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Chapter 1

The silk sheets beneath me cost more than most people's cars. I should appreciate that. Should feel lucky. Instead, I move my hips in slow, deliberate circles, watching Frank's face contort with pleasure beneath me while feeling absolutely nothing.

His hands grip my waist—careful, reverent, like I might shatter. His eyes devour every inch of exposed skin, every subtle shift of my body. To him, I'm not his wife right now. I'm something holier. Something untouchable even as he's inside me.

"God, Amber," he breathes, and there's worship in it. Desperation.

I arch my back, let my head fall. The motion practiced, perfected. He moans louder.

This choreography between us has become routine. I know exactly which angle makes his breath catch, precisely how to clench around him to drive him wild. My body performs while my mind drifts to the champagne we left breathing on the terrace, the reservation we missed at Eleven Madison Park because Frank needed this first.

Always needs this first.

I lean forward, let my cropped hair brush his chest as I press my lips to his ear. "You feel so good," I whisper, because he needs to hear it.

His hips buck beneath me. Getting close already.

Time to switch.

I slide off him with practiced grace, and the loss makes him groan. Before he can protest, I'm between his legs, wrapping my lips around him. He tastes like expensive cologne and desperation—a flavor I've grown accustomed to.

"Jesus—Amber—"

I take him deeper, hollow my cheeks, moan around him like he's the best thing I've ever tasted. The sound vibrates through both of us, and his fingers tangle in my short hair. Not pulling. Never pulling. Just holding on like I'm the only thing keeping him tethered to earth.

His breathing shifts. Shallower. Faster.

Not yet.

I pull back with an audible pop, climb onto him again before he can finish. His cock slides into me, and this time I don't move slowly. I ride him hard, wild, like something's possessed me. My palms press against his chest for leverage as I take what I need—what I want him to think I need.

The headboard strikes the wall in rhythm. Expensive art rattles in its frames.

"That's it," Frank gasps. "Take it. You're so fucking perfect—"

I throw my head back, squeeze my eyes shut. Let small whimpers escape my throat. My thighs burn from the effort, my heart pounds, and there's a distant flutter of something that might become pleasure if I focused on it.

Frank's hands slide up to cup my breasts, thumbs brushing over sensitive nipples, and that almost does it. Almost.

"I'm close," I lie breathlessly. "So close—"

He comes with a shout, hips jerking beneath me, fingers digging into my skin hard enough to bruise. I gasp, let my body tremble, clench around him as I fake the prettiest orgasm I can manage. My mouth falls open in a silent cry, nails raking down his chest just enough to mark.

Perfect performance. Standing ovation.

I collapse against him for exactly three seconds before rolling off. The cool air hits my flushed skin as I stand, crossing to where my silk robe drapes over the chaise. Emerald green. His favorite color on me.

Behind me, Frank's still catching his breath. "You're incredible."

I tie the robe loosely, walk to the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Central Park. Forty-three stories up. The city glitters beneath us like scattered diamonds, and somewhere down there are people with normal marriages. Normal desires.

Normal lives.

"Amber."

His voice has changed. Softer now. Needier.

I don't turn around. "We should call about the reservation. Maybe they can still squeeze us in—"

"I want to watch you again."

My reflection in the glass doesn't flinch. I've gotten good at that too.

"Frank—"

"Please." The bed creaks. I hear his feet hit the floor, feel him approach. "I need to see you with someone else. Someone who can... who can give you what I can't."

"You give me everything." The words taste like expensive champagne. Bubbly and hollow.

"Not that." His hands find my shoulders, gentle, pleading. "Not the way you deserve. Young. Vigorous. Someone who can make you come like I used to."

Like he used to. As if he ever really could.

I turn to face him, and the sight almost makes me laugh. Frank Sinclair—billionaire, shark, man who makes grown executives weep in boardrooms—kneeling. His salt-and-pepper beard catches the low light, those calculating eyes now soft with pathetic devotion.

"The last time felt degrading," I say quietly. And it's true, even if the degradation made me wet for days after.

"That's because you didn't let yourself enjoy it." Frank's hands slide down my arms, fingertips barely grazing silk. "You held back. Stayed in control."

"Someone has to."

"Why?"

The question hangs between us. Through the window, a plane blinks across the night sky—small, distant, going somewhere that isn't here.

"Because you asked me to fuck a stranger while you watched from a chair." My voice stays level. Calm. "Because that's not normal, Frank. Because I'm your wife, not some—"

"You're everything." He rises, cups my face with both hands. "That's why I need this. You're so goddamn beautiful, Amber. So perfect. And I'm... I'm fifty-two. I see the way men look at you. Young men. Powerful men. The hunger in their eyes."

"So this is about your ego."

"No." His thumb traces my bottom lip. "It's about worshipping you the only way I know how. Giving you experiences I can't provide anymore. Watching you become what you were meant to be."

I should pull away. Should tell him he's insane, that our marriage doesn't need this twisted enhancement. But his words wrap around something deep in my chest—something that's been sleeping for too long.

"The last time was a mistake," I say instead. "Too rushed. Too risky. What if someone had seen? What if—"

"I'll draw up a contract."

I blink. "What?"

"A real one. Legal. Airtight." He's already moving, that sharp business mind clicking into gear. "NDAs for everyone involved. Medical testing requirements. Clear boundaries. Safe words. Everything documented and controlled."

"You want to write a contract for me to sleep with other men."

"I want to protect you while giving us both what we need." He turns back, and there's that hunger again—the one that makes my stomach flip. "Think about it, Amber. No more uncertainty. No more worrying about exposure or safety. Just... freedom. Within structure."

"This is insane."

"Is it?" He steps closer, voice dropping to that persuasive rumble that closed billion-dollar deals. "We both know you felt something last time. I watched your face when Connor touched you. Saw the way your body responded to someone young and hungry and completely focused on taking you apart."

Heat creeps up my neck. Because he's right. Connor had been relentless, shameless, and somewhere in the middle of it all, I'd stopped performing.

"I just want you to consider it," Frank continues. "Read the contract when I'm done. See the safeguards. The control you'd have. The power."

"You'd have the power. You'd be choosing them. Orchestrating everything."

"Would I?" His smile is knowing, dangerous. "Or would you? The contract would be yours to invoke. Yours to end. Every encounter on your terms, your timeline. I'd simply... facilitate."

I turn back to the window, watch my reflection superimposed over Manhattan. The city pulses below—full of men who'd kill for five minutes with Frank Sinclair's wife.

"Just consider it," he whispers against my neck. "That's all I'm asking. Let me show you how good this could be. How safe. How intoxicating."

His lips brush my shoulder, and I close my eyes.

"I'll think about it," I hear myself say.

The lie tastes different this time. Sweeter.

Because we both know I'm already considering much more than that.


Chapter 2

Three days later, Frank places a leather-bound folder on our breakfast table like it's a merger proposal.

Which, I suppose, it is.

"Coffee first," I say, wrapping both hands around my cup. Steam rises between us, softening the sharp morning light that cuts through our dining room.

"Of course." He doesn't sit. Just stands there in his charcoal suit, fresh from the shower, smelling like bergamot and expensive ambition. Waiting.

I take a slow sip. Let him wait longer.

Something's shifted in me since our conversation. Maybe it's the way he looks at me now—like I'm already transformed into whatever dark goddess he's imagined. Maybe it's the persistent ache that's lived between my thighs for three nights running, fueled by thoughts I won't admit aloud.

Or maybe I'm just tired of pretending I don't wonder what it would feel like to have that kind of power.

"Alright." I set down the cup. "Show me."

