered himself to the couch beside us, still fully dressed, and Lily's gaze moved to the obvious strain of him against his trousers. His hand settled on my hip, fingers warm and claiming, and I understood his restraint - tonight had been about Lily's beginning, and he'd held himself back to let that happen without overwhelm. His turn would come. For now he simply gathered us against him, Lily tucked against my chest, my back against his warmth, and the four of us existed in the quiet aftermath like something just born and still wet with the newness of it.

Blake returned with a glass of water for Lily. She drank, her small hands trembling around the glass, and when she set it down she looked at each of us in turn with an expression I'd carry with me for the rest of my life - gratitude so fierce it was almost grief, as if she'd been given something she'd spent her whole life believing she didn't deserve.

"Thank you," she whispered.

Blake's hand settled on her bare ankle, his thumb tracing the knob of bone. He didn't say anything. He didn't need to.

I lay between them - Victor's chest at my back, Lily's slender frame warm against my front - and felt the penthouse settle around us in the dark. Outside, the city went on about its business. In here, something had settled between us, clean and undeniable - the final piece of an arrangement that had been reconfiguring itself since the night Lily had stood in our doorway and chosen not to turn away.

My body hummed - pleasantly wrecked, deliciously sore, already anticipating whatever came next. Lily's breathing slowed against my collarbone. Blake's hand on her ankle hadn't moved. I closed my eyes and tasted her on my lips, felt Victor's warmth at my spine and Blake's hand at the edge of my awareness, and let myself stay exactly here - in the amber glow of what we'd just become.


⚜




Chapter 5: Virgin

⚜

Afew days after that first night, and the penthouse had already reorganized itself around the expanded arrangement with the efficiency of water finding its level. Lily's door stayed open now - not occasionally, not tentatively, but as default, the same way ours did, the same way we lived. Her shoes mixed with mine by the elevator. Her shampoo appeared beside Blake's body wash in the master bathroom. Small changes that carried enormous weight.

Tuesday morning, Blake found me in the kitchen before we thought anyone else was awake. He pressed me against the counter without a word, hiked my sleep shirt to my waist, and took me from behind - hard, fast, one hand braced on the counter and the other gripping my hip, my coffee cooling two inches from my elbow. I came with my face pressed against the cold marble, biting down on my forearm to muffle the sound.

When I straightened, Lily was standing at the edge of the hallway in one of Blake's t-shirts and nothing else, her heavy-lidded gaze fixed on us. She didn't look away. She didn't blush. She just took in Blake withdrawing from me, watched me tug my shirt down, and padded past us to pour herself coffee with a small, private smile.

Something had shifted in her. The hesitant, wide-eyed girl from her first days was still there in moments - when Blake's voice went sharp, when Victor touched her unexpectedly - but increasingly she moved through the penthouse like someone who'd found the place she was supposed to be. The shelteredness was a skin she was shedding, and what lay beneath was bolder, more sensual, more certain than the surface had suggested.

By Thursday morning, the atmosphere at breakfast was easy enough to forget it hadn't always been this way. Lily sat at the island in a blouse and pencil skirt, bare legs crossed on the stool, eating a bowl of yogurt and fruit while she scrolled through her tablet. Victor was on a call in his office. Blake stood at the counter, dressed for work, drinking coffee and scanning headlines on his phone.

"The board presentation went well yesterday," Lily said, setting down her spoon. Her eyes were bright, her cheeks flushed with the particular pride of someone who'd performed beyond expectations. "Victor said Alexander Kingsley told him my market analysis was the sharpest he'd seen from an intern. His exact words."

"Alexander doesn't compliment analysts." Blake looked up from his phone. "He barely compliments his own team."

"Well, he complimented me." She grinned - wide, unguarded, and so incandescent that it hit me in the chest. "I think I'm getting good at this."

"You're already good at it," I said from across the island. "You were good at it before you got here."

She met my eyes, and the warmth that passed between us was uncomplicated - affection, genuine connection, the easy intimacy of women who liked each other beyond the physical. Then her gaze dropped to the mark on my collarbone - Blake's teeth from that morning - and her tongue touched her lower lip, and the warmth became something else entirely.

Blake caught the exchange. His eyes moved between us, and I recognized the expression: calculation, anticipation, decision.

"Tonight," he said. He didn't elaborate.

We'd been dancing around it for days.

Since that first night, Lily and I had already learned each other with mouths and hands, her touch growing bolder each time. She'd watched Blake inside me with undisguised hunger. But Blake hadn't taken her yet. He'd touched her, fingered her to orgasm while she lay gasping in my arms, let her wrap her small hands around his shaft and stroke him while he murmured instructions. But he still hadn't pushed inside her. He was so much bigger than she was, and every time he touched her I watched him calibrate himself - hold back what he was with me, keep himself slow and measured and present in a way that cost him.

I'd felt that restraint in the set of his jaw when Lily's fingers explored him, the careful control in his hands when he touched her, always gentler than he was with me. He wanted her - I could see it in every line of his body when she was near - but he was waiting. For readiness, for confidence, for the right moment.

Tonight.

Victor poured wine while Blake and I cleaned up from dinner. Lily had changed out of her work clothes into sleep shorts and a thin camisole that showed the shadow of her small nipples through the fabric. She sat on the couch with her bare legs tucked beneath her, and the way she looked at us was nothing like her first week - the watching was invitation now, not fascination.

Blake didn't wait for the evening to wind down. He crossed the living room, caught my wrist as he passed, and pulled me toward the sofa. Victor settled into the armchair with his wine - patient, attentive, the orchestrator holding himself in reserve.

"On your knees," Blake said to me.

I sank to the floor between his spread legs, my silk shorts pooling around my thighs. His hand cupped my jaw, tilting my face up, and I felt Lily shift on the cushion beside him - her thigh drawn up, her attention narrowing to the space between us.

"Watch," he said to Lily. His thumb traced my lower lip. "She'll show you."

He was already hard. I freed him from his waistband - the thick, heavy length of him against his stomach - and wrapped both hands around his shaft. Lily made a small sound beside him, and I glanced up to see her staring at my hands, at the way my fingers couldn't close fully around his girth.

"It's about angles," I said, looking at Lily while my hands worked. "He's too thick to take all at once. You start at the tip -" I brought my lips to the head, tongue swirling, tasting the salt of him "- and let your mouth adjust."

I took him in slowly - deliberate, demonstrating - hollowing my cheeks and sliding down until I felt him hit the back of my throat. Blake's hand settled in my hair, not pushing, just resting, his fingers flexing once. I pulled back, tongued the underside of his shaft, and looked at Lily.

"Your turn," I whispered.

She slid off the couch onto her knees beside me, her eyes enormous, her breath coming fast. She looked up at Blake - seeking permission, reassurance, something - and he ran his thumb across her cheekbone with a tenderness that made my chest ache.

"At your pace," he said.

Lily wrapped her hand around him. Her fingers pale and slender against his shaft - delicate against the dark, veined thickness - sent heat pooling between my thighs. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the tip, hesitant, testing.

"Use your tongue," I murmured, kneeling close enough that our shoulders pressed together. "Like this." I leaned in and ran my tongue up the side of his shaft, guiding her chin gently with two fingers, and Lily mirrored me from the other side - two mouths working him simultaneously, our tongues meeting at the tip. Blake's breath left him in a slow hiss, and his hand tightened in my hair.

Lily took him into her mouth. She gagged slightly at the width, pulling back with watering eyes, and I stroked her hair.

"Breathe through your nose. Relax your jaw. Let me show you the angle." I tipped her chin up slightly, adjusting the line of her throat, and Lily's eyes met mine with fierce concentration.

She tried again - deeper this time, her throat working, her small hands braced on his thighs. The sight of her - this petite, sheltered girl with her honey-blonde hair falling around Blake's cock, her lips stretched wide, determination in every line of her body - was so erotic that I pressed my hand between my own thighs without deciding to, grinding my palm against myself through the thin silk of my shorts.

Blake's gaze dropped to my hand, and his jaw tightened. He watched me work myself while Lily moved with increasing confidence, her head bobbing, her cheeks hollowed. The gray of his eyes had gone almost black.

"Enough," he said after several minutes, his voice rougher than before. He eased Lily off him with gentle hands at her jaw. "Lie back."

Lily settled against the couch cushions, and Blake knelt between her legs. He dwarfed her even from his knees - his hands spanning her narrow hips, his mouth lowering to the place where her shorts had already dampened. He pulled the fabric aside and covered her with his mouth.

The sound Lily made was immediate and startling - a high, sharp gasp that arched her off the cushions, her hands scrambling for purchase, finding the leather, finding Blake's hair. His tongue worked her with the same devastating precision he used on me, broad strokes alternating with focused pressure on her clit, and within minutes she was writhing, her hips rolling against his face, her thighs trembling around his head.

I pressed my palm harder between my own legs, breathing unsteady. Victor was motionless in his chair, blue eyes intent, his restraint a palpable thing in the room.

Blake pushed two fingers inside her while his tongue circled her clit, and Lily's orgasm hit with the sudden, total-body force that characterized everything about her - a convulsion that bowed her spine, a cry that cracked in the middle, her thighs clamping around Blake's head, her hands fisting in his hair.

He gentled her through it, mouth softening, fingers stilling. When her breathing had evened enough for coherent thought, he rose over her - all six foot six of him, muscled and intent - and hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her sleep shorts. He drew them down her legs and tossed them aside, the camisole following a moment later, leaving her flushed and bare against the leather.

He positioned himself between her thighs. Lily's legs fell open, her body pliant and open, and he notched the head of his cock against her entrance.

He pushed forward.

Lily's body went rigid. Not the rigidity of pleasure - something else. A wince crossed her face, tightening her eyes, and her hands shot to his chest. Blake stilled instantly, every muscle locked.

"Lily." His voice was careful. "Talk to me."

She wasn't looking at him. She was looking at me, and her expression - the warring shame and want and a terrified vulnerability I hadn't seen since her first night - stopped my breath.

"I've never done this before," she whispered.

The words hung in the amber air of the living room. Blake went absolutely still above her, the muscles in his arms trembling with the effort of holding himself motionless.

"You're a virgin," he said. Not a question.

Lily's eyes glistened. Then, with a steadiness that surprised me: "That doesn't mean stop." Her fingers curled against his chest. "I should've told you. I just didn't want to be the fragile one. I wanted to be here like everyone else." Her jaw lifted - that same set I'd watched her build all month, made of something harder than stubbornness. "I still want this. I want you."

Blake withdrew and sat back on his heels. His expression had shifted from intensity to something I'd rarely seen on him - a softness that changed the hard angles of his face completely. He looked at me.

I understood.

"Come here," I said to Lily, moving onto the couch beside her. I drew her upright, her back against my chest, and wrapped my arms around her waist from behind. Her body fit against mine like it had been designed for the space - my breasts against her shoulder blades, my chin at the curve of her neck, my thighs bracketing hers. I kicked free of the silk shorts pooled at my knees before I settled, baring myself against the warmth of her skin.

"You don't need to be anything you're not," I murmured against her ear. "And this isn't special handling. This is how it should be."

I looked at Blake over Lily's shoulder. He settled on the couch, back against the cushions, and held his hand out to her.

"Come up," he said. "You set the pace."

Lily took his hand. I helped her climb over him - her slim thighs straddling his hips, her knees barely reaching the cushions on either side of his body. His palm covered the whole of her hip, his fingers reaching almost to her spine. But her jaw was set, and her hands found his shoulders with steady purpose.

