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Chapter 1

Nate breathes slowly and steadily beside me, his chest rising and falling beneath the sheets, as if the night before never happened. As if our world hasn’t slipped on its axis, pitching us into some parallel universe where I, Lena Montgomery, devout list-maker, chronic worrier, upstanding marketing manager and occasional prude, could spend two hours flirting shamelessly with the neighbor in full view of my husband, let him guide my hand to the hard line in his jeans, and wake the next morning to my husband’s lips trailing down my spine as though this is now our normal.

It isn’t. Or at least, it wasn’t.

But now I watch dust motes dance in the soft wedge of morning light as it peels through our curtain, and I feel the ghost of Mike Johnson’s hands on my hips—his voice, low and teasing, as he asked if I wanted to step outside and cool off, the heat of his breath at the shell of my ear. My body is a mess of nerve endings: over-attuned, humming, and ready for something to happen.

I try to hold still, like maybe if I don’t move, all this intensity will seep away, leaving just the soft afterglow of a night that, even now, feels half-imagined. But I’m not that lucky. My mind, true to form, can’t stop replaying everything, scene by scene, line by line, looking for a version where I said something different. Where I didn’t grip Mike’s bicep so tightly. Where I excused myself to the bathroom and returned to Nate’s side like a proper wife should.

But when I look over at my husband, he’s not sleeping at all. He’s watching me, blue eyes sharp with intent, like he’s been reading the inside of my skull this whole time.

“Hi,” I say, because it’s all I can think of.

Nate smiles, slow and lazily, and in this light, his stubble makes him look rakish in a way he rarely does before noon. “Hey, Lee.” His pet name for me, rarely used outside the bedroom.

I brace for awkwardness, or for him to tell me I went too far last night. But Nate rolls onto his side and tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, his thumb dragging over my cheekbone. He’s so close I can see the faintest trace of green in his eyes, a ring around the iris that’s only visible when the sun’s at just this angle.

“You slept hard,” he says, voice rough. “Did you dream?”

I swallow, consider lying, then decide it’s pointless. “Not really. I kept waking up.” I wait, heart thumping, for him to ask about Mike, or about the way my hand stayed at Mike’s belt long after it should have moved.

But he just leans forward and kisses me, slow and deep, the kiss that says this is all still fine, or maybe even better than fine.

“Are you… okay?” I ask when we break apart, careful, because I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel yet.

Nate’s smile goes lopsided, a wrinkle forming above his left eyebrow. “I’m great,” he says. “You?”

The question has so many answers. I’m exhausted. My thighs are sore. My scalp still tingles from where Mike had tangled his fingers in my hair, and my mouth is dry because I spent half the night with my lips pressed to Nate’s collarbone, desperate to anchor myself in the familiar. But none of that seems like what he’s actually asking.

I settle on, “I think so,” and let it hang.

Nate’s hand drifts to my shoulder, thumb sweeping the edge of my birthmark, the one shaped like a crescent moon. He always says it’s his good luck charm, but this morning it feels more like a tiny spotlight. “Last night,” he says, “was… new.”

My whole body goes rigid. Here it comes.

He props himself up on one elbow, gaze never leaving my face. “Did you like it?”

The question lands like a thrown rock, splashing the truth up everywhere. I close my eyes and try to breathe through the embarrassment. “I didn’t expect to,” I say finally. “But… yeah.”

“Me too,” Nate murmurs, and the surprise must show on my face, because he laughs. “What? You thought I’d be jealous?”

My ears burn. “Wouldn’t you be, if it were reversed?”

He considers this, tilting his head. “Maybe. But with you, it’s different.” He brushes the hair from my neck, fingertips grazing skin. “Watching you like that—it was fucking hot, Lee. I’ve never seen you like that before.”

My mouth goes dry. The memory rushes back: Mike’s hand on my thigh, his thumb stroking little circles through my jeans, the way he looked at me like he was ready to devour every part of me. I think about how Nate watched, eyes glittering with something wild and unfamiliar, and how he’d pulled me into the stairwell after, kissing me like he needed to reclaim every inch of me before we could go back to the party.

I almost say something flippant, but the seriousness on Nate’s face stopped me. He wants a real answer, not just reassurance. So, I gave it to him. “It felt dangerous,” I whisper. “But good. I liked how you watched. I liked that you didn’t—”

“Didn’t stop you?”

I nod, tucking my hair behind my ear the way I do when I’m nervous.

He leans in, his mouth at my ear. “I liked that, too.” His voice is barely a whisper. “I want to do it again.”

There’s a thump in my chest, more anxiety than excitement. “With Mike?”

Nate shakes his head. “Not just Mike. Someone else, maybe. Or… someone we choose together.” He gives a little huff of laughter. “Actually, I was going to show you something after breakfast. But now feels as good a time as any.”

He rolls off the bed and pads naked to his dresser, rifling through the top drawer for a fresh pair of boxers before tugging them on. The sight of him—broad shoulders, that ridiculous bubble butt, the scar on his hand catching in the light—grounds me. This is my husband. Against all odds, we are still us.

I pull the covers tighter around my chest, propping myself up with a pillow as Nate returns with his phone.

He sits cross-legged at the foot of the bed, thumb tapping away, then hands me the screen.

I blink. For a split second I think he’s joking, or maybe I’m still asleep, because the website on display is unmistakably a dating app—but not just any app. This one is clearly tailored for couples. The splashy banner reads, “Find Your Third: Discreet. Safe. Kink-Friendly.”