Frank's relief is palpable as he slides into the chair beside me, opening the folder with practiced care. The document inside is thick, professionally typeset, tab-marked like any contract his lawyers would draft.

The Agreement reads the header in serif font.

"Jesus, Frank. You actually did it."

"I told you I would." He flips to the first marked section. "I want you to read it aloud. Every word. So there's no ambiguity about what you're consenting to."

His voice carries that boardroom authority, but his hand trembles slightly as he passes me the document. The contradiction makes something low in my belly tighten.

I clear my throat and begin.

"Section One: Scope of Arrangement. The undersigned, Amber Sinclair, hereby agrees to make herself sexually available to approved guests and partners as designated by mutual consent between both parties to this agreement." I pause. "Mutual consent. So I have veto power."

"Absolute veto power," Frank confirms. "Keep reading."

"Availability may be requested at any time and in any location, provided advance notice of no less than four hours is given except in cases of—" I stop. "Spontaneous encounters?"

"Read the footnote."

My eyes drop. "Spontaneous encounters may occur at approved events or venues where the undersigned has been previously notified that such requests may arise. Jesus Christ, Frank. This sounds like a service contract."

"It's protection." He leans closer, and I catch that familiar intensity in his grey eyes. The one that built empires. "Keep going. Section Two."

I flip the page, and my throat goes dry.

"Section Two: Terms of Use. The undersigned agrees to engage in sexual activity as requested, including but not limited to oral, vaginal, and anal intercourse, manual stimulation, and..." Heat crawls up my neck. "This is extremely detailed."

"Clarity prevents misunderstanding." Frank's voice drops lower, rougher. "Read it, Amber. All of it."

Something about his command makes my pulse spike. I force my eyes back to the text.

"The undersigned may refuse any specific act, partner, or scenario at any time through verbal withdrawal of consent or use of the designated safeword: 'mercy.'" I look up. "You chose 'mercy'?"

"I want you to be able to say 'no' or 'stop' if that's part of the scene. The safeword needs to be unmistakable."

The scene. Like this is theater. Performance art with my body as the medium.

"Section Three," I continue, my voice steadier now. "Boundaries and Prohibitions. No recording or photography may occur without explicit written consent from the undersigned. No permanent marks, bruising, or injury. All participants must provide current STI test results no more than fourteen days prior to—"

"Your health isn't negotiable," Frank interrupts. "Neither is your safety."

I scan ahead, flipping through pages of legal protection, medical requirements, NDA clauses that would bankrupt anyone who violated them. It's thorough. Almost obsessively so.

"Frank will be present or immediately informed of all encounters," I read from Section Six. "No meetings occur without his knowledge or approval."

"I need to know you're safe." His hand covers mine on the document. "Always."

I study him—this man who's asking me to fuck other men while he watches. His jaw is tight, that silver beard perfectly trimmed. Power radiates from him even sitting still. And beneath all that control, I see the hunger. The desperate, aching need.

It makes me want him in a way I haven't in years.

"This isn't about degrading me," I say slowly. "Is it?"

"God, no." He turns my hand over, kisses my palm. "This is worship, Amber. Elevating you to exactly what you are—a woman so extraordinary that keeping you to myself feels like a crime. Letting powerful men crave you, have you, and knowing you'll always come back to me..." His voice breaks slightly. "That's the ultimate proof you're mine."

The twisted logic shouldn't make sense. But watching his face, seeing the raw devotion mixed with dark possession, something clicks into place.

This isn't about him losing me. It's about proving he could never lose me, no matter who touches me.

"Section Eight," he prompts quietly.

I find it. "All terms may be renegotiated or terminated at any time by either party with immediate effect. No penalties or consequences will result from termination."

"You have complete control," Frank says. "The moment you want out, we're out. No questions. No resentment."

I close the folder, but keep my hand on the leather.

"I have a condition."

His eyebrows rise. "Name it."

"If I sign this..." I meet his eyes, let him see the transformation already taking root. "I may also choose.   Not only you."

Frank goes very still. Then his lips curve into something between a smile and a grimace.

"You already have someone in mind."

"Maybe." I stand, letting my silk robe slip open slightly. His gaze drops to the exposed skin, hungry and helpless. "Do we have a deal?"

He rises slowly, towers over me with all that controlled power.

"Yes," he breathes. "God yes."

I pick up the folder, press it against his chest.

"Then I'll read the rest tonight. And if I sign..." I lean up, lips barely brushing his ear. "You'll watch me become exactly what you've been dreaming of."

His shudder vibrates through us both.


Chapter 3

The gallery space glitters with Manhattan's elite, all sharp suits and sharper smiles. Wine flows like water. Cheese plates cost more than most people's rent. I navigate the crowd in a black dress that clings to every curve before vanishing into nothing at my spine, the fabric ending just above the swell of my ass.

Frank chose it. Of course he did.

He stands near the corner, champagne flute untouched, grey eyes tracking my every movement. We haven't spoken since this morning. Since I signed my name at the bottom of that contract, black ink on cream paper, making official what used to be just his twisted fantasy.

My signature still felt wet when I slipped into this dress.

"Amber Sinclair." The voice hits me before I see him—deep, smooth, with just enough gravel to make my name sound obscene. "Finally."

I turn. Jace Rivera towers over me, all broad shoulders and easy confidence. Twenty-five and already worth millions from his sports agency. College football star turned power broker. The kind of man who's never heard 'no' in his life.

Frank's first choice. Not mine.

"Finally?" I tilt my head, let my hazel eyes meet his. "Have we been avoiding each other?"

"You have." His smile is pure arrogance. "I've been very present."

He has. I've felt him watching me all night, circling like a predator who knows the hunt is already won. The other guests pretend not to notice the way he looks at me—the way his gaze travels down my exposed spine and doesn't bother traveling back up.

"Present is one word for it." I sip my wine. "Stalking is another."

"Ouch." He laughs, genuinely delighted. "Beauty and bite. Frank didn't mention you had claws."

"Frank doesn't mention a lot of things."

"No?" Jace steps closer, close enough that I smell his cologne—something expensive and masculine that probably costs more than the dress. "He mentioned you're... available."

The word hangs between us. Available. Like I'm a resource. A commodity. Property that's been cleared for use.

My thighs clench involuntarily.

"Did he." I keep my voice steady even as my pulse hammers. "And what exactly did he say I'm available for?"

Jace's eyes darken. He knows the game we're playing. Knows I'm testing him.

"Everything." His hand finds my waist, thumb pressing against bare skin. "Whenever I want. However I want. That sound about right?"

I glance toward Frank. He's watching us with absolute focus, champagne flute forgotten. His jaw is tight, but there's something else in his expression—hunger mixed with pride. Like watching me stand here, another man's hand on my body, is the most beautiful thing he's ever seen.

"Mercy." I say it so quietly only Jace can hear.

He freezes. "What?"

"That's the safeword." I meet his eyes, let him see the decision I'm making. "Everything else is fair game."

For half a second, Jace looks genuinely shocked. Then heat floods his expression—pure, predatory want.

"Here?" His voice drops to gravel. "Now?"

"You said whenever." I finish my wine, set the glass on a passing tray. "Or were you all talk?"

The challenge does exactly what I knew it would. Jace's hand tightens on my waist, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. Then he's moving, guiding me—no, dragging me—toward the back of the gallery where the lighting dims and a marble counter sits against the wall.

I catch glimpses of faces as we pass. Some pretend not to see. Others stare openly, champagne frozen halfway to their lips. The whispers start immediately.

Good. Let them talk.