I knelt behind her. My chest pressed against her back, my arms circling her waist, and I slid one hand down her stomach to rest between her thighs. My fingers found her clit - slick and swollen - and began slow, steady circles.

"When you're ready," I whispered.

Blake held himself at her entrance, one hand gripping his shaft to control the angle. His other hand rested at Lily's hip - idle, not guiding.

Lily lowered herself.

The first inch drew a sharp intake of breath, her fingers digging into Blake's shoulders. Her body resisted - the tightness of her, the sheer impossible stretch of it - and I felt her thighs trembling against mine. I pressed my mouth to the nape of her neck and kept my fingers moving on her clit, coaxing her body to relax, to open.

She sank lower. A sound escaped her - not pain exactly, but the overwhelmed edge of a sensation too large to process. Her eyes squeezed shut. Moisture gathered at her lashes, and I pressed my mouth to her temple, tasting salt, my heart hammering against her spine.

"You're doing so well," Blake said. His voice was rough with effort, the tendons in his neck standing taut, his hands barely touching her hips. He didn't move until she did.

Lily exhaled and sank the rest of the way down.

The sound she made was something I'd never heard - a long, shuddering moan that vibrated through her back into my chest, through my nipples, down through my stomach and between my legs. I felt her pleasure conducted through her body into mine, a resonance that made me clench around nothing and press harder against her back.

She was seated fully on him - the stretch of it visible in the flush that had spread from her chest to her throat, the way her lips were parted on an exhale that wouldn't end. Blake filled her completely, and the look on her face wasn't pain, not exactly. It was the first stunned place where discomfort tips toward something else and you don't know which is which yet.

"Go slow," I breathed against her neck. My fingers kept their rhythm on her clit, coaxing, building.

Lily rolled her hips. Tentative, experimental - a small movement that shifted Blake inside her and drew a gasp from both of them. Then again, bolder, her body finding the angle that sent sensation spiraling. Her hands pressed flat on Blake's chest, and she began to move - slow, deliberate rises and descents that built confidence with every repetition.

"That's it," Blake murmured, his jaw clenched, his gray eyes fixed on the place where their bodies joined. "Just like that."

She rode him with growing assurance, each movement drawing her higher off his shaft before sinking back down. My fingers matched her rhythm on her clit, and the sensation building between us - Lily's moans vibrating through her spine into my breasts, my mouth pressed hot against her neck, Blake's gaze burning over her shoulder into mine - created a feedback loop so intense that I was shaking, dripping, grinding against the heel of my own hand without conscious thought.

Blake's hips lifted to meet her descent - controlled, steady, meeting her - and the deeper angle made Lily cry out, her head falling back against my shoulder. I caught her, my arms tightening around her waist, and held her while Blake began to thrust - measured strokes that pushed into her with increasing depth, each one drawing a sound from Lily that was higher, more desperate than the last.

Her orgasm built with visible intensity - I could feel it gathering in the trembling of her thighs, the flutter of her stomach muscles against my forearm, the way her moans had gone breathy and continuous. My fingers pressed harder on her clit, circling fast, and Lily's hands found mine over her waist, gripping my forearms, her nails biting into my skin.

She came with her whole body.

The orgasm seized her in a convulsion that arched her against my chest, her head thrown back, a scream tearing from her throat that shattered the quiet of the apartment. I felt every wave of it - her body clenching and releasing against mine, the vibration of her scream travelling through her spine and ribs into my breasts, into my racing pulse, as if her pleasure was being physically transmitted into my body. My own arousal, stoked for the last half hour, caught fire from the contact - and I came untouched, nothing but the pressure of Lily's writhing body against mine, her moans resonating through my chest, Blake's eyes locked on my face over her shoulder. The orgasm rolled through me in deep, wrenching waves that made me bury my face in Lily's neck and moan against her skin.

Blake followed moments later, his hips surging upward, his hands finally gripping Lily's hips with the force he'd been suppressing all night. He came with a groan that I felt through the couch, through Lily's trembling body, through the arms I'd wrapped around both of them.

For a long, suspended moment the three of us stayed connected - Lily seated on Blake, my body curved around hers, the aftershocks still rippling between us in diminishing waves. Lily's breathing was ragged, her body limp against my chest, and when she turned her head to look at me her eyes glittered, tears at the edges, bright with something that wasn't grief.

"I didn't know," she whispered. "I didn't know it could be like that."

I kissed her - soft, slow, tasting the salt on her lips. "Now you do."

I held her for a moment after she sagged against Blake's chest, feeling the weight of what I'd just been part of - the particular intimacy of being someone's first, not just a witness but the hands and the warmth she'd leaned into, the one she'd looked at when the moment came. There was no name for what that felt like. I filed it somewhere private.

Only then did I look at Victor.

He'd sat through all of it without moving from the chair - through the reveal, through the repositioning, through every cry Lily made and every moment Blake held himself back. His hands rested still in his lap. The cost of that patience was visible in the set of his shoulders, the muscle working in his jaw, the quality of attention in his eyes that had gone past diplomatic. The force of his restraint hit me all at once, low and fierce - I felt it as if it had weight.

He rose from the chair.

He crossed to me in three strides, caught my wrist, and pulled me off the couch. His mouth found mine - hungry, claiming - and I heard the zip of his fly before his hands turned me, bent me over the arm of the sofa beside Lily's languid body, and he entered me from behind in one deep stroke.

I gasped, gripping the leather. Lily's eyes fluttered open inches from my face. Her gaze moved from my expression to the place behind me where our bodies joined - sleepy, curious, intimate in a way that stripped the last of my composure away.

Victor was efficient and intense - he'd been restraining himself for too long, and his thrusts were deep and measured and relentless, each one driving me forward until my forehead nearly touched Lily's. She reached out and brushed the hair from my face, a gesture so tender it made my throat tight, and I came again - with her fingers trailing my jaw, with Victor's cock buried inside me, with Blake watching from the other end of the couch with those silver-gray eyes that missed nothing.

Victor followed with a low groan, his forehead dropping to my spine.

Later - much later - we were in the master bed. All four of us.

Lily was in the middle this time, nested between Blake and me. Victor lay on my other side, his arm across my waist, his breathing already slow and even. Blake had drawn Lily against his chest, her face tucked beneath his chin, her palm flat against his heartbeat.

I lay facing them, taking in the rise and fall of Lily's breathing, the way Blake's large hand rested at the small of her back. She looked utterly still - the set of her mouth in sleep was peaceful in a way I'd never seen on her before. Whatever she'd been carrying from Millbrook, Indiana - the church, the shame, the rigid boundaries drawn around her body by people who'd never asked what she wanted - she'd laid it down tonight.

"You okay?" Blake murmured over Lily's head, his voice rough with the quiet of someone trying not to wake the body between us.

I reached across Lily's sleeping form and laced my fingers with his. "More than okay."

His thumb traced the inside of my wrist. Lily shifted in her sleep, pressing closer to his chest, and a strand of her honey-blonde hair fell across my arm.

I closed my eyes and felt all of them - Blake's fingers entwined with mine, Lily's warmth against my front, Victor's solid weight at my back - and the room had that hushed softness that comes after a first time nobody rushed.


⚜




Chapter 6: Unleashed

⚜

The golden period came without announcement. One morning I simply looked around the penthouse and realized we'd stopped being careful.

Lily's things had migrated everywhere - her ballet flats tangled with my heels by the elevator, her vanilla lip balm on my nightstand, a half-finished sketch of the city skyline she'd started on a napkin pinned to the fridge with a magnet. She wore Blake's shirts around the apartment now, the dark fabric hanging to mid-thigh on her small frame, the sleeves rolled up past her elbows. She slept tangled with me more nights than not - her face tucked against my neck, her slight body curled into the negative space of mine like she'd been measured for it.

She'd become family. Not a guest, not an addition - a structural element. The household had reorganized around four bodies the way it had once organized around three, and the ease of it still startled me.

Saturday morning, late October. The four of us at the kitchen island, the kind of lazy weekend breakfast that used to be sacred to three and now belonged to four. Victor in his reading glasses, scrolling the financial pages on his tablet. Blake shirtless, sweatpants, making eggs with the focused competence he brought to everything. Lily perched on the stool beside me in one of Blake's t-shirts and cotton underwear, bare legs swinging, eating sliced strawberries from my plate because she'd finished hers.

"Lily's midpoint review came back," Victor said, not looking up from his tablet. "The board gave her the strongest review I've seen for any intern. Alexander wants to extend her project scope."

"Alexander wants a lot of things," Blake said from the stove, and the dry humor in his voice made Lily grin.

"I earned that review," she said, pointing a strawberry at Victor. "Those market projections took me three all-nighters."

"You earned it," Victor confirmed. He looked at her over his glasses with genuine warmth. "The board noticed. You're being given more responsibility next quarter."

Lily's face lit up - that bright disbelief of someone unused to being praised, unused to being enough. She bounced on the stool, and the movement made Blake's shirt ride up her thighs. I set my hand on her bare knee without thinking, and she leaned into the touch.

Blake brought the eggs to the counter and sat beside me. His thigh pressed against mine, warm through my robe. While Lily and Victor discussed her project timeline, Blake's mouth found my ear.

"She's important to me," he said, low enough that only I could hear. "Beyond this."

I turned to look at him. His gray eyes were stripped of their usual control - open in a way that Blake almost never allowed. He looked more open than I was used to seeing, and I understood how much it cost him to say it.

"I know," I said. "Me too."

His hand found mine beneath the counter and squeezed once before letting go.

Lily's phone buzzed on the marble countertop. The sound sliced through the easy morning like a blade.

Her hand shot to it. I watched the color drain from her face - the brightness of a moment ago gone, replaced by something rigid and small. She silenced the call with a sharp jab of her thumb and slid the phone into her lap, face-down.

"Everything okay?" I asked.

"Spam." The manufactured smile was back - the one that never reached her eyes, that I'd seen three times now and trusted less each time. "They keep calling about car warranties or whatever."

Blake's expression didn't change, but I felt the slight tension enter his body beside me - the predator's stillness when something registers as wrong. He looked at me. I gave a barely perceptible shake of my head. Not now.

Lily reached for another strawberry from my plate, and the tremor in her fingers was so slight that if I hadn't been looking for it, I'd have missed it entirely.

I let it pass. People carried things from their old lives. Whatever Lily was shielding us from, she'd share it when she was ready.

That evening the city settled into early dark beyond the windows, and the penthouse took on the amber warmth it always held at night - the low lighting, the downtown glow, the sealed quiet of a space thirty floors above the world. Victor had opened wine. Lily had showered and emerged in a cropped tank top and sleep shorts, her damp hair loose around her shoulders, smelling of that clean floral shampoo I'd come to associate with her skin against mine.

Blake was on the sofa, shirtless, one arm along the back. I sat beside him in a silk camisole and shorts, my legs draped across his lap. Victor occupied the armchair with his wine, watching the three of us with that particular attentiveness - cataloguing, anticipating.

Lily curled up at the far end of the couch, her bare feet tucked beneath her. She was reading something on her phone, but her attention kept drifting - to Blake's hand on my thigh, to the bare curve of my shoulder where the camisole strap had slipped, to the easy way Blake's fingers traced idle patterns on my skin. The watching had changed since her first week. It wasn't fascination anymore. It was appetite.