My hand tightens around the phone. “You made a profile?”

He grins, sheepish and proud all at once. “Just to look. I wanted to see what’s out there. For us.”

I scroll, heart in my throat. The interface is slick and bright, and the first page alone is a slideshow of attractive men and women, all posing like they’re about to pitch themselves for a reality show. I swipe again, and another face appears: a woman in athletic gear, her hair pulled back in a severe bun, smiling with a kind of hungry energy. Next, a man, older than us, with a beard and salt-and-pepper hair, leaning against a motorcycle. After that, a couple, their profiles clearly in sync, winked at the camera with the confidence of people who’ve done this before.

“How long have you…?” My voice comes out hoarse.

Nate shrugs, looking almost shy. “I made the account this morning. After you fell back asleep.”

He watches me as I scroll, the backs of his knuckles resting on my knee. “I thought it might help. You seemed… curious, last night. And I don’t want you thinking I’m threatened. I’m not.”

“I just…” I try to find the words, my thumb slowing. “Isn’t it supposed to be weird? Wanting your wife to…?” I trail off, the idea too sharp to say aloud.

He takes the phone from me, sets it aside, and cups my face in his hands, tilting my chin so I have to meet his eyes. “Lee, I want you to be happy. I want us to be happy. If that means exploring things together—hell, if it means letting you have something I can’t give—I want to see it. I want to see you.” He presses his forehead to mine. “Does that make sense?”

It does, but only in a terrifying, exhilarating way. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do,” I whisper.

Nate’s hands slip to my shoulders, warm and steady. “You don’t have to do anything. We don’t have to rush. But if you want to try, I’m here. We’ll do it together. No secrets.”

Something in me softens, the tension leaking out like air from a balloon. I look at the phone again, at the string of faces and possibilities it offers. The idea is still crazy, still something I’d have mocked six months ago over brunch with my old college friends. But now, with Nate here—solid, loving, open—I can feel the seed of curiosity taking root.

My mind runs ahead, already conjuring scenarios: the three of us at a restaurant, laughing over drinks; me leaning across the table to touch another man’s hand, seeing how far I can go with Nate watching; the low hum of anticipation as we walk home, knowing anything might happen next.

I reach for the phone, thumb trembling only slightly this time. “Okay,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel. “Show me who you bookmarked.”

Nate grins, wide and boyish, as he pulls up the favorites list. “You’ll like the first one,” he promises, nudging closer so our shoulders touch.

The screen lights up, and the face that appears is nothing like Mike Johnson’s. He’s older, for one thing, with a gentle smile and eyes that crinkle at the corners. His profile blurb is short, respectful, and direct: seeking connection, not chaos. Discretion and boundaries respected. Open to conversation.

It’s almost wholesome, in a way, which makes the entire situation feel even more surreal.

Nate’s hand slips around my waist, and he reads the profile over my shoulder. “What do you think?”

I consider, really consider, for the first time. “He looks… normal,” I say, unable to keep the surprise from my voice.

“That’s the point,” Nate says. “I want this to be safe. For both of us.”

We scroll through a few more, each with its own flavor of strange appeal: the athlete, the poet, the couple seeking “adventure.” Some are too slick, some too needy, but a few stand out, and I catch myself wondering what it would feel like to have coffee with them, or to sit across from one of these men and know that I could do anything I wanted, with Nate watching and maybe even helping.

We talk logistics—where we’d meet, what the rules would be, what’s off-limits (intercourse, at least for now; kissing, maybe; touching, yes, if I want it). Nate’s voice is calm and matter-of-fact, and he keeps checking in, making sure I’m okay, that I want to keep looking.

At some point, the idea stops feeling dangerous and feels possible. Not inevitable, but not insane either.

We’re both silent for a while, lost in our thoughts, before Nate finally says, “We don’t have to decide today.”

“I know,” I say. But I can’t stop thinking about it, and I think he knows that, too.

I slide down in the bed, head resting in the crook of Nate’s shoulder, and let the morning light wash over us. I can feel the heat building again, but this time it’s tempered with a sense of anticipation, a little fizz of energy at the edge of the possible.

“I want to try,” I say, and this time, I mean it.

Nate kisses the top of my head. “Me too.”

For a long time, we just lie there, listening to the city come alive outside our window, the rush of cars and the call of distant sirens, as if the world is waiting to see what we’ll do next.

#

Nate insists we do it as a team—like the two of us are preparing for a joint presentation at work, not inviting a stranger to help shatter whatever remnants of normalcy our marriage still has. So after dinner, we set up shop on the couch, both of us in worn sweatpants and band tees, laptops balanced on our knees, a bowl of carrot sticks and hummus within arm’s reach. It’s almost wholesome, this collaborative project. If you squint, we could be any other couple scrolling Netflix, bickering over what to watch.

But instead of documentaries or prestige dramas, we’re crafting a profile for finding someone to sleep with me, while my husband watches.

I’m not sure whether this is a new low or a new high.

The website is a fever dream of pop-up ads and over-designed “discretion” guarantees. Nate lets me steer, but every so often he leans over and offers a suggestion, like, “Make sure you check the age range” or “Maybe say you’re new to this; people like honesty.”

After an hour, we settle on a username—unremarkable, nothing that will out us to any coworkers or the stray aunt with a sixth sense for Internet scandal. We write a blurb together, short and sweet: “Curious couple looking for respectful, drama-free connection. Must be clean, open-minded, and direct. No photos = no reply.”