Jace lifts me onto the counter before I can process the movement. Cool marble burns against my thighs. He steps between my legs, spreading them wide, and I feel the silk of my dress ride up to my hips.

"No underwear." His laugh is dark, approving. "Frank train you well?"

"Frank doesn't train me." I grab his tie, pull him closer until our mouths almost touch. "I choose this."

"Do you?" He tears at his belt, the leather hissing through expensive fabric. "Then choose fast, because I'm not waiting another fucking second."

He isn't gentle. Doesn't ease in or give me time to adjust. One hard thrust and he's inside me, stretching me so wide I gasp against his shoulder. He's massive, filling me until it borders on pain.

"Fuck, you're tight." Jace groans into my neck, hips already moving. "Almost too tight."

I can't speak. Can barely breathe. He pulls almost all the way out and slams back in, angling my hips until I'm taking every brutal inch. The counter digs into my spine. His hands grip my ass, holding me in place as he uses me exactly like the contract promised.

Fast. Hard. Without mercy.

I should hate this. Should feel degraded, objectified, reduced to nothing but a hole for a man who doesn't even know my middle name.

Instead, I feel power coursing through me like lightning.

Because across the room, Frank is watching. Not just watching—worshipping. His hand grips the champagne flute so hard I'm surprised the glass doesn't shatter. His face is flushed, eyes wide and hungry and so fucking proud I could cry.

This is what he wanted. To see me taken. To watch me give myself to someone younger, stronger, more virile. To know that afterward, I'll still come home to him.

"Turn around." Jace's command cuts through my thoughts. He pulls out, spins me before I can protest, bends me over the marble until my cheek presses against cold stone.

Then he's back inside me from behind, even deeper this time. The new angle makes stars explode behind my eyes. He's so big I shouldn't be able to take him, but my body adjusts, opens, surrenders to the brutal rhythm.

His hand tangles in my short hair. Not pulling—just holding me in place as he fucks me like I'm his. Like I've always been his.

"Everyone's watching," he growls in my ear. "Everyone knows what a good little slut you are."

The words should wound. Instead they ignite something dark and hungry in my core. Yes. Let them watch. Let them see what I've become.

My orgasm builds fast and merciless, tightening low in my belly. I try to fight it, try to maintain some control, but Jace shifts his angle and suddenly I'm gone—shattering into pieces against the marble, gasping his name while my husband watches me fall apart for another man.

The climax rips through me like electricity, every nerve ending lit up and burning. I've never come like this. Never felt pleasure this raw, this shameless, this fucking perfect.

Jace follows seconds later, pulling out to finish across the black silk of my dress. Hot and claiming and absolutely deliberate. Marking me.

I don't flinch. Don't move. Just stay bent over the counter, breathing hard, while expensive seed soaks into expensive fabric.

When I finally lift my head, I find Frank's eyes across the room.

He's smiling.

* * *

The penthouse is silent except for the sound of my heels on marble. Frank follows three steps behind—far enough to worship, close enough to serve.

I don't speak until we reach the bedroom. Then I turn, and he's already on his knees.

"You looked beautiful tonight." His voice shakes. "So fucking beautiful."

"I looked used." I step closer, let him see the evidence streaking my dress. "Isn't that what you wanted?"

"Yes." The word comes out strangled. "God, yes."

He reaches for me, hands reverent as he slides the ruined dress down my body. It pools at my feet like spilled ink. I'm bare underneath—nothing but skin and the remnants of what Jace left behind.

Frank's tongue traces the path up my inner thigh, cleaning away another man's release with devoted precision. The wet heat of his mouth makes me shiver. He works slowly, thoroughly, like this is communion.

When he reaches the apex of my thighs, his tongue finds my center.

I gasp. Frank has never been particularly skilled at this—always too rushed, too mechanical. But tonight he worships me like a man possessed. His mouth moves with absolute focus, tongue circling and stroking until my knees threaten to buckle.

"Frank—" I grab his silver hair, use it to steady myself. "Oh god—"

He moans against me, the vibration sending shocks through my core. His hands grip my thighs, holding me open as he devours me with single-minded devotion.

This is better than Jace. Better than anything we've done in years. Because Frank isn't just pleasuring me—he's thanking me. Proving that watching me get fucked by a younger, more virile man only makes him want me more.

The power of it hits me harder than the orgasm building in my belly.

"Say it." I pull his hair harder, make him look up at me. "Say thank you."

His grey eyes are glazed, drunk on submission and worship.

"Thank you," he breathes against my soaked flesh. "Thank you for being such a perfect slut. Thank you for letting him use you. Thank you for choosing this."

The words shatter me. I come against his mouth, grinding down as waves of pleasure crash through me—deeper and longer than what Jace gave me because this climax belongs to me and Frank alone.

When I can breathe again, I pull him up by his hair.

"Fuck me." The demand comes out raw, desperate. "Please, Frank. I need—"

He stands slowly, that maddening control back in his expression. His thumb brushes my swollen lips.

Then he smiles. Steps back. Adjusts his perfect suit.

"No."

I stare at him. "What?"

"Frank—"

"The contract goes both ways, darling." He heads toward the door, pausing in the threshold. "You get to choose who takes you. I get to choose when I do."

He leaves me standing there—naked, aching, furious and aroused in equal measure.

The door clicks shut behind him, and I realize with absolute certainty that I've underestimated my husband.

This isn't just about watching me surrender.

It's about making me beg for him to claim me back.


Chapter 4

The sun feels obscene against my skin. Too bright. Too hot. Too aware of the fact that I'm sprawled across a chaise lounge in a bikini that costs more than most people's rent, waiting for a twenty-two-year-old intern to arrive so I can fuck him by the pool. What would my mother think of me now? Her good Catholic daughter, playing seductress on command. But there's something intoxicating about this waiting, this power disguised as surrender. My body feels electric, alive in ways I never knew possible.

My phone buzzes against the glass table.

Frank: Malik is nervous. Good choice. Remember—wait for me.

I set the phone down without responding. Malik was my choice. The shy one who blushes when I ask him questions at company events. The one who stammers through presentations and avoids eye contact like it might kill him.

Perfect.

The penthouse terrace stretches out like a private oasis—infinity pool reflecting cloudless sky, potted palms casting geometric shadows across white stone. Everything designed to look effortless. Natural. As if beauty this curated could ever be anything but deliberate.

I adjust the triangle of fabric barely covering my breasts and wait.

Malik arrives exactly on time. Of course he does.

I hear the elevator chime, then hesitant footsteps crossing the living room. When he appears in the doorway leading to the terrace, he freezes.

"Ms. Sinclair." His voice cracks slightly. "I—Mr. Sinclair said you wanted to show me some artwork?"

I don't move. Just let him take in the sight of me stretched out like an offering, skin glistening with sunscreen and deliberate intention.

"Did he explain anything else?" I keep my tone soft, welcoming. The kind of voice you'd use with something wild and skittish.

Malik swallows hard. His eyes dart everywhere except directly at me—the pool, the skyline, his own shoes.

"He mentioned... a contract." The words tumble out fast, embarrassed. "But I don't—I mean, I'm not sure—"

"Come here, Malik."

He doesn't move.

I sit up slowly, swing my legs over the side of the chaise. The movement draws his gaze down my body before he jerks it away again, cheeks flushing dark.

"It's okay to look." I stand, pad barefoot across warm stone until I'm close enough to smell his nervous sweat beneath expensive cologne. "That's why you're here."

"I shouldn't be." But he doesn't step back. "This is... Ms. Sinclair, you're married to my boss. If anyone found out—"

"No one will." I reach up, touch his jaw gently. He flinches but holds still. "Frank knows you're here. He wants this."