Blake caught her looking. Their eyes held. Something passed between them that I could feel but not name - the gravitational pull of two bodies that had learned each other and wanted more.

"Come here," Blake said. Not to me. To her.

Lily set her phone down and crossed the couch to us with the easy, unselfconscious grace she'd developed over the past weeks. Blake drew her into the space between us, and she settled against my side, her back to my chest, fitting into me the way she always did - her narrow shoulders against my breasts, her head tipping back to rest against my collarbone.

Blake leaned forward and kissed her. Not the gentle kisses of the first days - something harder, more possessive, his hand gripping her jaw and tilting her head where he wanted it. Lily made a sound into his mouth, and I felt it against my breasts where her shoulders pressed back.

His free hand found my hip, squeezing once - a signal. I knew what it meant. We'd developed a private language of touch over these weeks, the three of us, and this was Blake saying follow me.

He pulled me forward by the hip, repositioning us so that Lily lay on her stomach across the sofa, her upper body draped over a throw pillow, her hips elevated. I knelt beside her, and Blake rose behind me.

He stripped my camisole over my head and my shorts down my thighs in quick, efficient movements - the proprietary undressing of a man who considered my body his jurisdiction. His mouth found my neck from behind, teeth scraping the tendon, and I arched back against him while his hands cupped my breasts.

"Touch her," he said against my skin.

I reached forward and tugged Lily's tank top over her head - she lifted her arms without prompting, her breath quickening as cool air hit her bare back, the pale skin flushing pink along her spine. Then I leaned forward over her prone body. She'd turned her head on the pillow, watching me with those wide blue eyes, her lips parted, her breathing already quickened.

I ran my hand down the curve of her spine - feeling each vertebra through the warmth of her skin - and continued over the swell of her ass. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her shorts and drew them down, revealing the pale, compact curve of her bare beneath. No underwear tonight. She'd been going without them more and more lately.

My palm settled on her ass, cupping the round firmness of it, and she pushed back into my hand with a soft sound.

I raised my hand and brought it down in a sharp, measured slap.

Lily gasped. Her body jolted, and a flush of pink bloomed instantly across the pale skin where I'd struck. She turned to look at me over her shoulder - shock tipping toward hunger, the raw discovery of someone finding out what they've needed. A look I hadn't seen on her before, not quite like that.

"Again," she breathed.

I spanked her again - harder this time - and the sound cracked through the quiet apartment. Lily's moan was muffled against the pillow, her hips pressing down against the cushion.

Blake entered me from behind.

The thrust drove me forward over Lily's body, and I braced myself with one hand on the sofa arm while the other slid between Lily's thighs from behind. She was already soaked - my fingers found her slick and swollen, and I pushed two inside her as Blake's next stroke drove my hand deeper.

Every thrust Blake gave me, I gave to Lily. His pace set the tempo for all of us - each drive forward pushed my fingers deeper inside her, each withdrawal pulled me back, and the motion became something we all moved to. My fingers curled against the textured spot that made her clench, and Lily rolled her hips to meet me.

I spanked her again between strokes - my palm cracking against the reddening curve of her ass while Blake slammed into me - and after a while I couldn't tell where his force ended and mine began. Every slap I gave Lily came back as another thrust from Blake. My hand struck her skin and she cried out; his cock filled me and I moaned; the sounds braided together with the wet percussion of skin on skin until the line between taking and being taken dissolved completely.

Victor watched from the armchair, wine set aside, his blue eyes dark with focused intensity. He made no move to join - not yet. He watched Lily's face change with each impact, watched the way my hand made her shake.

"Harder," Lily begged into the pillow. She was pushing back against my fingers, grinding down against the cushion, her thighs trembling. "Please, Josie - harder -"

I gave her what she asked for. My fingers pumped faster, my thumb finding her clit, my palm cracking against her ass in alternating rhythm with Blake's thrusts. He'd gripped my hips and pulled me upright, my back against his chest, changing the angle so he drove deeper - hitting the spot that turned my vision white at the edges. I was losing control, the dual current of giving and receiving pleasure short-circuiting whatever part of my brain handled restraint.

"I want to taste her," Lily said. The words came out half-muffled against the pillow but unmistakable. She twisted, pushing herself up. "I want - let me -"

Blake withdrew and the sudden emptiness made me whimper. He repositioned us with efficient hands, his commands spare and absolute. Me on my back along the sofa, legs parted. Lily on top of me, reversed - her knees on either side of my head, her mouth descending between my thighs while I looked up at the glistening pink of her, inches from my face. I kicked free of my shorts, pooled uselessly at one knee, and pulled her hips down to my mouth.

Her tongue found me instantly - eager, confident now, pressing flat and stroking upward through the wetness Blake had left behind. I cried out against her, my hips rolling upward, the sensation of her soft mouth so different from Blake's rough stubble that my thighs shook. Her taste flooded my mouth - familiar now, addictive - and I ate her with the urgency that Blake's interrupted rhythm had left throbbing through my whole body.

Blake knelt behind Lily, gripping her hips where they hovered above my face. He entered her from behind - one deep stroke that pushed her mouth hard against me and drove a moan from all three of us at once.

Everything locked into one rhythm. Blake's thrusts drove Lily forward against my tongue, and each time he hit deep inside her she cried out against my clit. The vibration made me clench and moan against her flesh, which made her buck harder, which made Blake grip tighter - a spiral with no top, every sensation amplified by the body it passed through.

Victor rose from the chair. He moved to the sofa's side near my shoulder, freed from his trousers. I turned my face and found him hard at my eye level. I opened my mouth and he slid inside - slow, controlled, his hand settling in my hair - and the last gap closed.

Blake thrust into Lily. Lily moaned against me. I clenched around her tongue and moaned around Victor. Victor's hand tightened in my hair. The rhythm was Blake's - he set the pace, and the rest of us fell into it.

Lily came first, her orgasm seizing her in a full-body convulsion, her scream breaking against my clit with an intensity that made my vision blur. I followed seconds later - the vibration of her cry against my clit, the pressure of Victor in my mouth, the sight of Blake buried to the hilt inside Lily above me - everything converging into an orgasm that ripped through me in wrenching pulses, my moan rumbling around Victor's length.

Victor came with a groan, his hand fisting in my hair, and I swallowed around him while the aftershocks still rolled through me. Blake drove into Lily through the last of her tremors, his rhythm finally breaking, and came inside her with a groan I felt in the sofa beneath me.

We collapsed into each other, breathing hard, the sofa barely containing the tangle of us. Lily was still shaking on top of me - boneless, wrecked, her breath hot against my thigh. Blake eased out of her and pressed his mouth to the base of her spine. I stroked her hair, still tasting her on my lips.

But Lily didn't settle. After a long moment she lifted her head, twisting to look back at Blake. Her eyes were glazed but focused, her voice hoarse.

"I want more," she said. She held Blake's gaze without flinching. "I want you in my ass."

The words landed in the quiet room like a stone in still water. Blake's eyes found mine over Lily's body.

"Are you sure?" I asked, my voice rougher than I expected.

"I've been sure for days." She didn't fidget, didn't look away. Her hands lay flat and quiet on the cushion. Her voice didn't shake. "I trust you. Both of you."

Blake moved to the bedroom and returned with lubricant and a warm cloth. He cleaned her first with careful strokes, then positioned her on her side, facing me. I lay down facing her, our bodies pressed together from breast to hip, my arms encircling her. She was so small against me - her forehead against my collarbone, her hands pressed flat between our chests, our legs tangled together.

"Look at me," I whispered. "Stay with me."

Blake's hand worked between her cheeks from behind, slick fingers pressing, circling, easing one inside her while I kissed her - slow, deep, swallowing the small sounds she made. Her fingers dug into my chest, her body tensing and releasing in waves as he opened her with patient, methodical care. One finger, then two, the stretch drawing gasps that I caught with my mouth.

I slid my hand between our pressed-together bodies and found her clit, circling in counterpoint to Blake's fingers. The dual stimulation made her writhe between us - pressing back against his hand, then forward against mine, the pleasure visible in the flush that climbed from her chest to her hairline.

Holding her while he took this from her - while she chose to give it - made something dark and tender bloom in me at once. Her trust was almost as intoxicating as the weight of Blake's hands.

"Ready?" Blake murmured. His voice was controlled but strained - the effort of holding himself back visible in every line of his body.

Lily nodded against my collarbone.

He positioned himself and pressed forward. The first pressure drew a sharp intake from Lily, her fingers curling against my chest, her eyes squeezing shut. I kept my fingers moving on her clit, kept my mouth at her temple, murmuring against her skin.

"Breathe," I told her. "Push back against him. Let him in."

She exhaled and pressed backward, and Blake slid inside her. A sound came out of Lily that I'd never heard before - low and guttering, seeming to come from somewhere deeper than her throat, vibrating through her chest into mine. Her mouth opened against my neck, her teeth grazing my skin, and her entire body trembled.

"God," Blake breathed behind her. His hand gripped her hip, knuckles white. "You're so tight. Lily - fuck."

He moved. Slow, impossibly careful, shallow thrusts that rocked Lily's body against mine. Each stroke pushed her forward into my arms, her breasts pressing against mine, her mouth open against my neck. I circled her clit faster, matching his rhythm, building her toward the edge while he stretched her open.

The pace increased. Lily's moans climbed in pitch, her hips beginning to move on their own - pressing back to meet Blake's thrusts, then grinding forward against my fingers, the same double pull I'd felt earlier, only from the other side now. Her nails raked my back. Her breathing fractured into sharp, staccato cries.

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Don't - I'm going to - oh god -"

Her orgasm hit all at once - violent enough to lock every muscle in her body against mine, her spine arching, her scream buried in my neck so loud I felt it in my teeth. She clamped around Blake and I felt the force of it in the way her body seized between us, in the primal sound Blake made behind her, in the hot tears that spilled against my throat. I held her through every wave, my arms tight around her trembling frame, my fingers gentle now on her oversensitive clit, feeling each aftershock ripple through her body like something finally, entirely released.

Blake came with a low groan, buried inside her, his forehead dropping against Lily's back. I felt the shudder pass from him into her and into me - one last tremor shared between all three of us.

For a long time nobody moved. Lily's breathing came in ragged sobs against my neck - not pain, not sadness, but the overwhelm of a body that had just gone somewhere the mind hadn't mapped. I held her and stroked her hair and murmured nothing-words into the damp roots at her temple.

Blake withdrew carefully and pressed his mouth to Lily's shoulder blade. Then he gathered both of us against his chest - one arm around me, one around Lily, his body curved around us like a wall. Victor appeared behind me, his hand warm on my hip, his chest solid at my back, and the four of us lay in the wreckage of the evening, breathing together, skin cooling in the quiet air.

Lily was silent for a long time. Then she laughed - a small, startled sound, like something surfacing.

"I thought it would be frightening," she said finally, her voice still raw. She turned her face up toward the ceiling, not at any of us, just at the dark and the quiet. "It wasn't."

I pressed my lips to her forehead. Blake's arms tightened around us both. Victor's thumb traced lazy circles on my hip. Outside the windows, the city burned electric against the dark, and inside the penthouse the four of us existed in a stillness that felt earned.

Sunday morning. Late October sunshine, the apartment flooded with gold. Lazy, languorous, all four of us moving through the morning at half speed. Lily in my robe, which trailed the floor behind her. Blake making pancakes. Victor reading the paper, genuinely reading it for once rather than scanning for crises.