Then the photo debate starts.

“We need at least three,” Nate says, reading off the requirements. “But we don’t want to look desperate.”

“Or like we’re trying to catfish anyone,” I mutter, staring at the collection of selfies and couple shots we’ve accumulated over the years.

I hover over a photo from our trip to Oregon—me, windswept on a cliff, the Pacific behind me in violent blue. “This one?”

Nate nods. “It’s sexy but not, you know, thirst-trappy.”

We pick one of us together at a brewery (my arm around his waist, his hand just brushing my hip), and a third—my favorite yoga pose, shot from the back, nothing but leggings and the curve of my shoulder. I cringe, but Nate is unyielding. “Trust me,” he says, “it’s hot, but it’s not explicit. You’re fine.”

I upload them, heart pounding, like I’ve just sent my entire professional reputation into the void.

The first message arrives within minutes, a two-word masterpiece: “U dtf? The profile photo might be photoshopped, a grainy close-up of gold teeth. The next is an emoji-heavy ramble from a couple looking for a “playmate for wild nights,” which feels like something from a reality show audition. Then a guy who seems normal until he hits us with a “Can I come on your feet?”

I burst out laughing, and Nate does too, both of us relieved to have something so clearly unappealing to deflect the anxiety.

“I guess the bar is pretty low,” I say, wiping my eyes.

He grins, a little predatory. “Let’s keep looking.”

The messages pile up. Most are deleted with a single click—too aggressive, too weird, or too clearly composed by a bot with an overactive libido and no spellcheck. I wonder if anyone out there is actually looking for what we want, or if this entire exercise is a test—some mutual dare to see how far we can push each other.

And then: David.

His profile picture is almost boring, which is the first sign he’s different. Short brown hair, glasses, a close-cropped beard. His description is polite, almost formal: “I value communication, consent, and discretion. Open to drinks, conversation, and seeing where things go. Not interested in drama or games. If you’re looking for someone who’ll respect your boundaries and treat you like a person, let’s talk.”

I show the profile to Nate, who immediately says, “That’s the one.”

We draft a response together, a careful blend of flirty and cautious. David replies ten minutes later, suggesting a phone call to “make sure we’re real and on the same page.” He proposes a time: 8 PM. Tonight.

I don’t have time to panic, because suddenly I’m worrying about what to wear for a call with a stranger who might, within a week, know the taste of my skin and the color of my orgasm. Nate laughs at me, but he’s nervous, too. I can see it in the way he triple-checks the webcam angle and makes sure the lighting is “friendly but not too intimate.”

We prop the laptop up on a stack of cookbooks and take our seats. I tuck my hair behind my ear, the way I do when I want to look competent and approachable, and Nate squeezes my thigh just out of frame.

The screen flickers, and there he is: David, in a button-down and (I think) pajama pants, the background a generic but tidy apartment.

“Hi!” he says, smiling. His voice is warm, the kind that makes you want to tell him secrets in a coffee shop. “Thanks for calling. Always nice to meet real people.”

The conversation is stilted at first—what do you do, how long have you been in the city, the standard small talk. David is direct but never pushy, asking if we have experience with “this sort of thing,” if we know what we want, what our boundaries are.

Nate fields the first question: “We’re pretty new,” he says, “but we’ve talked about it a lot. We want to go slowly. No full sex, just touching and maybe kissing, if it feels right.”

David nods, thoughtful. “That’s totally fair. I’m not in a hurry. If you want, we can just meet for drinks first, see if there’s chemistry.”

The way he says “chemistry” is careful, like he’s testing it on his tongue.

We all laugh at the idea of awkward first dates, at horror stories from the site, and somewhere between David’s story about accidentally matching with a coworker and his confession that he once drove all the way to Jersey only to discover his “date” was a married couple live-streaming from their basement, I relax. I even like him.

After half an hour, David asks, “So, what are you hoping for if we hit it off?”

Nate’s hand tightens on my thigh. He looks at me, gives me the nod—the one that says this is my turn to steer.

“I want to feel… wanted,” I say, the words surprising me with their truth. “I want someone who’ll pay attention, but who also knows the rules. Who can handle it if things get intense.”

David grins. “I can do intense. But I can also stop, any time. It’s up to you.”

He suggests a hotel, the Westside Grand. Neutral ground, plenty of anonymity, and “good lighting, if you care about that sort of thing.” He says it with a wink, but I hear the subtext: We can disappear into this, if we need to.

We agree to meet there in four days. I say I’ll email him my number and the specifics. The call ends. Nate shuts the laptop with a sharp snap, then just sits, staring at nothing.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, my skin prickling.

He shakes his head, then turns to face me. “Nothing. I just can’t believe we actually did that.”

I wait for the guilt to hit, the sense that we’ve crossed some irreversible line. Instead, I feel… electric. Like I’m on the edge of something huge, and if I breathe too deeply, I might tip over and never come back.

“Do you think we’re crazy?” I ask.

He laughs, soft and a little wildly. “A little.”

A long silence stretches between us, the air thick with everything unsaid. Nate finally says, “I want you to tell me what you’re thinking.”

I look down at his hand, still cupping my knee. I want to say I’m scared, or that I’m worried I’ll lose myself in all this, or that I don’t know if I can actually go through with it. But what I really feel is pure, heady anticipation—like I’ve spent my entire life playing by the rules, and I’ve just discovered a loophole.

So I say, “I want to know what it feels like. When someone else touches me, with you there.”