"Why?" The question comes out desperate, confused. "Why would he—"

"Because watching powerful men lose control over me makes him feel like a god." I trace my thumb across Malik's bottom lip. "And you, sweet thing, are going to lose control spectacularly."

"I'm not powerful," he breathes. "Just an intern."

"Not powerful yet," I murmur, smile curving my lips. "But you will be. Trust me."

His breath hitches. I feel his pulse hammering where my fingers rest against his throat.

"We should wait," he whispers. "Mr. Sinclair said—"

"I know what he said." I lean in until my lips brush his ear. "But I'm giving you a choice first. You can leave right now. No consequences. Or you can stay, and I'll show you exactly what a woman like me can do to a man like you."

Malik trembles. Every line of his body screams flight, but his feet stay planted.

"I've never..." He trails off, mortified.

"Never what?" I pull back enough to meet his eyes. "Fucked someone's wife while they watched? Or never been in control at all?"

The flush deepens. Answer enough.

Perfect.

The elevator chimes again. Frank's footsteps cross the living room, measured and unhurried.

Malik jerks back like he's been burned, but I catch his wrist.

"Don't." I keep my voice calm. "This is what he wants to see."

Frank appears in the doorway. Takes in the scene—me in my bikini, Malik radiating panic—and smiles that controlled, dangerous smile.

"Amber." He nods once. "Malik."

"Mr. Sinclair, I—" Malik starts, but Frank raises a hand.

"You have a choice." Frank's grey eyes find mine, and I see the hunger there. The need. "My wife is offering herself to you. You can accept or decline. Either way, your position at the company is secure."

"But if you stay," I add, sliding my hand down Malik's chest, "you do exactly what I tell you. Understand?"

Malik looks between us. Trapped and terrified and so obviously hard beneath his expensive slacks that it's almost cruel.

"I..." He swallows. "Okay."

"Good boy." I take his hand, lead him toward the chaise. "Sit."

He obeys. Frank settles into a chair ten feet away, close enough to witness, far enough to observe.

I straddle Malik slowly, knees bracketing his hips. His hands hover uselessly at his sides.

"Touch me." I guide his palms to my waist. "Feel how soft I am."

His fingers flex tentatively against bare skin. I roll my hips, grinding down against the hardness straining his zipper, and he gasps.

"That's it." I lean in, let my breasts press against his chest. "Tell me how this feels."

"I can't—" His voice breaks. "Ms. Sinclair—"

"Amber." I nip his bottom lip. "Say my name."

"Amber." It comes out reverent, awed. Like prayer.

I reward him with another slow grind, dragging heat against heat until he moans. His hands tighten on my waist, finally participating.

"You're doing so well." I kiss along his jaw, down his throat. "So good for me."

I work his belt open with practiced ease. Malik whimpers when I slide the zipper down, when my hand wraps around him through thin cotton. He's so hard it must hurt.

"Please—" He doesn't finish the sentence. Doesn't know what he's begging for.

I free him from his boxers and stroke once, root to tip. His hips buck involuntarily.

"Watch him," I murmur to Frank without looking away from Malik's face. "Watch how desperate he is."

Frank's breathing has changed. Heavier. Rougher.

I lean down, tongue tracing the length of Malik's cock in one long, deliberate lick. He nearly comes off the chaise.

"Not yet." I wrap my hand around the base, squeeze just hard enough to ground him. "You don't come until I say."

"I don't think I can—" Panic edges his voice.

"You can." I take him into my mouth, slow and shallow. Just the head. Just enough to make him shake.

When I pull back, his pupils are blown wide, breath coming in sharp gasps.

"Can I show you where to touch me?" I guide his hand between my thighs, over the damp triangle of my bikini bottom. "Touch me here."

"Yes." Barely audible.

I help him slide the fabric aside, position his fingers against slick heat. "Inside. Two fingers. Slow."

He obeys, clumsy but eager. The stretch makes me sigh.

"Curl them." I rock against his hand. "Feel that spot? Right there."

He finds it, and pleasure sparks through me. I reward him by stroking him again, matching his rhythm inside me with my fist around his cock.

We move together like that—his fingers learning my body while I keep him teetering on the edge. Every time he gets close, I slow down. Stop. Let him breathe.

"You're cruel," he gasps after the third time.

"I'm in control." I push him back against the chaise, straddle him properly. "And you love it."

His silence confirms everything.

I sink down onto him in one smooth motion, and we both moan. He fills me perfectly—young and hard and absolutely overwhelmed.

"Don't move." I plant my hands on his chest. "Let me."

I ride him slowly, taking my pleasure in measured waves. His hands find my hips again, grip bruising-tight as I use his body exactly how I want. My eyes catch Frank's across the terrace. He's leaning forward now, hungry and proud.

The climax builds gradual and devastating. I chase it deliberately, angling my hips until every stroke hits perfectly. When it crashes through me, I throw my head back and let Malik feel me clench around him, pulsing and greedy.

Before he can follow, I lift off. His cry of protest makes me smile.

"Not yet, sweetheart." I wrap my hand around him again, stroke him through the desperation. When he gets close, I stop. Start again. Stop.

Tears gather at the corners of his eyes.

"Please—Amber—please—"

I glance at Frank. He nods.

I stroke Malik one last time, fast and firm, then pull my hand away entirely. His cock jerks in the air, and he comes untouched—release painting his stomach in thick ropes while he whispers a moan.

Beautiful.

I lean down, lick him clean with the same devotion Frank showed me last night. Malik shudders through the aftershocks, completely ruined.

When I finally look up, Frank's eyes are dark with worship.

"Good choice," he mouths.

I smile. Stand. Adjust my bikini like nothing happened.

"You can go now, Malik."

He leaves on shaking legs, still too dazed to speak.

And I? I dive into the pool, washing away evidence while my husband watches me float.

Perfect.


Chapter 5

My pen is hovering over the blank page of my journal.

What am I becoming?

The question feels performative. Like I'm supposed to ask it, supposed to feel conflicted. But the truth sits heavier in my chest—I know exactly what I'm becoming. And the worst part?

I like it.

I press pen to paper.

Malik came for me today. Not for Frank's money or connections. For me.

The ink bleeds into expensive paper, each word a confession I'll never speak aloud.

I used to think I was Frank's pet. His beautiful, obedient thing. Something he displayed at parties, dressed in silk and diamonds, proof of his taste. His property.

But pets don't have this kind of power.

My hand trembles. Not from shame. From recognition.

Frank doesn't own me. He worships me. There's a difference I'm only now beginning to understand.

I close my eyes, remembering Malik's face when I mounted him. The way his control shattered. The reverence in his voice when he said my name.

That wasn't about Frank's money. That was about me.

He orchestrates everything—finds the men, sets the stage, draws up contracts with lawyers who probably think we're insane. But when those men look at me? When they touch me? Frank disappears.

It's just me. My body. My power.

The realization unfolds slow and devastating.

I thought degradation would feel like drowning. Instead, it feels like flying.

I flip back through previous entries. Weeks of circling the same thoughts, the same doubts. Before the contract, before Jace, before everything changed.

My throat tightens. That curiosity has bloomed into something darker, something I can't name.

I start writing again.

When Jace took me in the gallery, Frank watched like I was art coming to life. When Malik fell apart beneath me, Frank looked at me like I was divine.

He doesn't want to share me. He wants to prove I'm untouchable. That even when other men claim my body, I still belong to him.

And God help me, I do.

The pen stills.

But something's shifting. When I came on Malik's, I wasn't performing for Frank. I wasn't giving him what he wanted. I was taking what I needed.