I was refilling my coffee when the intercom buzzed.

"Ms. Reynolds?" The concierge's voice, tinny through the speaker. "There's a young man in the lobby asking for Miss Novak. Says he's her boyfriend."

The mug stopped halfway to my mouth.

I turned. Lily stood at the kitchen island, a forkful of pancake suspended in midair, the color drained from her face. She didn't shake - she went perfectly, completely still, her eyes fixed on the intercom panel like something she was trying to will out of existence.

Blake's spatula stopped mid-flip. Victor lowered his newspaper.

The intercom buzzed again.

Lily's face crumpled.


⚜




Chapter 7: The intruder

⚜

"Boyfriend," Blake repeated. Flat, stripped of inflection - the way he spoke when something had moved from manageable to dangerous.

Nobody moved. Thirty seconds ago the kitchen had felt warm and close - gold light, coffee going hot, pancakes on the griddle. Now I couldn't get a full breath. Blake stood at the stove with the spatula still in his hand, shirtless, every muscle across his shoulders drawn taut. Victor had set down his newspaper with deliberate precision, the way he moved objects when his mind was already three steps ahead. His blue eyes traveled from the intercom panel to Lily with the focused quiet of a man assessing damage.

I stared at Lily.

She was motionless at the kitchen island, the fork still suspended mid-air, pancake forgotten. My robe trailed the floor behind her, the silk too long for her small frame, the same robe she'd pulled on this morning with a sleepy smile. She stood inside it now like it was cover, her face gone blank-white.

"Lily." Victor's voice was calm. Utterly, devastatingly calm. "Is there something you need to tell us?"

"I broke up with him." The words tumbled out fast, fractured. "Before I came here. I ended it - he just - he won't -" She set down the fork with a clatter that made her flinch at the sound. "He won't accept it."

The intercom buzzed a third time. The concierge's voice carried a note of apology. "Ms. Reynolds? He's quite insistent. Should I send him up or -"

Victor crossed to the panel and pressed the button. "Send him up." No hesitation. He released the button and looked at Blake. Blake gave one short nod. That was enough.

"Victor -" Lily started.

"We're not hiding in our own home." Victor straightened his collar, a reflexive gesture, and stood where he was - six foot two, commanding even in weekend clothes. Blake set the spatula down, deliberate as a weapon being holstered, and folded his arms.

I looked at Lily. Her hands had found the edge of the counter. The phone calls. The silenced buzzing at dinner, the manufactured smiles, the quick explanations - weeks of small evasions snapping into focus like a picture I'd refused to recognize. The sting landed sharp under my ribs - personal, separate from anger: the realization that she'd been holding something back from me, specifically, the way you hide things from people you're afraid to lose.

The elevator chimed.

Caleb Turner stepped into our foyer, and everything about him was wrong for the space.

He was average in every direction - 5'10", clean-cut, the kind of sandy-brown hair that had been parted the same way since childhood. He wore a polo shirt tucked into khakis, the uniform of a particular kind of American young man raised on church pews and community standards. He carried a bunch of wildflowers - gas station daisies, cellophane-wrapped, already wilting - and he looked like he'd come here to pronounce judgment.

His eyes swept the penthouse. I watched them catalogue: floor-to-ceiling windows, Italian leather sofa, the bar cart with its crystal decanter. His gaze moved to Victor - recognizing him, I could tell, the slight widening that said he'd seen Victor's face on the Pinnacle website. Then to Blake - shirtless, tattooed, arms folded, taking up more space than any single person should - and Caleb's shoulders tightened visibly when he understood how badly outmatched he was.

Then his eyes found Lily. In my robe, bare-legged, her hair still tousled from sleep. Four coffee cups on the counter. The king-sized bed visible through the open master bedroom door at the end of the hall. The math wasn't difficult.

"Lily." His voice cracked on the second syllable. He held out the flowers like an offering - or evidence. "I've been calling you for weeks."

"I know." Her voice was small. "I told you to stop."

"You told me a lot of things." His jaw worked, and I watched his gaze drop to the marks on Blake's shoulders, then return to Lily with a look that was part hurt and part something more calculated. "Who are these people?"

"My family," Lily said. The word escaped before she'd finished deciding on it - an instinct rather than a strategy - but she didn't take it back. Her chin lifted.

A pulse of heat hit me low in the chest - possessive, fierce, the same current I felt when Blake put his hand on the back of my neck in public. She'd called us her family. She'd meant it. And some boy from a cornfield church thought he could walk in here and take that from her.

Caleb's expression curdled. The flowers dropped to his side, petals shaking. "Your family." He looked at Victor, at Blake, at me. At the four cups. At the open bedroom door. "There are four cups," he said, like presenting evidence to a jury. "Four cups. Two men, two women, and she's standing there in -" his voice dropped to something uglier - "whose robe is that? Is she - are they just passing her around for -"

"You need to stop talking," Blake said. Next to him, Caleb looked like what he was - a boy clutching grocery store flowers, face going red from the collar up, trying to hold Blake's gray stare. He lasted about two seconds.

My pulse kicked hard against my throat. I wanted to step in front of Lily, wanted Caleb to see exactly whose space he'd walked into.

"Lily and I have been together since we were sixteen," he managed. "We made promises. In front of God and our families."

"We were never engaged, Caleb." Lily's voice had found something firmer. "We dated. I broke up with you. That's it."

"Your mother's worried sick. Pastor Davis asked about you -"

"Pastor Davis checked my hemline in youth group. He doesn't get to ask about me."

Caleb's voice shifted - thicker, borrowing a cadence he'd rehearsed in the car, someone else's pulpit in his mouth. "Look at yourself. Look at what this place has done to you." He gestured at the penthouse, at us, the flowers swinging. Then his gaze cut to Blake and the ugliness was naked. "You're a whore, Lily. That's what you are. A whore living in their apartment. What would your mother think?"

Heat flooded my chest - not embarrassment, not fear. Possessiveness. Dark and immediate. This girl who tasted like honey, who slept against my heartbeat, who'd given us every first she had - and this boy thought he could stand in our home and call her that.

Blake unfolded his arms.

He didn't move forward. He didn't need to. The uncrossing of his arms was its own escalation - a body built for violence simply making itself available. Victor caught my eye and gave the slightest shake of his head. Let it play.

"Get out of my home," Lily said.

Her voice didn't shake. Her eyes were wet and steady, and she looked at Caleb Turner with a fury that had been building her whole life - not borrowed from anyone in the room, not performed for us, but her own. Everything she'd absorbed about her place in the world and the soft body she'd been told she owed to the first boy who asked - she looked at him with all of it right there in her face.

"This is my home. These are my people. And you need to leave."

Caleb turned to Victor. When the preachery fury ran out, what was left was the threat. "I wonder what your board would think," he said. His voice had gone thin and sharp. "Their CEO living with some intern. You think your investors want that story?"

Victor didn't blink. "Are you threatening me?"

"I'm saying there are people who'd be interested. Newspapers. Investors." Caleb's voice sharpened into something meaner, something he thought was power. "Your shareholders might have opinions about what happens up here."

"You walked into an apartment and saw four adults having breakfast," I said. It was the first time I'd spoken since the elevator opened. "Your theory is built on coffee cups and wounded pride. That's not a story. That's a boy who can't accept he was left."

Whatever he'd expected from me, it wasn't that. His mouth opened and closed.

"Leave," Blake said. One word. Final.

Caleb looked at each of us in turn - Victor, unmoving. Me, arms crossed. Blake, a wall. Lily, shaking but standing. The flowers hung forgotten at his side.

"This isn't over," he said. He dropped the flowers - they hit the marble with a damp thud - and jabbed the elevator button. He stepped inside, and the expression on his face as the doors began to close was the bitter, vindicated look of a man who'd found exactly the sin he'd come looking for.

The doors shut. The elevator hummed downward.

The apartment went quiet enough that I could hear the burner still ticking on the stove.

Blake crossed to the windows. His back was to us, and he stood there with the city spread out behind him and his hands braced against the glass. He didn't say anything at first. I knew that posture - the contained stillness of a man holding something explosive and choosing not to release it.

"A boyfriend," he said finally. "All this time."

"An ex," Lily whispered. "He was my ex."

"An ex you never mentioned." Blake turned. His gray eyes were cold in a way I hadn't seen directed at Lily before - the boardroom assessment, the flat decision-making appraisal. He answered in a single short sentence: "We opened our home to you. Our lives." Then he stopped, the restraint of it deliberate and worse than shouting.

Victor had already moved to his office. Through the open door came the low, rapid voice he used with lawyers. "Margaret, it's Victor Reynolds. I need you this morning. Yes, I know it's Sunday. Priority one."

Lily stood where she'd been since the elevator closed. Bare feet on cold marble, surrounded by the dropped petals of Caleb's daisies. She hadn't moved. Her arms were wrapped around herself inside my robe, and the look on her face - the same raw vulnerability I hadn't seen since her first night in our doorway - made my throat tighten.

I'd been angry on the way there. The manufactured smiles, the phone calls she'd told us were spam, the way she'd smiled through dinner while someone from her old life hammered at the door she kept shutting in his face. She'd let me comfort her through anxiety she'd never explained. She'd let me believe she trusted me completely, and some part of her hadn't. That sting was real, and I sat with it for a moment before I understood it.

"I should have told you," she said. Barely audible.

"Then why didn't you?" Blake was still at the windows, his voice clipped, each word set down carefully.

"Because I was ashamed." The word came out raw, torn from somewhere below strategy. "Not of him. Of - of where I come from. The church, the town, the boyfriend who thought my body belonged to him because we'd sat in the same pew since we were twelve. I didn't want any of that in this apartment. I didn't want you to look at me and see Millbrook."

Blake said nothing. His jaw loosened a fraction, but he was still facing the windows.

"I broke up with him before the internship," she continued, the words coming faster now. "Three weeks before. I told him it was over, that I was moving to the city, that I didn't want the life he'd planned for us. He didn't accept it. He called every day. Sometimes five, six times. Texting scripture about wives submitting. About purity. About what God wanted for me." She laughed - hollow, broken. "He told my mother I was in spiritual crisis. She called our pastor. Pastor Davis called me to say he was praying for my soul."

Victor had gone quiet in the next room. He appeared in the doorway, listening.

"I blocked Caleb's number four times. He kept getting new ones. I told him I had a restraining order - I don't, I just wanted him to stop. I said I'd call the police. He said the police in Millbrook play on his dad's softball team." She pressed her palms against her eyes. "Every time that phone buzzed at dinner, every time I silenced it and told you it was spam - I was terrified that if I told you the truth, you'd think I was complicated. Damaged. That you'd put me in other housing and I'd lose all of this."

She dropped her hands. Her face was wet, her blue eyes swollen. She looked at Blake with an expression that was asking for something she clearly believed she didn't deserve.

"I lied because I thought if you saw that part of my life, you'd send me away," she said. "I know that doesn't make it okay."

The silence stretched. Blake set something down too carefully - his phone against the windowsill, a small, deliberate sound. I could see the crack in it. I knew Blake's anger the way I knew his hands: intimately, down to the fault lines that ran beneath it. And the fault line here was Lily's fear - the terror of being sent back to the life she'd spent everything she had escaping.

He recognized that terror. I could see it register before he moved - the look of someone who'd spent years scrapping his way past his own origins.