The effect is immediate. Nate shifts, his posture straightening, the desire written so plainly across his face that I almost laugh. Instead, I reach for him, my fingers tracing the soft skin above his waistband.

“Are you hard right now?” I whisper, incredulous.

His cheeks flush, but he doesn’t look away. “What do you think?”

I slide my hand under the band of his sweatpants, finding him already thick, already straining for more. My pulse stutters, shame and pride warring for space.

I kneel between his legs, tugging his pants down just enough. The way he looks at me—hungry and reverent—makes me bold. I wrap my hand around him, stroking slowly, watching his jaw clench and his eyes close.

“Imagine him here,” I say, voice soft. “Sitting right next to you. Watching while I do this.”

He groans low in his chest, and I feel his cock twitch in my grip.

“Would you like that?” I ask.

He nods, words failing him.

I lean in, licking the head, letting my tongue circle the tip. “You want him to fuck me, don’t you?”

He inhales, sharp and desperately. “Yes.”

“Do you want to watch? Or do you want to help?”

His answer is so fast it makes me laugh: “Both. Jesus, Lee—both.”

I take him in my mouth, slow at first, savoring the taste, the heat. His hands bury in my hair, guiding but never forcing, and I let myself fall into the rhythm, imagining David in the next room, waiting his turn. The idea makes me slick, and I moan around Nate’s cock, sending him to the edge faster than I thought possible.

When he comes, it’s with a muffled cry, his grip tightening, hips jerking up to meet my mouth. I swallow, breathless and triumphant, and wipe my lips with the back of my hand.

Nate pulls me up, cradling my face in his hands, his eyes searching mine. “You’re fucking incredible,” he whispers. “I hope you know that.”

I want to believe him, and maybe, for a second, I do.

I settle against his chest, both of us sticky and spent, the taste of him lingering on my tongue. The world outside is dark now, the city reduced to a distant buzz.

“We’re really doing this, aren’t we?” I ask, softer than before.

He nods, pressing his lips to my forehead. “Yeah. We are.”

Closing my eyes, I try to imagine the Westside Grand in four days. I try to picture David’s hands on me, Nate’s gaze burning from across the room. I try to expect the precise moment I’ll lose control, or if maybe—just maybe—I already have.

For now, though, I let myself rest in this little pocket of intimacy, both of us spent and sated, the anticipation swelling in the space between us.

Tomorrow, we’ll wake up to the consequences. But tonight, I let myself float, weightless and wild, on the brink of the unknown.

#

The Westside Grand is the place where no one asks questions and everyone pretends to be someone else. The marble lobby glows with enough indirect lighting to make even the most exhausted business traveler look important. There are fresh flowers at the check-in desk and a quiet, ever-present buzz in the air, like the building itself is caffeinated. I am overdressed, underdressed, and entirely wrong, all at once. But Nate threads his fingers through mine, squeezing so hard I have to flex them afterward to get the feeling back.

The clerk slides a pair of keycards across the desk, face utterly blank, and wishes us “a pleasant evening.” Nate smiles, the public smile he saves for clients and strangers. My smile feels brittle, the muscles unfamiliar. We thank her and turn for the elevators, and the only evidence that I might come apart inside is the thin, nervous laugh I can’t quite smother when the doors close and the walls of polished gold swallow us whole.

On the eighteenth floor, our suite is at the end of a long, soundproofed hallway. I let Nate unlock the door and do the ceremonial sweep, as if our own anxieties might ambush us. The suite is beautiful: modern, sparse, but with little touches—green succulents in white porcelain pots, plush towels folded into origami animals on the bed—that make it feel less like a transaction and more like a home for the night. Nate adjusts the thermostat, television, and couch angle, ensuring every surface is clean and every pillow is correctly placed. I pace. First from the windows, which look out over an endless grid of city lights, then to the minibar, then back to the couch.

I check the clock. Twenty-three minutes until David’s arrival.

“What if we can’t do it?” I ask, not sure whether I mean the logistics or the entire premise of this evening.

Nate glances up from the minibar, where he’s lined up three glasses in a row. “Then we go home,” he says. “It’s just a date, Lee. The rest is optional.”

I try to breathe. “You look calm.”

He shrugs, grins a little. “I’m not.” He approaches, hands on my hips, and kisses my forehead. “It’s just one night. We can bail at any time.”

I want to believe him, but there’s a pressure in my chest that won’t let up. Four days ago, I’d barely considered the possibility of following through. Now, with David’s arrival as real as the keycards in my hand, it feels like I’m on the verge of an irreversible act.

I watch Nate move around the room, so deliberate and focused, and I want to ask what it’s like for him—how it feels to prepare his own wife for another man’s hands. But there’s no time.

The knock on the door is a single, confident tap. Not a question, not a demand. Just a statement: I’m here.

Nate glances at me, one last check-in. “Ready?”

I nod, and he opens the door.

David is exactly as he appeared on video: neat beard, pressed shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. In one hand, he holds a brown paper bag, and in the other, a small bouquet of wildflowers that looks freshly scavenged from a sidewalk bodega. He stands just outside the threshold, not stepping in until Nate waves him over.

“Hi, Lena,” he says, with the same warm, patient smile. He hands me the flowers, and the stems are wet, beads of condensation clinging to my skin.

“Thank you,” I say, cradling them like a fragile thing. “They’re beautiful.”

He shrugs, bashful. “I wasn’t sure if you had allergies. Figured wildflowers were safer.”