My reflection stares back from the bathroom mirror—hazel eyes smoky with something new. Something hungry.

I used to resent Frank's age. The gap between us felt like evidence of my compromise. Young wife, old husband. Classic story.

Now? Now I see what his years gave him. The patience to wait. The wisdom to know exactly what I needed before I did. The confidence to hand me power disguised as submission.

I flip to a fresh page.

Tonight, watching Malik leave on shaking legs, I felt something I haven't felt in years. Not just arousal. Not just satisfaction.

Desire.

Real, aching, complicated desire.

For Frank. For this life he's building around me. For the way he looks at me like I'm dangerous.

My fingers trace the words, making them real.

I want him. Not out of duty or obligation. I want my husband the way I wanted him before marriage calcified into routine. Before sex became scheduled. Before I started faking.

He's given me back to myself. Piece by piece. Man by man.

And now I want to give him something in return.


Chapter 6

Connor Black arrives at eight sharp.

I hear his voice before I see him—smooth gravel wrapped in expensive cologne and entitlement. The sound makes my stomach clench. Not fear. Something worse.

Memory.

Frank greets him in the foyer, their handshake brief and performative. Business partners. Friends, maybe, in the way powerful men call each other friends while circling like sharks.

"Amber's in the dining room," Frank says.

My fingers tighten around my wine glass. I'm wearing the dress Frank laid out—black silk that clings and releases in all the right places. No underwear. The contract doesn't require it, but I've learned what Frank expects.

What Connor will expect.

Connor appears in the doorway, and my breath catches despite myself. Thirty-five and ruthless, dark suit tailored to perfection, eyes that strip me bare before he even speaks.

"Amber." He doesn't smile. "Still stunning."

"Connor."

The air between us crackles with history Frank doesn't know. A charity gala two years ago. Too much champagne. Connor's hand on my lower back, leading me to a coat room while Frank networked three floors below.

I came so hard I bit through my lip.

I never told Frank. Connor's known about our arrangement for months—Frank recruited him personally. But that night? That was mine. My secret. My shame.

My addiction.

Now he's here, sanctioned and legal, and part of me wants to use my safeword before he even sits down.

The other part? The dark, hungry part that's been growing since Jace, since Malik?

That part is already wet.

Dinner is excruciating.

We eat at the long mahogany table Frank insists on using for "important guests." Connor sits across from me, Frank at the head. The conversation flows around me—venture capital, real estate, some deal in Singapore.

I push food around my plate and try not to remember Connor's fingers inside me while a string quartet played Vivaldi.

"You're quiet tonight," Connor observes, cutting into his steak with surgical precision.

"Just listening."

"Mm." His eyes hold mine. "Frank, you really have no idea what she's capable of, do you?"

Frank's fork pauses midair. "Excuse me?"

"Your wife." Connor leans back, wine glass dangling from long fingers. "You think you've unlocked her. All these little encounters. Malik. Jace. But you're barely scratching the surface."

Heat floods my cheeks. Frank's expression remains neutral, but I see the muscle tick in his jaw.

"Enlighten me," Frank says carefully.

Connor's smile is a blade. "She pretends to be delicate. Submissive. But get her in the right headspace?" He tilts his head, studying me like I'm a painting he's considering purchasing. "She's fucking insatiable."

My wine glass trembles. I set it down before I spill.

"Is that right?" Frank's voice drops into that dangerous register I've learned to recognize. Not anger. Curiosity.

"Ask her about the Whitmore gala."

My blood turns to ice.

Frank turns to me slowly. "Amber?"

I can't speak. Can't breathe. Connor's watching me with those cold, calculating eyes, and I realize he's been waiting for this. Planning it.

"Nothing happened," I manage.

"Liar." Connor's voice caresses the word. "You came on my hand while your husband gave a speech about philanthropy. Then you begged me to fuck you properly."

The silence stretches like broken glass.

Frank doesn't move. Doesn't blink.

Then, quietly: "Did you?"

Connor shrugs. "Coat room. Quick and dirty. She was so tight I almost finished before I got all the way in."

I should end this. But my body betrays me—heat pooling low, thighs clenching under the table.

Frank's eyes meet mine across crystal and candlelight.

"Is this true?"

I nod. Can't lie. Not to him.

Something flickers across his face. Pain, maybe. Or pride. With Frank, it's impossible to tell the difference.

"Well then." He lifts his wine glass. "Dessert is served."

Connor laughs. It's not a kind sound.

I clear the plates on autopilot, hands shaking as I stack china. Connor hasn't moved from his seat. Neither has Frank. They're talking about something—numbers, percentages—but the words don't land.

When I return from the kitchen, Connor's posture has shifted. Relaxed. Predatory.

He doesn't speak. Just crooks two fingers.

Come here.

My feet move before my brain catches up. Frank watches from his chair, perfectly still.

I stop beside Connor. He doesn't look at me.

"Under the table."

The command hits like a physical thing. My knees buckle slightly.

"Connor—"

"Now."

I sink down, silk pooling around me. The space beneath the table is dark, intimate. Connor's legs spread wider, making room.

His zipper hisses in the quiet.

I hear Frank's breathing change. Know he's watching even though he can't see.

Connor's hand fists in my hair—not gentle, not cruel. Just claiming.

"Open."

I do.

He guides himself into my mouth without ceremony, and the taste of him floods my senses—salt and musk and power. My eyes water as he hits the back of my throat.

"Good girl," he murmurs. "Just like that."

Above, I hear Frank shift. Connor's grip tightens.

"Frank. Come hold her hair properly. She likes it better when you help."

Silence.

Then footsteps.

Frank's hands replace Connor's—gentler, but no less firm. He gathers my hair at the base of my neck, angling my head just so.

"There," Connor says. "Perfect."

And then he moves.

Not gentle. Not patient. Just raw, brutal rhythm that makes me gag and gasp and claw at his thighs for balance.

Frank holds me steady. My husband. My keeper. My voyeur.

Connor pulls out suddenly, leaving me gasping. "On the table. Now."

I scramble up, silk clinging to sweat-damp skin. The mahogany is cool against my cheek as Connor bends me over, shoving the dress up to my waist.

"No underwear. Like I said, Frank—insatiable."

His fingers find me slick and ready. I bite back a moan.

"Please—"

"Please what?"

I don't answer. Can't.

Connor's laugh is dark. "That's what I thought."

"Fuck—" I gasp as he thrusts into my ass, the invasion brutal and complete. The scream tears from my throat—pleasure and pain twisted together until I can't breathe, can't think.

"Too much—"

"You can take it," Connor growls, his rhythm relentless. Each thrust drives me harder against the mahogany, the edge biting into my hips.

Then his fingers slide lower.

Pressure. Unfamiliar. Wrong.

"Connor—"

"Shh." One hand presses between my shoulder blades, pinning me. "You can take it."

The pressure increases. I tense, every muscle rigid.

"Breathe," Frank's voice cuts through the chaos. He's beside me now, hand stroking my hair. "Breathe, sweetheart."

I do. Connor's finger breaches me, and the burn steals my voice.

"So fucking tight," Connor groans. He works deeper, still thrusting, and the dual sensation builds into something impossible. Something devastating.

Another finger. I sob into expensive wood.

"You're doing so well," Frank whispers. "So beautiful."

Connor's rhythm accelerates, fingers curling inside me, and suddenly I'm shattering—coming so hard my vision whites out, screaming until my throat raw.

Connor follows with a grunt, spilling deep.

Then silence. Just breathing.

He withdraws slowly. I feel his release slide down my thigh.

"Mercy," I whisper.