I crossed the living room. My bare feet tracked through the scattered daisy petals on the marble, and I stopped in front of Lily. She looked up at me, her face raw.

"I hid things too," I said quietly. "When everything started - the bracelet, all of it - I hid what was happening to me. I told myself it was under control while I was falling for Blake before Victor understood how deep it had gone. Fear does ugly things to the truth, Lily." I took her hands - small, cold, trembling. "I'm not going to punish you for the same thing I did."

Her face crumpled. She pressed her forehead against our joined hands and let out a sound that wasn't quite a sob - lower, more guttural, the sound of someone releasing a weight they'd been carrying so long they'd forgotten the shape of their body without it.

I looked at Blake over her bowed head.

He came off the windows. Three strides across the room, and he gathered Lily against his chest without a word - her face pressed against his sternum, her hands fisting in his sweatpants, her shoulders shaking. He held her the way he held everything: completely.

I stepped into them, pressing my hand flat against Lily's back, feeling her ribs shudder beneath my palm. Blake's arm closed around my shoulder too, pulling me in, and for a moment the three of us stood tangled together in the ruined morning while the city blazed indifferent beyond the glass. The warmth of them - Blake's chest solid under my cheek, Lily's small body trembling between us - felt like the only real thing in the room.

By mid-morning Victor had his lawyer on speaker, Lily curled in the desk chair with her knees pulled tight, her thumb grinding against the back of my hand every time the word "exposure" or "defamation" came through the phone. Blake filled the doorway like a sentry.

Victor ended the call and looked at Lily. "He has nothing. No evidence, no photographs. Margaret's letter goes out within the hour. Building security has his name flagged - he won't get past the lobby again."

Lily nodded. Her grip on my hand didn't ease.

Blake straightened from the doorframe. The acute edge had dulled in him - what replaced it was watchfulness, the controlled alertness of a man standing between his people and the door.

The rest of Sunday passed in muted stillness.

We cleaned up the breakfast that had gone cold. Blake scraped the ruined pancakes into the bin. Victor moved through the apartment making calls I only caught fragments of - "precautionary" and "appreciate your discretion." Lily showered and came back in her own off-duty clothes - jeans and a grey sweater, not borrowed shirts, not my robe - and the choice felt significant in a way I didn't press.

The touching had stopped. That was the part that sat heaviest. Blake crossed the kitchen without brushing my shoulder. Lily reached past me for a glass and kept six careful inches between our arms. The space on the sofa where she would have leaned against me stayed empty. Not cold. Not angry. Just paused - and my body felt the absence like a low, persistent ache.

Lily ate lunch standing at the counter, the way she had during that terrible Saturday after she'd first watched us. She kept to the margins of every room, moving through the penthouse like a guest again. Once, in the hallway, Blake's hand drifted toward my hip as he passed - reflex, muscle memory - and he caught himself, let it drop. The aborted gesture hit me harder than the absence had.

I found her on the balcony in the late afternoon, leaning against the railing, watching the city below with an expression that held none of her usual curiosity. She looked tired. Older than nineteen.

"He'll go home," I said, stepping out beside her. The autumn air was cold now, November pressing in from the north, the trees in the park below stripped nearly bare. "The letter will reach him tomorrow."

"I know." She crossed her arms against the cold. "It's not about him. Not really." She was quiet for a moment. "I thought if I came here and became someone new, I could just - leave all of it behind. Millbrook, the church, the girl who wore modest skirts and kept her knees together and believed her body was something she owed to the first boy who asked for it." Her breath clouded in the cold air. "But you can't just leave it. It follows you."

"It followed me too," I said. "Different shape, same weight. The woman I was before everything changed - careful, contained, performing a version of myself that never quite fit. She didn't disappear when the arrangement started. She showed up every time I felt guilty, every time I enjoyed something I thought I shouldn't."

Lily looked at me. The late light caught the remnants of tears still on her lashes. "When did she stop showing up?"

I thought about it honestly. "She didn't stop. She got quieter. And the real version got louder."

Lily's mouth curved - not quite a smile, but the first loosening of her expression since the elevator had opened that morning. She turned back to the skyline, and I stayed beside her in the fading light without saying anything more.

Inside, through the glass doors, I could see Blake on the couch, phone in hand but gaze fixed on something beyond the screen. Victor sat across from him, a glass of scotch resting untouched on his knee. They weren't talking. They were doing what men like them did after a crisis - sitting with it, metabolizing it, waiting for the shape of things to settle.

The balcony door slid open. Blake stepped out, and the warm air of the apartment followed before the cold swallowed it. He stood behind Lily, just close enough that she could feel his warmth without touching her.

"We should have known," he said. The anger had burned down to something more complicated - the frustration of someone who'd missed what was right in front of him. "You shouldn't have had to carry that alone."

Lily turned. She looked up at him - the scale between them as stark as it had ever been, her face level with his chest, his body blocking the wind.

"I'm sorry I lied," she said.

"I know." His hand settled on the top of her head, resting there the way you'd rest a hand on something small and precious. Lily closed her eyes and leaned into his palm.

That night we went to bed in the configuration we'd held before Lily - just three. Victor on my left, Blake on my right. The master door stayed open, the way it always did, but no footsteps came down the hall. No creak of Lily's door. No bare feet on hardwood. The sounds I'd grown accustomed to over the past weeks - her breathing in the dark, the small shifts of her body finding the negative space of mine - were missing, and their absence was louder than their presence had ever been.

I lay awake and felt the lack of her. Not abstractly - in my body. The empty space at my front where Lily's back usually pressed warm against my breasts. The missing weight of her head at the hollow of my throat. Blake's arm around my waist and Victor's breathing beside me was exactly what I'd had before Lily, and it was somehow less now that I knew what else it could hold. Deprivation was sharpest when you knew precisely what you were missing - the shape of it, the warmth, the particular way she breathed when she fell asleep against your skin.

I thought about thresholds - the one Lily had crossed when she'd walked into our doorway and stayed, the one Caleb had forced his way past this morning, the one we'd all have to find our way back across before the household could resume its rhythm.

Lily's door was closed.

The sound of it shutting, earlier that evening - that soft, decisive click - had been the loneliest sound I'd heard in this apartment since we'd started.

I pressed back against Blake's chest, felt Victor's hand tighten on my hip in his sleep, and waited for the morning.


⚜




Chapter 8: Claimed

⚜

Two weeks dissolved the bruise.

Not all at once - not the way a switch gets flipped or a door slams shut. More like thaw: gradual, uneven, the frozen edges of what Caleb's visit had fractured warming back to liquid in small, accumulating moments that none of us engineered.

Blake's hand found the small of my back on Monday while he passed me in the kitchen. Unconscious, the way it used to be - his palm settling against my spine like it lived there. He didn't pull away. Neither did I.

Tuesday morning Lily left her door open.

She didn't announce it. No conversation, no ceremony. I walked past on the way to the bathroom and saw the door wide against the wall, Lily sitting cross-legged on her bed in one of Blake's t-shirts, scrolling her tablet, the strip of her bare thigh catching the morning light. She glanced up, met my eyes, and the smile she gave me was quiet and deliberate - a flag run back up the pole.

By the second week she was sleeping in the master bed again. Not every night - some nights she retreated to her room, and we let her, understanding that the closed door now meant something more layered than it had before. But most nights she was there: tucked against my chest, her hair against my collarbone, her breathing slow and warm against my skin. Blake's arm draped over both of us. Victor solid at my back. The configuration we'd built before Caleb had tried to dismantle it, restored piece by piece through nothing more dramatic than proximity and patience and the particular tenderness of people choosing each other again.

The sex returned too - tentative at first, then not. Midweek, Blake pressed me against the shower wall and fucked me with the water running down both our backs, and when we emerged, steam-flushed and loose, Lily was sitting on the bathroom counter in her underwear, watching us with that look I knew so well now - the lifted chin, the steady gaze, the hunger she'd stopped hiding weeks ago.

Blake crossed to her, still dripping, and kissed her mouth. She kissed him back with both hands in his wet hair, and I watched the last of the distance close between them - his large hands spanning her narrow waist, her legs wrapping around his hips on the counter, the scale of him against her still arresting even after all this time.

That night I went down on Lily in the master bed while Blake held her from behind, his arms circling her ribs, his mouth at her ear murmuring things I couldn't hear but could feel in the way her body responded - arching, trembling, her thighs tightening around my head, her orgasm breaking against my tongue with the full-throated cry that meant she wasn't holding anything back.

We were whole again.

Friday evening, Victor came home with a bottle of Krug and the quiet satisfaction of someone who'd spent the day arranging something and was pleased with how it had arranged.

"Alexander is coming for dinner tomorrow," he said, setting the champagne on the counter with deliberate care. "I've invited him to meet Lily properly."

Blake looked up from the stove. His spatula paused mid-turn. "Alexander."

"He's been asking about her since her market analysis impressed the board. He wants to meet the intern who outperformed his senior analysts." Victor loosened his tie with one hand, his blue eyes moving between Blake and me with studied casualness. "And I think it's time we celebrated."

The word landed with intent. Victor didn't use it casually - celebrated carried the weight of everything we'd weathered, everything we'd rebuilt. Caleb had come here to make us flinch. To make us smaller, ashamed, retreating into ourselves. Victor's answer was expansion.

Blake set the spatula down. "You're proposing what I think you're proposing."

"I'm proposing dinner. What happens after dinner is up to the household." Victor's gaze settled on me. "Josie?"

I thought about Alexander Kingsley - silver-haired, methodical, the man who'd been the first to touch me under the old arrangement. His hands had been precise and unhurried, his attention thorough in a way that was nothing like Blake's raw dominance. He'd made me beg with clinical patience while Victor watched from across the room. That felt like another lifetime, and yet my body remembered it with perfect clarity.

"Yes," I said.

Lily had been listening from the sofa, her bare feet tucked beneath her, a book open in her lap that she'd stopped reading the moment Victor mentioned Alexander's name. Her blue eyes were bright, her cheeks already flushing.

"Who's Alexander?" she asked.

"Alexander Kingsley," I said. "The CFO. Silver hair, deep voice. You impressed him with your analysis."

"I know who he is professionally." Lily set her book down. "I'm asking who he is to you."

The directness still caught me off guard sometimes - the way she'd shed every layer of hesitation over these weeks, the Millbrook girl receding further with each conversation. She looked at us now with the composed attention of someone who'd decided that information was always better than ignorance, no matter what it revealed.

"He was part of the original arrangement," I said. "Before Blake became permanent. Alexander was one of the people I was shared with."

Lily's lips parted. Her gaze moved to Blake, who leaned against the counter with his arms folded, watching her process it.

"And tomorrow?" she said.

"Tomorrow he comes for dinner," Victor said. "He's coming to celebrate with us. If the evening goes further, it's because we all want it to."

Lily was quiet for a moment. Then something shifted in her expression - not uncertainty, but the particular brightness of someone recognizing an opportunity to choose something enormous.

"I want this," she said. Clear and simple, the same words she'd used the night she'd asked to join us.

Blake's eyes found mine across the kitchen. I read what they held - protectiveness, desire, the calculation of a man determining whether everyone was ready. I gave him the smallest nod.

"Tomorrow," Blake confirmed.