“Perfect,” I say, and mean it.

We sit—me on the sofa, Nate in an armchair, David perched at the far end of the couch with a practiced nonchalance. He sets his bag on the coffee table and pulls out a couple of miniature cheesecakes, three forks, and a bottle of sparkling water.

“I don’t drink,” David says, catching the glance toward the minibar, “but I hope this is okay.”

“It’s perfect,” I say again, more quietly.

Small talk is easier than I expected. We talk about work, about the city, about weird news stories and subway etiquette. David is funny and articulate, and every so often, when he leans in to listen, I catch a subtle hint of his cologne—something clean, crisp, faintly citrus. My muscles slowly unwind.

Nate laughs at a story about David’s time as a bike messenger, the hours he spent dodging cabs and “flirting with death daily.” The laughter is genuine, and for a moment, it’s just three people in a hotel room, eating dessert and talking about their lives.

But underneath it all, there’s a thrum. A persistent buzzing undercurrent that grows stronger with every minute.

David’s first touch is a hand on my knee, so light it almost doesn’t register. I glance at Nate, who is watching with an intensity I’ve never seen before. His jaw is tight, his fists balled in his lap, but his eyes are wide and bright, hungry. He nods, just barely.

David’s hand lingers, the heat of his palm a magnet pulling the blood to my cheeks and my thighs. He doesn’t move further, just lets it rest there, waiting to see if I’ll flinch.

I don’t.

We talk some more, my heart beating a little faster every time David laughs or leans in close. I notice the lines at the corners of his eyes, the way his beard frames his mouth, the faint scar on his wrist. The details stack up, real and undeniable.

After a lull in the conversation, David turns, his voice lower. “Would it be okay if I kissed you?”

The directness shocks me. I look at Nate, who gives the smallest nod, then back at David. “Yes,” I say, my voice almost inaudible.

He closes the space between us slowly and carefully. His lips are soft, a little chapped, but the pressure is confident. His hand shifts to the side of my face, thumb tracing my cheek. I breathe in through my nose, the scent of his cologne and the taste of cheesecake all tangled together. There’s a moment, maybe a second or maybe an hour, where I forget Nate is even in the room. I lose myself in the unfamiliarity, in the idea of being someone new.

Then I open my eyes, and Nate is there, watching, his gaze so intent it feels like a second pair of hands on my skin.

David pulls back, searching my face for hesitation. I give him a smile—shy, giddy, a little wild. He laughs under his breath, and the tension breaks.

We keep talking, but the conversation is thinner now, the pauses filled with expectation. David’s hand finds mine, fingers interlaced, and he traces circles along my knuckles as we speak. At some point, the cheesecake is finished and the forks are abandoned.

Nate stands, crosses the room, and sits on the other side of me. He puts a hand on my shoulder, grounding me. “You okay?” he whispers, just for me.

I nod, the air shimmering around us.

David shifts his arm behind me on the back of the sofa. His fingers skim the exposed skin above my shirt, and I shiver. My whole body is awake now, every nerve tuned to the possibility of the next touch.

“Would you like to move to the bedroom?” David asks, and the directness is a jolt to my system.

I hesitate, the old Lena wanting to retreat, to slow everything down. But the new Lena—the one whose heart is hammering and whose thighs are slick with anticipation—says, “Yes,” and stands.

The bedroom is warm, the lights dimmed, the city spread out in glittering silence beneath the window. I sit on the edge of the bed, hands folded in my lap, uncertain where to put them. David kneels in front of me, his hands on my thighs. He looks up, searching my eyes for any sign of regret.

“I want to kiss you again,” he says.

“Okay.”

This time, the kiss is deeper, messier. His tongue is insistent, his hands bold as they slide up my legs to the hem of my dress. My pulse is so loud I can barely hear anything else. I feel Nate behind me; the mattress shifting under his weight, his hand stroking my back.

David’s mouth finds my neck, teeth grazing skin. His fingers inch higher, and I gasp, startled by my need. I’m aware, distantly, of Nate’s hand slipping around my waist, his lips at my ear.

“You look amazing,” he whispers, and the words spark something reckless in me.

I guide David’s hand between my legs, pressing his fingers to where I’m already throbbing. He moans softly, and Nate’s hand moves to my breast, squeezing through the fabric of my dress.

The three of us tumble onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and hands and mouths. I’m lost in sensation, in the thrill of being the object of desire for two men at once. Each touch intensifies, and every sound amplifies. David strips off his shirt, his chest defined and lean. Nate is behind me, kissing my neck, his hands everywhere at once.

David slides my dress up, his lips trailing down my stomach. He hesitates, looking up at me. “Is this okay?”

“Yes,” I say, breathless.

He peels my underwear down, fingers tracing the line of my thigh, then his mouth is on me, tongue circling, teasing. I arch into him, one hand fisted in the comforter, the other reaching for Nate, who laces our fingers and squeezes.

I come hard, shuddering, the heat of embarrassment and ecstasy mingling as I realize both men are watching, both of them hungry for more.

Afterward, I’m limp, boneless, as Nate pulls me into his lap and kisses my temple. David sits at the edge of the bed, breathing heavy, his eyes soft and full of something I can’t name.

“Do you want to keep going?” Nate asks, his voice trembling.

I nod, pulling both of them closer, greedy for touch, for more, for everything.