Connor steps back immediately. Frank helps me stand, smoothing my dress with shaking hands.

"Bathroom?" My voice cracks.

Frank nods.

I leave them there—my husband and the man who just broke me open—and lock myself in the powder room.

My reflection is wrecked. Mascara streaked, lips swollen, dress askew.

I came. Screaming. Begging.

I hate Connor Black.

I hate that I loved every second.

When I return, Connor's gone. Frank sits alone at the table, head in his hands.

"I'm sorry," he says without looking up.

I cross to him. Lift his chin.

"Don't be."

"He hurt you."

"I used the safeword. He stopped." I search Frank's face. "That's the contract working."

"You hated it."

I pause. Truth sits heavy on my tongue.

"I hated him," I correct softly. "The rest? I didn't hate."

Frank's eyes close. When they open again, they're wet.

"I love you," he breathes.

"I know."

I kiss him then—slow and deep and tasting of Connor—and feel him break open beneath me.

* * *

The sheets are cool against my burning skin. I lie naked across them, limbs splayed like a broken marionette. Every muscle aches. The space between my legs throbs—a dull, insistent reminder of Connor's brutality.

I should shower again. Should scrub away the evidence.

Instead, I just breathe.

The bedroom door opens. Frank's silhouette fills the frame, backlit by hallway light. He doesn't move for a long moment. Just stares.

"Amber."

My name sounds like prayer. Like apology.

He crosses to the bed, sits carefully at the edge. His hand hovers over my hip, not quite touching.

"May I?"

I nod.

His palm settles warm against bruised skin. His thumb traces the mark Connor left—already darkening to purple.

"You're my greatest gift," Frank whispers. "The most precious thing I'll ever possess."

I turn my head to look at him. Silver stubble catches the dim light. His eyes are wet again.

"No."

Frank flinches.

I push myself up on one elbow, ignoring the protest of abused muscles. My hair falls across my face. I don't brush it away.

"I'm not your gift, Frank. I'm your brand."

The words land like stones.

"That's not—"

"It is." I sit fully now, cross-legged, naked and unashamed. "You parade me in front of men who would never have access otherwise. Men who worship your power because you can give them something they can never truly have."

Frank opens his mouth. Closes it.

"I'm the proof," I continue, voice steady. "That you're untouchable. That you're above them. They can fuck me, finish inside me, leave marks—but I'm still yours. That's the power play. Not submission. Control."

Silence stretches between us.

Then Frank's shoulders drop. The tension bleeds from his spine.

"Yes."

Just that. One word.

I reach for his hand, lace our fingers together. His skin is soft, aged, familiar.

"I'm not angry."

His eyes snap to mine.

"I like it," I admit. The confession tastes dangerous. "Being wanted that way. Being the prize that can't be kept. It makes me feel—" I search for the word. "Divine."

Frank's breath catches.

"But we're clear now," I say, squeezing his hand. "This is what we are. What we've become." I lean forward, lips brushing his ear. "You will continue to watch. And they will continue to use."

I feel him shudder.

"And you?" His voice barely carries. "What will you do?"

I pull back, meet his gaze directly.

"I'll take everything they give me. Every touch, every thrust, every brutal second." My free hand trails down my stomach, between my legs. I'm still slick. Still swollen. "And I'll make sure you see exactly how much I love it."

Frank groans—low and broken.

"But Frank?" I withdraw my hand, wipe it deliberately on the silk sheets. "Never apologize again. You wanted this. You orchestrated this. Now own it."

He stares at me like I've transformed into something holy. Something terrifying.

Maybe I have.


Chapter 7

Three days.

Frank's been in London for three days, and I've spent them wandering our penthouse like a caged thing. My body healed quickly—the bruises faded to yellow, the ache between my legs subsided. But something else took root.

Hunger.

I caught myself staring at Malik's number twice. My thumb hovering over the call button, heart racing with the possibility. He'd come. I know he would. Eager and grateful and mine for the taking.

But I didn't press it.

The contract is clear. My choice, yes—but only from Frank's approved list. Only with his knowledge. What happened with Connor at the Whitmore gala was different. A mistake I won't repeat.

I won't cheat on Frank again.

The irony tastes bitter and sweet.

Now Frank's home, and the hunger sharpens to a point.

His text arrives at 7 PM: Lounge. Guest waiting.

No name. No warning.

Perfect.

I don't bother changing from my silk robe. It's black, short, ties at the waist with a single knot. My legs are bare. My feet too. I run fingers through my crop, tousle it slightly, and head downstairs.

Warm light spills from hidden fixtures throughout the lounge. Floor-to-ceiling windows frame Manhattan's glittering sprawl. Frank stands near the bar, scotch in hand, still wearing his tailored suit from the flight.

But he's not alone.

The man on the leather sofa is stunning.

Tall—easily six-three—with broad shoulders that fill out his charcoal button-down like sculpture. His skin is deep brown, rich and flawless under the warm light. Clean-shaven jaw. Full lips. Dark eyes that track me the moment I enter.

He doesn't stand. Just watches.

I stop at the threshold.

Frank clears his throat. "Amber." His voice carries that familiar tremor—nervous excitement wrapped in control. "This is my guest. We'll be doing business together."

No introduction. No name.

The stranger's gaze slides down my body, slow and deliberate. Not leering. Assessing.

I shrug. "Okay."

Then I walk toward him.

His expression doesn't change, but his posture shifts—spine straightening, thighs spreading slightly as I approach. Claiming space. Claiming me before I even touch him.

I stop in front of the sofa. Between his knees.

My fingers find the knot at my waist. One tug and the silk whispers open. The robe slides from my shoulders, pools at my feet like spilled ink.

I'm naked.

His jaw tightens. Just a fraction. The only tell.

"Don't waste my time," I whisper.

Then I turn, brace my hands on the back of the sofa, and arch.

The leather is cool against my palms. My hair falls forward. Behind me, I hear movement—the scrape of a belt buckle, the rasp of a zipper. No hesitation. No preamble.

Good.

His hands find my hips. Rough. Certain. He yanks me back against him and I feel the blunt press of him—thick and ready—against my entrance.

No warning.

He drives in.

I gasp, fingers digging into leather. He's big—stretching me wide, filling me completely in one brutal thrust. My body fights the intrusion for half a heartbeat, then yields.

Always yields.

"Fuck," he breathes. His voice is deep, graveled. He pulls back, slams forward again. Sets a rhythm that's punishing and perfect.

I brace harder, push back to meet him. The slap of skin echoes through the lounge. My breasts sway with each impact. I glance up—catch my reflection in the window's dark glass.

Hair wild. Eyes half-lidded. Lips parted.

And behind my reflection, Frank.

He stands motionless by the bar, drink forgotten. His gaze locked on us. On me. His mouth is slack, pupils blown.

I smile.

The stranger's hand fists my hair, yanks my head back. "You like this," he says. Not a question.

"Yes."

"Say it louder."

"Yes." Louder this time. Stronger.

He releases my hair, grips my hips with both hands, and fucks me harder. Deeper. The angle shifts and he hits something inside that makes stars burst behind my eyes.

I moan—low and filthy.

"More," I gasp.

He pulls out completely. I whimper at the loss.

"Turn around."

I obey. Face him. His eyes are molten, jaw tight. He's still fully clothed except for his open pants, cock jutting thick and glistening.

"Ride me."

I climb onto the sofa, straddle his thighs. His hands guide me down, impaling me slowly this time. Inch by devastating inch until I'm seated fully, trembling.

"Move."

I roll my hips. Find the rhythm. His hands roam—palming my breasts, pinching nipples, sliding down to where we're joined. Watching himself disappear inside me over and over.