Alexander Kingsley arrived at seven with a bottle of Barolo and the unhurried ease of someone who'd never been early or late in his life. He wore a navy blazer over a white shirt, open at the collar, his silver hair immaculate, and when the elevator doors opened he stepped into our foyer like a man returning to a place that had always recognized him.

"Victor." He shook Victor's hand with the firm grip of old allies. Then he turned to me, and his dark eyes warmed. "Josie. You look stunning."

I'd dressed deliberately - a black silk slip dress that skimmed my body like water, stopping mid-thigh, the neckline low enough to show the swell of my breasts. No bra, no underwear beneath the silk. My hair was loose, auburn waves over bare shoulders. I'd dressed for tonight the way I used to dress for the arrangement dinners - a signal so clear it needed no words.

"Alexander." I kissed his cheek, feeling the familiar scratch of his jaw. "It's been too long."

His hand lingered at my waist - warm, proprietary, a touch that said he remembered precisely what we'd been to each other. Then his attention shifted past me, and I watched him see Lily for the first time outside a boardroom.

She stood by the dining table in a cream silk blouse and a skirt that stopped well above her knee, showing the full length of her bare legs. Her honey-blonde hair fell loose to her shoulders, and she'd done something subtle with her eyes - a touch of liner that made the blue deeper, older. I watched her know he was looking, and instead of shrinking, she lifted her chin. Watching it sent a hot twist through my chest that traveled lower.

Alexander's gaze moved over her the way it had once moved over me - thorough, appreciative, missing nothing. He took his time with it, and Lily absorbed his attention the way a sail catches wind.

"Miss Novak." He took her hand and held it. "Your market analysis was exceptional. The board hasn't stopped talking about it."

"Thank you, Mr. Kingsley." Her voice was composed, but I could see the pulse fluttering in her throat. "I'd love to discuss the methodology with you sometime."

"I'm sure we'll find the time." His thumb brushed across her knuckles before he released her hand, and the gesture was intimate enough to make Lily's breath catch visibly.

Dinner was exquisite in its restraint. Victor had ordered in - filet, asparagus, a chocolate torte that Alexander complimented with the ease of someone who'd long since stopped needing to prove where he'd eaten. The conversation was easy: Pinnacle's quarterly numbers, Lily's expanding role in Blake's marketing division, Alexander's dry observations about the board's latest anxieties. Beneath the surface, the current ran steady and hot.

Alexander sat beside Lily. His hand rested near hers on the table, and twice I watched his fingers brush her wrist - deliberate, testing. Both times she didn't pull away. Blake sat across from them, his gray eyes tracking every point of contact. I sat beside Blake, his thigh pressed against mine beneath the table, and the heat between us was its own conversation.

After dinner, Victor poured cognac. We moved to the living room - Alexander in one armchair, Victor in the other, Blake on the sofa with me tucked against his side. Lily sat on the floor between the coffee table and the couch, her bare legs folded beneath her, her skirt riding high. The position put her below all of us - whether by instinct or design, the effect was the same.

Victor set down his cognac and left the room.

When he returned, he carried the jewelry box.

The room went still. Blake's hand tightened on my thigh. Alexander leaned forward in his chair, recognition shifting through his composed features. Lily looked up from the floor, her gaze fixing on the velvet box.

I knew what was in it. The bracelet had sat in its velvet box since the afternoon Lily had found it on the entryway console - turning it over in her small palm, asking why I didn't wear it anymore. I hadn't touched it since I'd taken it from her hands that day. Watching Victor carry it across the room now, I understood: this wasn't a restoration. This was something new being made from old gold.

Victor knelt in front of Lily. The gesture was deliberate - this man who commanded boardrooms and orchestrated corporate empires, kneeling on the hardwood floor to meet a nineteen-year-old girl at eye level.

He opened the box. The gold bracelet caught the lamplight, gleaming against dark velvet - the same bracelet that had once marked me as available, that Lily had held in her palm weeks ago and turned over with wondering fingers.

"You know what this is," Victor said.

Lily's eyes shimmered. I'd told her the bracelet's history during one of those quiet nights after Caleb - the arrangement, the executives, what the gold had signaled before it was put away. She'd listened without flinching.

"I know what it was," she said.

"Tonight it's something new." Victor lifted the bracelet. "It means you belong here. Because you want to."

Lily extended her wrist. Her hand was perfectly steady.

Victor clasped the bracelet. The soft click of the clasp carried in the quiet room. The gold settled against her fair skin - cool weight at first, warming quickly to her pulse. She looked at it for a moment, and then Blake was already on his feet, crossing to her, pulling her up from the floor and kissing her with both hands in her hair before she could turn from the image.

His mouth released her. His eyes moved to Alexander over her head.

"She's ready," Blake said. "We all are."

Alexander reached for Lily first.

He drew her toward the sofa with both hands, and the scale between them was different from what I was used to watching - less extreme than Blake and Lily, but still marked by the easy authority of a man accustomed to being obeyed. His arms were solid when they circled her, and I watched her hands flatten against his chest with the same exploring curiosity she'd shown me the first time.

He kissed her - slow, thorough, one hand cupping the back of her head, tilting her at the angle he wanted. Lily melted into it with a sound that was half surprise, half surrender. His other hand found the buttons of her blouse and worked them open from the top - one, two, three - revealing the pale skin of her chest, the lace edge of a bra she'd chosen for tonight, the delicate hollow of her throat where her pulse hammered visibly.

He eased the blouse off her shoulders and let it fall. His hands found the clasp of her bra - deft, unhurried - and the cups loosened and slipped, and her small breasts were bare. Alexander studied her with frank appreciation, his thumb tracing the underside of one breast, circling the pale pink nipple until it peaked tight and Lily's breath stuttered.

Blake's hands were on me. He'd slid the thin straps off my shoulders from behind - a single fluid motion that peeled the silk from my body like water, leaving me naked. His palm ran down my spine, over the curve of my ass, possessive and familiar. He moved to Alexander's vacated armchair and pulled me onto his lap - my back against his chest, my thighs spread over his.

"Watch," he said against my ear.

Alexander guided Lily to the sofa, laying her back against the cushions. He removed her skirt with the same efficient patience, drawing it down her legs and setting it aside. Underneath, she wore nothing - a choice that made Alexander pause, his dark eyes moving over her bare body with visible appreciation. She was exquisite against the dark leather: pale skin, honey-blonde hair fanning across the cushion, the gold bracelet warm at her wrist, her compact frame open and waiting.

Alexander knelt between her thighs and lowered his mouth to her.

The breath that tore from Lily was instant - sharp, arching her off the leather, her hands flying to his silver hair. Where Blake overwhelmed, Alexander explored - patient, thorough, his tongue reading her body like a document he intended to understand completely before acting on it. He made one precise adjustment and she sobbed.

Behind me, Blake freed himself from his waistband. His hands lifted my hips and positioned me - facing away from him, my spine flush against his chest, my thighs spread wide over his - and I felt the thick head of him press against my entrance. He pulled me down onto him in one slow, devastating stroke that impaled me to the hilt and dragged a moan from my throat that I couldn't contain.

I was seated on Blake with him buried completely inside me, my body on full display - breasts bare, thighs spread, the place where he split me open visible to anyone who looked - and my eyes were fixed on Lily across the room.

Blake's hands gripped my hips and began to move me - slow, grinding rotations that shifted him inside me with every roll, hitting the deepest places with relentless friction. I braced my hands on the arms of the chair and let him use the position, let the angle press him against the spot that made my vision swim.

On the sofa, Alexander was taking Lily apart. His tongue circled her clit in steady rhythm while two fingers worked inside her - I could see the flex of his wrist, the way Lily's hips chased his mouth. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her chest flushed from navel to collarbone, and the sounds she was making - high, breathless, climbing - told me she was close.

Blake thrust up into me, hard, and my attention shattered between sensations: the stretch of him inside me, the visual of Lily unravelling under Alexander's mouth, the dual pleasure of being fucked while watching the girl I adored reach the edge.

Lily came. Her spine bowed off the leather, her thighs clamped around Alexander's head, and a cry tore from her that echoed off the windows - raw and uncontrolled, her whole body convulsing while Alexander held her hips steady and worked her through it.

Watching her while Blake filled me pushed me to the brink. My body clenched around him, my head dropped back against his shoulder, and the wave crested - bright, hard, rolling through me in rhythmic pulses that made me grip the chair arms and cry out while Blake's fingers dug into my hips and held me through it.

"Good girl," Blake murmured against my ear, and lifted me off him.

Victor rose from his chair and crossed to Lily. He tilted her chin up with one finger - the same gesture I'd seen from him a hundred times, tender and commanding at once - and she looked up at him through damp lashes, still panting, her skin flushed and glistening.

"Turn over," he said.

Lily obeyed. She rolled onto her stomach and draped herself over the arm of the sofa, hips elevated, her narrow waist presented. The bracelet pressed into the leather as her hands gripped the cushion.

Blake moved behind her. His large hands settled on her hips - nearly spanning them, his fingers reaching toward her spine - and he entered her from behind with a slow, controlled thrust that made her jaw fall open in a silent cry. She pressed back against him instantly, her body hungry for the fullness.

Victor rounded the sofa to its front. He freed himself from his trousers and pressed his thumb to Lily's lower lip. She opened her mouth without hesitation - the eagerness still piercing - and Victor slid inside, his hand settling in her hair with a gentleness that contrasted with the depth of what he was asking.

Blake began to thrust. Each stroke drove Lily forward onto Victor, the rhythm finding itself - Blake's hips setting the pace, Lily's body the conduit, Victor's hand gentle but guiding in her hair. They held the configuration for long, electric minutes - Lily's muffled moans vibrating around Victor's length, Blake's low growl punctuating each deep stroke.

Then Victor eased from her mouth, his thumb tracing her swollen lower lip, and stepped aside. I took his place - kneeling on the sofa cushion in front of Lily, my knees on either side of the sofa arm, her face level with my thighs. She lifted her eyes to mine, and what passed through them was unmistakable: the question, already answered in the asking.

Blake drove deep, and her mouth found me.

The sound I made was not polite. Lily's tongue moved against me with the same enthusiasm she brought to everything, clumsy at the edges and devastating at the center, and each of Blake's thrusts pushed her harder against me - his rhythm conducting itself through her body into mine. I gripped the back of the sofa with both hands and let it happen, the friction of Blake's fucking translated through Lily's mouth into pulses of sensation I couldn't anticipate or control.

Alexander came to me from behind, shedding his blazer as he moved. His hands settled at my hips, and he entered me in a single measured stroke - not the shock of being stretched to my limit, but a precise, filling pressure that hit exactly where it needed to. His hands at my hips were controlled and steady, his rhythm the same unhurried deliberation he'd shown with Lily's body earlier. He held that pace without variance, and the contrast with Blake's roughness was so absolute it made me dig my nails into the sofa back.

I was kneeling over Lily's face while she ate me, while Blake fucked her from behind, while Alexander fucked me from behind - the four of us a single interlocked system, each sensation amplifying the others. Every thrust Alexander gave pushed me harder against Lily's mouth. Every thrust Blake gave pushed Lily's mouth harder against me. I could feel her moans vibrating up through her throat into my body, her pleasure literally conducted through her into me.

This is what it is to be used alongside her. The thought cut clean through everything: both of us on display, both of us full, both of us making sounds the building's neighbors could probably hear, two women arranged for the pleasure of the men behind us and finding our own pleasure in the arrangement. The thrill of it - of being here, like this, the two of us - hit me harder than anything Alexander was doing.