Hours later, I lie between them, sweat cooling on my skin, the city’s neon washing the room in blue. I stare at the ceiling, wondering how I’ll ever go back to ordinary life. But for now, I don’t have to. For now, I get to float here, loved and wanted, the world narrowed to this perfect, impossible moment.

Maybe it’s the thrill, maybe it’s the exhaustion, but I laugh, a soft, uncontrollable giggle that shakes the whole bed. Nate and David look at me, then at each other, and join in. There’s no awkwardness, no shame, only the sweet, unspoken understanding that we’ve all crossed into fresh territory, together.

Eventually, David slips out, his hand resting on my cheek for a beat before he goes. Nate pulls me close, kissing me like I’m still the only person in the room.

“Worth it?” he asks.

I turn into his chest, smile pressed to his skin. “Yeah,” I say, voice hoarse and happy. “So fucking worth it.”

Outside, the city pulses on, oblivious. But inside, I know we’ve done something extraordinary, and I’m not the same woman who walked into this room.

I don’t think I want to be.


Chapter 2

Nate is the one who leads us out of the living room. I catch David’s eye as we move, the three of us like actors in a play with no script, no clear ending, only this tightrope of anticipation and nerves stretched between us. The hotel suite feels both cavernous and claustrophobic; every surface too smooth, every shadow too thick.

The bedroom is exactly as impersonal and perfect as the website had promised. King-size bed, white-on-white linens, lamps with dimmers, and the wide city splayed out below the window, twinkling and indifferent. The air is scented faintly with some hotel soap, an unfamiliar overlay on the sharp, electric tang of my skin.

I stand at the edge of the bed, hands twitching at my sides, unsure where to begin. But Nate knows. He always does in moments like this.

He positions me in the center, just at the foot of the bed, and stands so close I can feel his breath on my temple. "Face the mirror," he murmurs, and only then do I notice the full-length glass on the far wall. The three of us reflected: Nate, tall and clean-lined; me, almost swallowed in the loose dress I chose for the occasion; David, standing a polite step behind, hands folded in front of him, waiting for permission.

Nate drags the zipper of my dress down, slow, deliberate, the teeth parting with a sound that fills the silence. He peels the fabric off my shoulders, exposing the black lace bralette and panties I’d bought on a dare from my braver self. My pulse hammers so hard I can see it in my chest, an unsteady flutter beneath the delicate fabric.

He lets the dress pool at my feet, and then—fingers at my chin—he tips my head up, forcing me to meet his gaze in the mirror. The look in his eyes is a warning and a blessing all at once. His hands settle on my waist, heavy and possessive, and for a long moment, nothing happens except the slow, synchronized rise and fall of our breathing.

David is watching. Not staring, not ogling, but observing with the careful attention of someone taking in a work of art. His gaze flicks from my face to my body, never lingering long enough to make it awkward, but enough to make me burn.

“Is this okay?” he asks, voice steady but pitched low.

Nate answers for both of us: “It’s more than okay.” His hands are still on my waist, fingers splayed, as if he could hold every molecule of me in place.

David steps closer, shedding his own shirt with a practiced shrug. I don’t mean to stare, but I do—he’s not built like Nate, not as broad, but wiry and defined, a crosshatch of muscle and tan lines and a faint dusting of hair that trails from his sternum down. He smells like soap and citrus and something earthy, almost medicinal, and when he runs a palm up my arm, goosebumps explode in his wake.

He circles to my right, letting Nate keep his place at my left. It occurs to me they’ve mapped this out already; the choreography set in advance, and I’m the only one still guessing at my next move.

Nate slides a hand up my ribs, over the lace, and his thumb flicks at my nipple through the thin fabric. He’s being more deliberate than usual, almost clinical, as if to prove something—maybe to himself, maybe to David. The friction makes me gasp, and Nate grins at our reflection, proud and a little cruel.

David’s touch is gentler, less practiced, his hands hovering before they commit to skin. He traces the curve of my jaw, then tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, thumb skimming the lobe. His lips graze my shoulder, barely a kiss, and the restraint in that touch is more intimate than anything Nate is doing.

I’m hyper-aware of everything: the heat where their bodies bracket mine, the scratch of lace, the way my knees threaten to buckle if I stand too still. I close my eyes for a second, and when I open them, the girl in the mirror looks wild, untethered.

Then Nate slides a hand down, under the band of my panties, and parts me with two fingers, bold and searching. I clench reflexively, and he shushes me with a kiss to my neck. “Relax, Lee,” he whispers, “let him see.”

David watches the whole thing, and I feel the force of it in my bones. He moves closer, his hand now on my stomach, fingers splayed just above the waistband. I want to flinch away, to crawl out of my skin, but I press back into them, daring myself to want this as much as I think I do.

“May I?” David asks, his breath hot against my ear.

“Please,” I say, and the word comes out so small I almost don’t recognize it.

His fingers dip beneath the lace, grazing the wet heat between my legs, and he inhales sharply. For a second, I think I might die from the intensity of it, the impossibility of being touched by a stranger with my husband standing right there, guiding the entire scene.

Nate’s eyes are locked on mine in the mirror, pupils so dark there’s barely any blue left. His other hand grips my hip, hard enough to leave marks, and when I gasp at the sensation, he smiles—a real, dangerous smile.

David is patient, methodical. He circles my clit with the pad of his thumb, the rhythm unfamiliar but shockingly effective. Every so often, his eyes flick up to my face, as if calibrating his movements to my reactions.

Nate leans in and bites my shoulder, easy, just enough to distract me from the other hand still working me open. “You like this,” he murmurs, half question, half accusation.