I lean forward, brace my hands on his shoulders, and ride.

The friction is exquisite. Every thrust grinds my clit against him. Heat coils low in my belly, tightening with each stroke. My thighs burn but I don't stop. Can't stop.

"Look at him," the stranger commands.

I do.

Frank stands frozen. Pale. Worshipful.

I hold his gaze. Let him see everything—the pleasure twisting my features, the way my body moves on another man, the absolute surrender to sensation.

And I smile.

Frank's hand drops to his groin. Presses against the visible bulge.

The stranger's thumb finds my clit. Circles once. Twice.

I shatter.

The orgasm rips through me like lightning. I cry out—raw and unrestrained—body clenching around him in waves. He keeps moving, prolonging it, wringing every last tremor from my core.

When I finally collapse forward against his chest, gasping, he wraps one arm around my waist.

"Not done yet," he murmurs against my ear.

Then he thrusts up—hard and fast—chasing his own release. I'm boneless, oversensitive, but I take it. Let him use me.

His rhythm falters. Breath hitches.

I pull back just enough to meet his eyes. Dark and desperate.

"Come," I whisper.

He does.

I feel the heat flood inside me. Feel him pulse and throb as he fills me completely. His fingers dig into my hips hard enough to bruise but I don't care.

I glance past his shoulder.

The window reflects us perfectly. Me straddling this stranger. His hands possessive on my body. Frank watching from across the room with devastated reverence.

I smile at my reflection.

At who I've become.

The stranger's grip loosens. His breathing slows. He looks at me like I'm something rare. Something dangerous.

"Christ," he mutters.

I dismount slowly, deliberately. His release drips down my inner thigh as I stand. I don't clean it away.

Frank approaches—hesitant. His eyes track the evidence of what just happened, lingering on the mess between my legs.

"Amber—"

I press a finger to his lips.

"Business concluded?" I ask.

The stranger chuckles behind me, adjusting his pants. "Absolutely."

"Good." I pick up my robe, drape it over one arm. Still naked. Still dripping. "Then I'm going to bed."

I walk past Frank without another word.

Behind me, I hear the stranger speak. "Your wife is extraordinary."

Frank's reply is quiet. Reverent.

"I know."

I don't look back.

In the hallway, I catch my reflection in the mirrored wall. Flushed skin. Swollen lips. Hair tousled from being yanked.

Divine.

That's what I am.

Frank's goddess. His sacrifice. His proof.

And I've never felt more powerful.


Chapter 8

The shower runs scalding.

I stand beneath the spray, letting it pound against my shoulders, washing away the stranger's sweat and release. My thighs still tremble. My core still pulses with aftershocks.

I close my eyes and replay the scene.

The stranger's hands. His cock. The way he commanded me and I obeyed.

But that's not what broke me.

It was Frank.

The memory crystallizes—Frank standing across the room, hand pressed against his erection, eyes burning with something beyond desire. Something feral and worshipful and desperately hungry.

That's what pushed me over the edge.

Not the stranger's thumb on my clit. Not the angle or the rhythm or the filthy words.

Frank.

My husband, watching me come undone on another man's cock, looking at me like I was divinity itself.

Heat floods between my legs again.

I lean against the tile, breath hitching. My hand drifts lower, but I stop myself.

Not yet.

I finish washing, taking my time. Shampoo. Conditioner. Body wash that smells like jasmine and something darker. When I finally step out, steam clings to every surface.

I wipe the mirror clear.

The woman staring back looks different than she did three weeks ago.

Same hazel eyes, same sharp cheekbones, same short dark bob—but there's something else now. A knowingness. A dangerous edge that didn't exist before.

My lips are swollen. My neck bears a faint red mark where the stranger's teeth grazed. My hips show the shadow of fingerprints.

Evidence.

I trace one of the marks with my fingertip, watching the reflection. Power thrums beneath my skin like electricity.

Frank did this.

Not the stranger. Not Jace or Malik or Connor.

Frank.

He built this version of me. Worshipped me into existence. Turned me into something untouchable and utterly desired.

And tonight, I'm going to claim him back.

The thought alone makes me wet.

I leave my hair damp, don't bother with lotion or pajamas. Just pad naked from the bathroom, skin still flushed from heat and anticipation.

I open the door.

And walk directly into Frank.

He's naked.

Completely, gloriously naked.

I freeze.

He stands in the hallway, backlit by the bedroom lamp, and the expression on his face steals my breath.

It's raw. Unguarded. The careful control he always wears stripped away completely.

This is the Frank from years ago. The one who used to devour me with his eyes. The one who couldn't keep his hands off me long enough to make it to the bed.

I haven't seen this Frank in so long I'd forgotten he existed.

"Frank—"

He moves.

One hand fists my hair, yanking my head back. His mouth crashes against mine—brutal and claiming. I gasp and he swallows the sound, tongue invading, teeth catching my lower lip hard enough to sting.

I try to speak but he spins me, presses me face-first against the wall. Cool plaster against my breasts. His body a furnace at my back.

"Don't," he growls against my ear. "Don't talk."

His hand slides between my thighs from behind.

I'm already soaked.

He groans—low and guttural—when his fingers find the evidence. "Christ, Amber."

Two fingers push inside. Slow. Deliberate. Filling me in one smooth thrust that makes my knees buckle.

He holds me upright with his other arm banded across my chest, fingers splayed possessively over my breast.

Then he starts moving.

Slow at first. Torturous. His fingers curl on each withdrawal, hitting that spot inside that makes sparks dance behind my eyes. I whimper, try to rock back against him, but he holds me still.

"No." His breath is hot against my neck. "You take what I give you."

The irony isn't lost on me.

I spent the evening controlling a stranger. Commanding. Owning my pleasure.

And now Frank takes it all back.

His pace increases. Fingers pumping faster, deeper, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet hallway. His thumb finds my clit and I cry out.

"That's it," he murmurs. "Let me hear you."

His fingers are relentless now. Fast and hard and perfectly angled. The pressure builds impossibly quick—too quick—and I'm already climbing, body coiling tight.

"Frank—"

"Come."

I shatter.

The orgasm tears through me, sharp and devastating. I clench around his fingers, gasping his name, legs shaking so hard he has to hold me upright.

He doesn't stop.

His fingers keep moving through the waves, prolonging it until I'm sobbing against the wall, oversensitive and overwhelmed.

Only then does he slow. Gentle now. Almost tender.

I sag against him, boneless.

"Again," he says.

"I can't—"

"You can." His fingers curl. Press. "You will."

He starts again.

This time it's different. Slower but somehow more intense. He knows my body better than anyone—knows exactly where to touch, how much pressure, the precise angle that makes me unravel.

His other hand leaves my breast, trails down my stomach, spreads me wider from the front. Two hands now. Four fingers total working in tandem—filling me, stroking me, claiming every inch.

"You're mine," he whispers against my throat. "Mine, Amber. Not theirs. Mine."

The possessiveness in his voice pushes me higher.

"Say it."

"Yours," I gasp.

"Again."

"Yours, Frank. Yours."

His thumb circles my clit—once, twice—and I detonate.

This orgasm is deeper. Longer. It rolls through me in endless waves, pulling sounds from my throat I didn't know I could make. My vision whites out. I lose time.

When I come back to myself, I'm in his arms. He's carrying me.

The bedroom materializes around us. Soft lamplight. Silk sheets.

He lays me down gently, but there's nothing gentle in his eyes.

I'm oversensitive. Trembling. My body screams that it can't possibly take more.