Blake's rhythm intensified. His hands pulled Lily's hips back to meet each stroke. Victor's breathing went ragged. The vibration of Lily's escalating moans against my center built the pressure past the point where I could hold it.

I came hard - clenching around Alexander, grinding down against Lily's mouth, my cry hitting the window and coming back. Alexander pressed deep and ground against me with controlled precision, his own release following in measured, pulsing strokes.

Blake buried himself in Lily with a groan that filled the room, his grip tightening on her hips.

For a suspended moment, none of us moved.

Blake withdrew first, easing out of Lily. Alexander slipped from me a moment later, his hand trailing down my spine as he stepped back. For a breath we all knelt there, catching ourselves in the aftermath - and then Victor said, "One more," and Lily lifted her head from the sofa cushion like she'd been waiting for exactly that.

Blake gathered her from the sofa with careful hands and carried her to the center of the living room floor, where the thick rug spread soft and warm beneath the city lights. He set her down and knelt beside her, his hand stroking the damp hair from her face.

"You're sure?" he asked. His voice was rough, but the tenderness in it was unmistakable.

"I'm sure." Lily reached up and traced the line of his jaw with one finger. "I want all of you. At the same time. I want to feel everything at once."

Blake looked at Victor. Victor nodded.

Blake settled on the rug, his back against a cushion pulled from the sofa, legs outstretched. His cock stood thick and hard against his stomach, still slick from being inside Lily minutes ago. He gripped the base and held himself steady.

"Come here," he said to Lily. "Face me."

She climbed onto his lap. Her knees settled on either side of his hips, barely reaching the rug - her thighs straining to bracket his body, her hands braced against the broad planes of his chest. Blake's hands circled her waist, thumbs nearly meeting at her navel, fingers reaching almost to her spine. She looked fierce perched on top of him - determined, hungry, nothing about her suggesting she intended to break.

Lily reached between them, wrapped her small hand around his shaft - her fingers couldn't close around him, they never could - and positioned the thick head at her entrance. She held his gaze and sank down.

The sound she made was guttural, her mouth falling open as she took him inch by inch. Her pussy stretched around him - I could see it from where I knelt beside them, the obscene spread of her tight pink lips around his girth, her body straining to accommodate what it had learned to crave. She bottomed out with a shudder that ran through her entire frame, seated fully on his cock, and her head dropped forward against his chest.

"All of it," she whispered. "God - I can feel all of it."

Blake's hands gripped her hips and began to rock her - slow, grinding rolls that shifted him deep inside her with each movement. Lily's breath came in short, broken gasps, her small breasts pressed against his chest, her fingers digging into his shoulders. She was already so wet from the earlier rounds that the sound of him moving inside her was loud in the quiet room - slick, obscene, unmistakable.

I knelt on the rug three feet away, naked, unable to look anywhere else. My hand moved between my thighs without conscious decision - two fingers pressing against my clit, already swollen and oversensitive from Alexander and from Lily's mouth and from everything that had happened on that sofa. The sight of her impaled on Blake, hips rolling, moans climbing - it hit me somewhere primal and greedy and past the point where watching was enough.

Victor moved behind Lily. He'd shed his remaining clothes at some point, fully bare now, still hard from the earlier round, the lubricant already in his hand. He poured it between Lily's cheeks with steady fingers, and she gasped at the cool sensation, her rhythm on Blake faltering.

"Don't stop," Blake murmured, his hands guiding her hips back into motion. "Keep riding me."

Victor's fingers worked between her cheeks while she moved on Blake - one finger pressing inside her ass, then two, stretching her open while Blake filled her pussy. Lily's moans changed pitch, going higher, thinner, her body caught between the two sensations. The sight of Victor opening her up while Blake held her steady on his cock made my breathing go ragged, my fingers pressing harder against my clit.

"She can take it," Blake said to Victor over Lily's shoulder. His voice was strained - the sensation of Victor's fingers working Lily's ass while Blake was buried in her pussy must have been intense, the thin wall between them transmitting everything. "She's ready."

Victor withdrew his fingers and positioned himself. One hand settled at Lily's hip. The other gathered both her wrists and pulled them behind her back, pinning them at the base of her spine in a single firm grip. Lily's back arched involuntarily - with her hands restrained, she couldn't brace herself, couldn't control anything. She was held upright only by Blake's hands at her hips and Victor's grip on her wrists, suspended between them, completely at their mercy.

"Oh fuck," she breathed. The vulnerability of the position - hands bound, body open, two men about to fill both her holes - sent a visible shudder through her. Her nipples were hard, flushed dark pink, her chest heaving, nipples flushed dark with each breath. "Please. Do it."

Victor pressed the head of his cock against her ass and pushed forward.

Lily's scream split the room.

Not pain - or not only pain. The sound that tore from her was the overwhelmed cry of a body pushed past what it thought it could hold. Victor sank into her ass with controlled, relentless pressure - Blake in her pussy, Victor in her ass, both men seated deep - and her whole frame shook between them, trembling with the effort of taking it all.

"Oh my god - oh fuck - I'm so full - I can't -" Her words dissolved into a moan that seemed to come from her entire body. Her head fell back against Victor's shoulder, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut, tears tracking from the corners. Victor's hand kept her wrists locked behind her, holding her in place, and the position arched her back so severely that her small breasts thrust forward, nipples pointing at the ceiling, her stomach concave, every muscle in her body drawn taut.

I couldn't breathe. The image of it - her holes stretched around them, her hands pinned behind her back, her face a mask of shattered pleasure - was the most intensely erotic thing I had ever seen. More than any scene in the old arrangement, more than the retreat, more than anything Blake had ever done to me. This fierce, brave girl who'd asked for everything we had - pinned between two men, held in place, taken completely.

My two fingers on my clit weren't enough. The ache inside me was cavernous - watching her taken like that while I only touched myself on the outside felt like a cruelty. I needed to feel what she was feeling, needed to match her.

I pushed two fingers inside myself and immediately added a third.

The stretch made me gasp - three fingers, slick with my own arousal, pushing deep while both men pushed deeper into Lily. I curled my fingers and ground my palm against my clit with each thrust of my hand. The wet sound of my own fingers working inside me mixed with the sounds from the three of them - the slap of skin, Lily's continuous broken moaning, Blake's grunts, Victor's controlled exhales.

Blake and Victor found their rhythm. They moved in opposition - Blake's hips driving up as Victor withdrew, then Victor pressing deep while Blake pulled back - so that Lily was never empty, never given a moment's respite. One cock always buried to the hilt while the other drew back, her body rocked between them in a continuous rolling wave. I could see the tension in her thighs, the way her abs contracted, the visible effort of her body trying to process the relentless dual sensation.

"Look at her," I heard myself say. My voice came out raw, wrecked. "Look at how she takes them."

Nobody answered. Nobody needed to. Lily's wrists pinned, her back arched, her body shaking between them - and the sounds coming from her mouth were not the sounds of someone enduring but of someone drowning in pleasure so intense her body didn't know how to hold it.

I fucked myself harder, three fingers plunging deep, trying to match the fullness I was watching. My thumb circled my clit in desperate rhythm with their thrusts. The ache was enormous - not just physical but something deeper, the need to be as close to what Lily was experiencing as my own body could get. Every time Victor drove into her ass and her face contorted with that specific look - the overwhelm, the pleasure that tipped into too-much before crashing back into need - I pushed my fingers deeper, curling against my walls, feeling my own tight heat clench and pulse around the intrusion.

"Harder," Lily gasped. Her voice was barely recognizable - shredded, desperate. "Fuck me harder - both of you - I want -"

Blake obliged. His hips snapped upward with new force, driving into her pussy with strokes that made her whole body jolt. Victor matched him, his thrusts into her ass going deeper, his free hand leaving her hip to fist in her hair and pull her head back. The change in angle made both men drive deeper, and the sound Lily made was animal - a howl that started in her chest and tore through her throat, her body convulsing between them.

I could see where they entered her - both holes stretched taut around them, glistening, her body pushed to its absolute limit. Blake's cock disappeared into her soaking pussy with each upward thrust, the pink lips of her cunt gripping him, dragging along his shaft. Behind her, Victor's length split her ass in steady strokes, the tight ring of muscle clinging to him on each withdrawal. And Lily's face - my god, her face - was transcendent. Past pleasure, past pain, in that place where sensation becomes something the body has no name for.

My three fingers pistoned inside myself, soaked, my palm slapping against my clit. I was making sounds I couldn't control - moans that timed themselves to their rhythm, my body responding to the sight of Lily being taken apart as if it were happening to me. The fullness of my own fingers was nothing compared to what she was enduring, but the sympathetic ache - the desperate need to feel even a fraction of what she was feeling - made every sensation sharper. I curled hard against my g-spot and my hips bucked off the rug.

Alexander moved to Lily's side and knelt on the rug beside Blake's shoulder. He cupped her jaw, turning her face toward him - her chin wet with saliva and tears, her eyes glazed and swimming. He brushed his thumb across her wet lower lip, and Lily tipped her face toward him on her own, lips parting.

He slid inside.

Three cocks buried in Lily's body - Blake in her pussy beneath her, Victor in her ass from behind, Alexander in her mouth from the side, her head turned to take him. Her wrists still pinned behind her back by Victor's hand. Every hole claimed, her body held between three men, the bracelet on her pinned wrist catching the lamplight with each of Blake's upward thrusts, flashing gold against her flushed skin.

I stared. My fingers stilled inside myself, my body suspended in something beyond arousal. Looking at her hit me so hard I stopped breathing. She was shaking between them, crying, taking all of it, and the expression in her eyes above Alexander's cock - the tears, the gratitude, the obliterated bliss - undid me in a way lust alone never had.

Then Alexander began to move, and the tableau became motion.

Three rhythms, staggered and merging - Blake's powerful thrusts from below, Victor's deep strokes from behind, Alexander's measured pace at her mouth. Lily existed at the center of all of it, her body rocked between them, every hole worked in continuous rhythm. The sounds were obscene: the wet slap of Blake's hips against her thighs, the slicker sound of Victor in her ass, the muffled choking as Alexander pressed deeper into her throat. And beneath it all, Lily's moans - vibrating around Alexander's cock, transmitted through her chest into Blake's, resonating through the floor into my knees.

I resumed. Three fingers, deep, fast, my other hand's thumb grinding my clit. I matched their rhythm - every thrust they gave Lily, I gave myself, my body a mirror to hers, trying to keep pace with the onslaught she was absorbing. I was dripping down my wrist, soaking the rug beneath my knees, the wet sound of my fingers inside myself joining the chorus of bodies.

Blake's thrusts intensified. His jaw was clenched, the veins in his neck standing rigid, and his grip on Lily's hips would leave bruises. Victor pulled harder on her pinned wrists, arching her back to an almost impossible degree, and the angle change drove both men deeper. Lily's eyes rolled. Her body spasmed - not an orgasm, not yet, but the precursor, the gathering storm.

"She's close," Blake growled. "I can feel it - she's so fucking tight -"

"Don't let her come yet," Victor said, his voice strained. He released her wrists and wrapped his hand around her throat instead - not squeezing, just holding, the implicit control of it enough to make Lily's entire body go rigid. Her freed hands flew to Blake's chest, nails digging in, leaving red tracks across his pectorals.