“Yes,” I say, and this time it’s not a whisper.

David increases the pressure, and my whole body tightens. Nate leans into me, grinding his own erection against my hip. There’s a feral energy in the air, a reckless sense that anything could happen and I would not, could not, say no.

Then David’s fingers slip inside, and I let out a sound I’ve never made before—raw and animal. I lock eyes with Nate, needing him to see what’s happening, to understand what he’s started. His mouth is at my ear, his voice a rasp:

“Don’t you dare stop.”

David fucks me with his fingers, slow but relentless, and I let myself drift in the sensation, the dual currents of pleasure and humiliation sparking off each other in my bloodstream. I want to close my eyes, to lose myself in the feeling, but Nate’s gaze in the mirror pins me open.

At some point, Nate reaches around and unhooks my bra, letting the straps fall down my arms. He pulls it off with a flourish, tossing it onto the bed, then bends to suck one nipple into his mouth while David’s hand works below.

The two sensations—wet heat on my breast, insistent pulse between my legs—almost short-circuit me. I clutch at their shoulders, desperate for something to hold onto, and they both make approving noises, as if this is exactly what they want: me, helpless and wild between them.

David kisses me, tentatively at first, then with more hunger. His tongue tastes like the sparkling water we drank earlier, a sharp contrast to the musk of Nate’s mouth. I kiss him back, greedy for more, for anything that will tip me over the edge.

When David’s free hand finds my other breast, I nearly come apart. Nate feels it, senses the shift, and ramps up his own assault—biting harder, pinching the tip between his teeth, all the while rutting against me from behind.

“Let go, Lee,” Nate urges, and I do, the orgasm rolling through me in a wave so sudden I almost sob. My legs give out, and both men catch me, easing me onto the bed like I’m something precious and breakable.

I lie there, trembling, my chest heaving with the effort of breathing. David wipes his fingers on the sheets, then strokes my cheek, gentle and almost reverent.

“Beautiful,” he says, and I believe him.

Nate isn’t finished. He strips off his own shirt, then kneels over me, one knee between my legs, the other at my hip. He leans down and kisses me, soft at first, then harder, as if to remind me exactly who I belong to.

David watches, sitting back on his heels, but his eyes never leave my body. I reach for him, pulling him close, wanting—needing—both of them to touch me at once. Their hands find each other over my skin, sometimes working together, sometimes competing, and the sensation is dizzying.

When David’s fingers return to my panties, this time tugging them down my thighs, I don’t protest. Nate helps, and together they peel the last scrap of dignity from my body.

I am naked now, fully, utterly exposed, and for the first time in my life, I feel like I am exactly where I’m supposed to be.

Nate sits back, surveying me with a look of satisfaction that borders on smug. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Lee,” he says, voice thick with emotion.

David nods, echoing the sentiment. “Absolutely.”

I close my eyes and breathe, letting their words settle over me. I have never been so seen, so wanted.

And I want more.

#

It’s hard to keep track of time after the first climax. The minutes stretch and snap like elastic bands—sometimes languid, sometimes tight enough to cut circulation. I float, gasping, while Nate and David orbit me, switching off their touches as if by secret signal. I wonder, distantly, if this is what it feels like to be worshipped.

Nate’s hands, usually so gentle, turn rough. He presses his palm into my thigh; the pressure leaving a blooming pink outline that vanishes, then returns, each time he lets go and grabs me again. I can feel the heat of his grip on my skin even after he pulls away.

David is a study in restraint. He waits for cues, making minor adjustments based on my breath and the tiny shifts in my hips. At one point, he catches my eye and holds it, as if to say, You good? And I am. I am so fucking good, I can barely stand it.

Nate leans in, his mouth close to my ear. “You have no idea how perfect you look right now,” he says, and his teeth nip my earlobe for punctuation.

David is kneeling between my legs, his face lit by the soft glow from the window, and it’s surreal to watch him touch me while my husband talks me through it from above.

“Let him make you come again,” Nate says, and it’s not a request.

David takes the cue. He slides two fingers inside me, the stretch achingly good, and I let my knees fall open without even thinking. His other hand rests just above my pubic bone, grounding me, his thumb occasionally pressing small, tight circles that send aftershocks through my core.

Nate kisses my neck, slow and wet, his tongue lapping at the sheen of sweat forming at my hairline. “So good, Lee. That’s my girl.” His hands are all over me, sometimes fisting in my hair, sometimes pinching my nipples until I whimper. I love that he doesn’t hold back, not here, not now.

David’s rhythm builds, pressure and pace perfectly synchronized. He leans forward and asks, “Do you want my mouth?”—his voice low, reverent.

Nate answers before I can: “Yes. She does.”

David bends down, mouth hot and eager, and I’m suddenly aware of the position: my back arched, head lolling against Nate’s chest, while David’s tongue finds every nerve ending below. It’s almost too much—too intimate, too intense—but then Nate slides behind me, supporting my weight, and his hands knead my breasts with a greedy sort of tenderness.

The dual sensation is overwhelming. Nate’s teeth, scraping at the base of my neck. David’s tongue, slow at first, then relentless. My body tenses, then melts, then tenses again, every muscle flexing against invisible bonds.

At some point, I babble—nonsense syllables, half-prayers, unfinished sentences. Nate’s hand covers my mouth for a second, silencing me, then he releases and whispers, “Let him hear you.” I don’t even know what I’m saying, just that it matters to them, and that makes it matter to me.