But when Frank settles between my thighs, braces his weight on his forearms, positions himself at my entrance—I spread wider for him.

"Look at me."

I do.

His eyes burn silver in the low light. Pupils blown. Jaw tight.

"I love you," he says.

Then he pushes inside.

I arch off the bed, crying out. I'm so swollen, so sensitive, every nerve ending firing at once. It's almost too much. Almost.

But it's Frank.

He slides home in one long, slow thrust, filling me completely. Stretching me. Claiming space the stranger occupied an hour ago and making it his again.

"Mine," he breathes.

He starts to move.

Long, deep strokes. Missionary. Intimate. His weight pressing me into the mattress, his face inches from mine, breath mingling.

This isn't performance. Isn't worship.

This is possession.

Pure and absolute.

His hips roll in a rhythm I remember from years ago—before the contract, before everything changed. When it was just us. When his desire for me was simple and consuming and enough.

"Amber." My name is prayer and curse on his lips.

I wrap my legs around his waist, pull him deeper. He groans, forehead dropping to mine.

The angle shifts. He hits something devastating inside and I gasp.

"There?"

"Yes. God, yes."

He adjusts, drives into that spot again and again, relentless. The pressure builds impossibly—I'm too sensitive, can't possibly come again—but my body doesn't care.

It coils tight.

Tighter.

"Frank, I can't—"

"You can." His hand slides between us, finds my clit. "Give me one more."

The dual sensation—his cock filling me, his fingers on my clit—is too much.

I shatter for the third time.

This orgasm destroys me. I scream his name, nails raking down his back, body convulsing around him. It goes on and on, endless, until I'm sobbing and shaking and completely wrecked.

Frank thrusts twice more, then pulls out.

His hand wraps around himself, strokes once, twice, and he comes across my stomach, my breasts, marking me with hot ropes of release.

"Mine," he growls.

His seed paints my skin—claim and brand and promise.

When he's spent, he collapses beside me, chest heaving.

I lie there trembling, covered in him, utterly undone.

Neither of us speaks.

After a long moment, his hand finds mine. Threads our fingers together.

I turn my head, meet his eyes.

The careful mask is back, but something underneath has shifted.

"I love you," I whisper.

His grip tightens.

"I know."


Chapter 9

I wake alone.

The sheets beside me are cool. Frank's already up.

I stretch, wincing at the delicious soreness between my thighs, across my muscles. Evidence of last night painted on my body in bruises and bite marks I can't see but definitely feel.

The shower washes away the physical remnants. Steam and jasmine soap. But the memory clings—Frank's silver eyes boring into mine, his hands reclaiming every inch the stranger touched, his voice rough with possession.

Mine.

I wrap myself in a cashmere robe and pad downstairs.

Frank's in the kitchen, already dressed in charcoal slacks and a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. He looks composed. Untouchable. Like last night never happened.

But when his eyes find me, something flickers beneath the surface.

"Coffee?" He holds up the French press.

"Please."

He pours into my favorite mug—the simple white ceramic one. Adds cream without asking. Knows exactly how I take it.

I accept it, our fingers brushing.

The contact sparks.

Neither of us acknowledges it.

I lean against the counter, sipping slowly while he checks his phone.

"Anything today?" I ask.

"Conference call at ten. Lunch with the Steinberg group." He scrolls. "Should be done by three."

"I'm meeting Claire for drinks later."

"The gallery owner?"

"The same."

He nods, still scrolling. Morning light catches the silver at his temples. Distinguished. Elegant. Everything I fell for years ago when I was too young and dazzled to understand what wanting him would eventually cost.

Or give me.

"Marcus needs the contracts signed by Friday," I add. "The ones for the foundation gala."

"Already done. They're on your desk."

Of course they are. Frank never forgets details.

We could be any couple. Any marriage. Discussing schedules and obligations over morning coffee in our pristine kitchen with its marble counters and imported espresso machine.

Except.

Except I can still feel the stranger's hands on my hips. Jace's teeth on my throat. Malik's desperate gasps. Connor's brutal possession.

Except Frank watched every moment and loved me more for it.

"Amber."

I glance up.

He's set his phone down, attention fully on me now. That laser focus that makes powerful men nervous and subordinates scramble.

"Yes?"

He crosses to me slowly. Deliberate. Cages me against the counter with his arms but doesn't touch.

Just looks.

Studies my face like I'm a puzzle he's still solving after six years of marriage.

"I've been thinking about Malik," he says.

My pulse kicks.

"Have you?"

"He was different than the others. Tentative. Worshipful." Frank's head tilts. "You enjoyed teaching him."

I did. The memory surfaces—Malik's wide eyes, his trembling hands, the way he followed my every instruction like I was divine scripture.

"He needs encouragement," Frank continues. "Needs to understand that what happened wasn't a singular event. That when we want him, he comes."

Heat pools low in my stomach.

"What are you suggesting?"

"Call him." Frank's voice drops. "Invite him to dinner tonight."

The words land like a match to kindling.

Tonight. Malik. Here.

"Just dinner?" I manage.

Frank's smile is slow. Dangerous.

"That depends entirely on you."

He leans in, lips brushing my ear.

"Show him what you are. What I've given you permission to become." His breath ghosts across my skin. "Make him understand that you're not just mine—you're untouchable divinity, and he's been granted access to worship at your altar."

God.

My fingers tighten on the mug.

"And you'll watch."

"Always." He pulls back just enough to meet my eyes. "I'll always watch you destroy them."

The promise in his voice unravels something in my chest.

He kisses me then.

Not the gentle good-morning kiss of domesticity. This is possession and permission tangled together—his tongue claiming my mouth, his hand fisting in my hair, tilting my head exactly where he wants it.

When he releases me, I'm breathless.

"Eight o'clock," he says against my lips.

"For three?"

"For as many as you need."

He steps back, smooths his shirt like nothing happened, retrieves his phone.

"I have to go. The car's waiting."

I watch him collect his briefcase, his jacket, his watch from the entry table.

At the door, he pauses.

"Amber."

"Yes?"

"Go and buy yourself some new dresses. I am thinking green. Open back. Low cut."

Then he's gone.

I stand in the silent kitchen, coffee cooling in my hands, heart hammering.

Malik.

Sweet, shy Malik with his uncertain hands and reverent eyes. Who looked at me like I was something holy. Who came apart so beautifully under my instruction.

I want to see him again.

Want to watch him lose control, watch his carefully maintained composure shatter when I touch him, when I whisper what I want him to do.

Want to feel that power again—the intoxicating rush of making someone so desperate they'll beg.

And I want Frank to witness it.

Want him to see exactly what he's created. What I've become under his careful orchestration.

Want to watch his eyes darken with that particular brand of hunger that only surfaces when I'm giving myself to someone else. When I'm his and not-his simultaneously.

Want to push him until he breaks again. Until he drags me upstairs and reclaims every inch the way he did last night—brutal and reverent and absolutely devastating.

I set down my coffee.

Pull out my phone.

Find Malik's number in my contacts.

My thumb hovers over his name.

This is who you are now, I think. This is what you've chosen.

No.

Not chosen.

Claimed.

I press call.

While it rings, I think about the dress Frank requested.

About Malik's hands. His mouth. His surrender.

About Frank watching from across the table, silver eyes tracking every move, every touch, cataloging my power like it's his greatest achievement.

About later—after Malik leaves shaking and ruined—when Frank will pull me into our bed and prove again that no matter how many men touch me, I belong to him.

The ringing stops.

"Hello?"

Malik's voice, uncertain and eager.

I smile.

"It's Amber," I say. "We need to talk about tonight."
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