Alexander pulled from her mouth, leaving her gasping, and gripped a fistful of her hair. He tilted her face up - forcing her to look at him, at the room, at me kneeling three feet away with three fingers buried inside myself and my face contorted with the same desperate need that was written across hers.

Our eyes met.

Everything that had passed between us - every tentative touch, every first, every moment of trust given and received - condensed into that single look. Lily, stretched around two men with a hand at her throat and tears streaming down her face, looking at me with an expression of absolute, devastating love.

"Come," I whispered. "Let go."

Blake and Victor drove into her simultaneously - both men bottoming out at the same time, filling both her holes to the absolute hilt - and Lily detonated.

Her orgasm was seismic. Her body locked rigid between them, every muscle clenching at once - her pussy vising around Blake, her ass clamping down on Victor, a scream tearing from her open mouth that hit the windows and rebounded through the apartment. She convulsed in wrenching spasms, her back arching against Victor's chest, her nails shredding Blake's skin, her eyes wide and blind. The force of it made both men groan - the pressure of her body clenching around them simultaneously, her tight holes squeezing their cocks in rhythmic, crushing pulses.

I came with her. My three fingers curled hard inside myself as her scream tore through me, and the orgasm that ripped through my body was savage - clenching, wrenching pulses that buckled my spine and sent me forward onto one hand, my cry joining hers, my body answering hers the way it always had. I shook on my knees with my fingers buried inside myself and my forehead inches from the rug and the sound of Lily breaking apart filling every corner of the room.

Blake came with a roar, his hips surging upward one final time, his cock pulsing deep inside Lily's clenching pussy, his hands crushing her hips. Victor followed seconds later - driving into her ass with a guttural groan, his hand tightening at her throat, his release flooding her in hot pulses that made her whimper through the last of her aftershocks. Alexander pushed back into her mouth and came with a controlled exhale, his hand firm in her hair while her throat worked around him, swallowing everything.

Three men. Every hole. All at once.

The silence that followed was the loudest thing I'd ever heard.

Lily sagged between them. Victor caught her before she collapsed, easing out of her with care that belied what he'd just done to her. Blake slipped from beneath her and Victor lowered her gently onto the rug, settling a cushion beneath her head. Blake gathered her against his chest, and she curled into him - boneless, shattered, trembling so hard I could see it from three feet away. Alexander withdrew from her mouth and pressed his thumb gently to her swollen lip, wiping the corner clean. Her eyes were closed. Tears still tracked slowly down her cheeks, but her mouth curved in something that was unmistakably, impossibly, a smile.

I withdrew my fingers from myself. They were soaked, trembling, and I stayed on my knees for a moment because I wasn't sure my legs would hold me. Then I crawled to them - to Lily, to Blake - and pressed my body against hers. She reached for me without opening her eyes, her small hand finding my arm and pulling me close until my cheek rested against her damp hair and I could feel her heartbeat hammering against mine.

Her fingers found my wrist. They closed around it and didn't let go.

Alexander found his jacket and pressed his lips to my temple, a quiet farewell that asked for nothing. He nodded once to Victor. The elevator closed behind him, leaving the household to its own geometry.

I cleaned her.

Not because anyone asked me to - because my body moved toward her the way it always had, by instinct rather than decision. I found the warm cloth in the bathroom and returned to the living room where Lily lay on the rug in the wreckage of all of us, her body still trembling, the bracelet a cool band against her wrist.

I knelt beside her and cleaned her with slow, careful strokes - between her thighs, along the inside of each leg, across her stomach. She watched me through heavy-lidded eyes, and the trust in her gaze - absolute, unguarded - made something in my chest expand until it ached.

"Thank you," she whispered. Not for the cloth. For everything.

Blake lifted her. He scooped her from the rug and carried her down the hallway to the master bedroom, her arms around his neck, her face tucked beneath his chin, the gold at her wrist catching the hallway light with each step. Victor and I followed.

The master bed received us the way it always did. Blake settled Lily in the center and climbed in on her left, his large body curved toward her, one arm draped protectively over her waist. Victor took her right side, his hand resting on her hip. I stood at the foot of the bed for a moment, taking in the picture: Lily in the middle, flushed and utterly at peace, bracketed by the two men who'd become her world.

I climbed in and curved my body around Lily's from behind - my breasts against her back, my arm across her waist beneath Blake's, my knees tucked behind hers. She was narrow enough that I could feel the rise and fall of her ribcage, the steady rhythm of a heart that had finally found the place where it could rest.

The cold edge of the bracelet pressed against my forearm where our arms lay crossed. I closed my hand around her wrist, feeling the gold warm between my palm and her pulse.

"You chose this," I murmured against her hair.

"I chose you," she corrected, her voice already blurring toward sleep. "All of you."

Blake's hand found mine over Lily's waist. Victor's breathing deepened beside us. The city burned its permanent vigil beyond the glass, and inside the penthouse - inside the bed, inside the tangle of bodies that had survived threat and shame and the slow, necessary work of trust rebuilding itself - Lily slept with the bracelet on her wrist and three people wrapped around her like a declaration.

I pressed my lips to the warm skin at the nape of her neck and closed my eyes. The last thing I felt before sleep took me was cool metal against my skin and Blake's fingers laced through mine, and the quiet, settled certainty that this - all of this - was everything we'd been building toward since the night a barefoot girl had frozen in our hallway and decided she wanted in.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! If this gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my newsletter for exclusive content, early access to new releases, and subscriber-only stories. No spam - just updates when I have something steamy to share.

Visit my website to sign up and explore all my books:

www.evelynwilderotica.com 

Thank you for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude, Evelyn Wild
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Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
In the multi-level penthouse suite crowning Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, casino mogul Marcus Cooper and his sophisticated wife Eliza enforce unique rules. When 21 year-old Lexi, desperate for work, accepts the position of Villa Maid, the extraordinary salary and vague contract terms about "personal attentiveness" hint at a new reality. From the moment Eliza's hands linger during the uniform fitting, Lexi discovers her role extends far beyond cleaning. She is an amenity, freely available to Marcus, Eliza, and their powerful guests.


Free Use Maid 2: The Grand Tour
Available on Amazon
Marcus Cooper sends his prized twenty-one-year-old asset across Asia with a platinum bracelet engraved Property of The Pinnacle. Every man who touches it knows: Lexi is his to use. From Tokyo to Macau to Singapore, Lexi discovers that the most intense encounters await far from the penthouse where it all began.


Free Use Prison
Available on Amazon
Three years behind bars — or five weeks in a program where she's available to every guard on duty. Kira signs a blanket consent form making herself freely available to every guard on shift. Armed with a safeword that would send her straight back to regular prison, she enters expecting to simply survive. Instead, her body betrays her from the very first encounter.


Free Use Neighbor
Available on Amazon
Porch light on means available. Every house on the street is lit. Nineteen-year-old Sienna signs up for a summer house swap to escape the boyfriend who called her a slut for kissing two girls at a bar. The quiet suburban cul-de-sac seems perfect. Then she finds the covenant card in the kitchen drawer: every resident of Briarwood Estates grants mutual sexual access. From the first neighbor walking through her unlocked back door to the Saturday barbecue where the married couple next door teaches her things her ex never imagined, every corner of Briarwood strips away another inhibition she was shamed for having.


Free Use University
Available on Amazon
Broke and brilliant, Wren accepts a Free Use Scholarship — full tuition, housing, and meals in exchange for being available to any professor, staff member, or student on campus. On her first day, her literature professor uses her mid-lecture in front of sixty students. By the end of the week, she's discovering that the shame of being watched is the thing that makes her body ignite.


The Gym After Hours
Available on Amazon
Three women. Five nights. One security guard who's in way over his head. Nate works the overnight shift at an upscale gym. Empty building, quiet hallways, nothing to do - except three women train after hours and they've all noticed him. Five nights that escalate from flirtation to something Nate never saw coming.


Harem Apocalypse
Available on Amazon
Eighteen months after a pandemic killed eighty percent of humanity, Garrett Shaw is saved by four women who've survived by relying on each other. As he proves his worth, their interest shifts from practical to personal. When raiders threaten everything, five survivors discover the end of the world might be the beginning of something extraordinary.


Harem Apocalypse 2: The Rescue
Available on Amazon
Three weeks after repelling a raider assault, a stranger staggers through Haven's gates with a warning: a religious fanatic holds women captive in a fortified compound. Garrett leads the rescue, but as Lily heals at Haven, she finds herself drawn to this unusual family. From tender recovery to passionate nights, this is survival, found family, and bonds forged when the old world's rules no longer apply.


Harem Apocalypse 3: The Solstice
Available on Amazon
The fighting is over. Now comes the reward. Haven is thriving and Lily Warren has discovered something about herself: she loves sex. Constantly. With everyone. As rescued women begin their own journeys toward intimacy, the series culminates in a winter solstice celebration where both communities unite in one unforgettable night.


Sorority Harem
Available on Amazon
Marcus Cole built a two-billion-dollar venture fund from nothing. At forty-four, divorced and successful, he returns to his alma mater to finish his degree—six credits shy of graduation after dropping out twenty-two years ago. When a hazing prank goes wrong at the sorority house next door, Marcus intervenes. The grateful president invites him to their mentor dinner. By the end of the night, her social chair has followed him home. Within days, the president makes her own move. Then the shy pledge he rescued. Then the skeptical pre-med student. They know about each other. They're not jealous. They're sharing. Marcus discovers what happens when four driven young women decide they want the same experienced man—and choose collaboration over competition.


The College Harem
Available on Amazon
Ethan arrives at college expecting the typical freshman experience—awkward icebreakers, communal bathrooms, and late-night study sessions. Instead, he finds himself on a co-ed floor where three girls seem unusually interested in the shy pre-med student. Maya initiates during a late-night study session in his room. Sienna teases him in the communal shower. Harper surprises him with quiet intensity. They're not competing—they're collaborating. Over two weeks, Ethan goes from overwhelmed virgin to the center of a dorm room harem where his hallmates have decided he's theirs to share.


The Flatshare Harem
Available on Amazon
Three months post-breakup and desperate for housing, Jake signs a lease for a room he can actually afford. His new roommates seem normal enough—until Lexi drops to her knees in the kitchen at 2 a.m., Brooke pulls back the shower curtain, and Riley closes his bedroom door with a look that says she's been waiting. They're not competing for him—they're sharing him. From breakfast interruptions to evening group sessions, Jake discovers what it means to be the center of a harem where three beautiful women have decided he's theirs and pleasure is the shared currency.


Farm Girl Harem
Available on Amazon
Burned out from corporate life, Alex takes a summer farmhand job in rural Vermont. The farm is run by two best friends in their twenties and their experienced mentor, all starved for male attention after years of isolation. Within days, the youngest visits his barn apartment. By week's end, her business partner makes her own proposition. Their mentor shows the younger women how it's really done. Alex discovers what it means to be shared by three women with insatiable appetites and no jealousy.


Island Yoga Retreat Harem
Available on Amazon
Tyler books a private island off Belize to recover from a messy breakup. When he arrives, three women are already there—a yoga instructor and two students who've sworn off sex for their discipline retreat. Both parties are stranded together for ten days with no way to contact the outside world. In the tropical heat, vows dissolve one by one. The corporate lawyer cracks first. The playful social media manager rationalizes every boundary. Even the composed instructor can't resist forever. By the end of the retreat, Tyler discovers what happens when three women who swore off men decide he's worth breaking their promises.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort's free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island's sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
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