David switches things up, sucking my clit between his lips and humming, the vibration traveling through my entire pelvis. I buck against his mouth, shameless, and Nate tightens his grip, holding me in place as if he’s afraid I’ll levitate right off the bed.

“That’s it,” Nate coaches, his own voice ragged now. “Don’t hold back.”

I’m right there, balanced on the tip of something monstrous and beautiful, when Nate’s lips brush my ear and he says, “Open your eyes, Lee.”

It takes everything I have to obey. But I do. And the sight is shattering.

David looks up, eyes locked on mine, his mouth slick and glistening, still working me as he watches. Nate is above and behind, his own eyes gone nearly black with hunger. The three of us are connected in this perfect, obscene circuit—me in the middle, their hands and mouths and gazes all claiming a piece.

I come so hard I see white. For a second I forget where I am, who I am, what day it is. There’s only the heat, the pressure, and the knowledge that I am being watched—loved, even—in this way that no one else has ever dared.

I collapse backward, barely aware of Nate cradling my head, kissing my cheek, brushing the hair off my forehead. David shifts up the bed, his face flushed and open, and settles beside me, his hand tracing lazy circles on my thigh.

We lie tangled together, no one speaking, all of us breathing as if we’ve just finished a marathon.

Eventually, Nate rolls me onto my side and spoons up behind me, his cock hard and insistent against my ass. He nuzzles the back of my neck and says, “You okay?”

“More than okay,” I manage, voice hoarse.

David kisses my shoulder, then props himself up on an elbow. “I could watch you for hours,” he says, and the honesty in it almost undoes me all over again.

We stay like that for a long time, the three of us fused together, no borders or boundaries left. I listen to the city noise outside, the distant horns and sirens and the low pulse of nightlife, and I think: No one out there knows. No one knows how good this feels, or how right it is to be wanted this much.

And I don’t want to leave this room. Not tonight. Maybe never.

After the aftershocks fade, I drift in the in-between—barely conscious, floating, every limb slack and boneless. My body hums, over-sensitized, yet somehow already greedy for more.

Nate is the first to move. He shifts behind me, propping me up with one arm while his other hand caresses my side, tracing the sweat-slick line from ribcage to hip. He’s hard as steel, cock pressed against my ass, and for the first time tonight I sense a wild, possessive urgency radiating from him. The careful choreography is gone; now it’s just want.

He kisses me, deep and searching, his tongue almost bruising in its intensity. I moan into his mouth, helpless against the onslaught. I can smell myself on him, on David, in the sheets—a heady cocktail that turns my veins to fire.

David props himself up on an elbow beside us, eyes roaming my body with open admiration. There’s a smirk on his face—proud, maybe even a little in awe—but when Nate glances over, the look that passes between them is pure animal: competitive, but not hostile. They’re both here for me, and I am here for both of them, but the rules have shifted.

Nate drags my hips toward him, guiding me onto my hands and knees. He kneels behind me, gripping my ass with both hands, fingers digging in deep. “You ready?” he asks, voice rough.

“Yes,” I say, desperate for it.

He enters me in a single, ruthless stroke. The stretch is familiar and alien at once, sharper than I expect, and I gasp—more from the intensity than the pain. He holds there, buried to the hilt, and for a long moment just stays still, letting the pressure build.

Then, slowly, he moves. Every thrust is deliberate, calculated to make me feel every inch of him, every echo of what came before. I hear the wet sound of it, obscene and beautiful, and realize David is still watching, just inches away.

Nate’s rhythm grows rougher, his grip never relenting. He leans forward, one hand on my neck, the other wrapped around my waist, fucking me with a force I’ve never felt from him before. His breath is hot on my shoulder. “Look at him,” he says, and I do—turning my head to meet David’s gaze.

David is stroking himself now, slow and measured, his eyes never leaving my face. He offers a lopsided smile, then leans in to kiss me, deep and sweet, tongue sliding over mine in time with Nate’s thrusts.

I lose myself in the duality: the rough, driving heat of Nate behind me, the gentle, worshipful hands of David at my front. They pass me back and forth like a secret, a treasure, and I let them, surrendering to whatever comes next.

The tension builds fast. Too fast. I claw at the sheets, at David’s shoulders, at anything I can reach, desperate for something to anchor me as the climax barrels closer. Nate fucks me harder, deeper, and every stroke sends lightning through my body. I arch and howl, raw and unfiltered.

I don’t know whose name I scream. Maybe both.

Nate cums with a guttural growl, his hands branding my hips, pulse throbbing inside me. I follow, the orgasm tearing through me like a tidal wave, wringing every drop of sensation from my ruined, grateful body.

For a long time, we just lie there—Nate slumped behind me, breathing in heaving gulps, David curled at my front, stroking my hair and murmuring nonsense syllables into my ear.

Eventually, the world returns. My senses sharpen, and I feel the sticky warmth between my thighs, the tremble in my legs, the sweat drying on my skin. I laugh—a high, hysterical sound that turns into a giggle and then a sob.

Nate kisses my back, gentle now. “You did so good,” he whispers, pride and wonder mingling in his tone.

David presses a kiss to my forehead. “Incredible,” he says, and it sounds like a benediction.

We rearrange ourselves, pulling the sheets over our bodies, limbs tangled and hearts still racing. For the first time all night, I feel completely at ease—no fear, no shame, just a fullness I never knew I craved.

I lie between them, claimed and claimed again, and drift off with the city lights flickering outside the window, knowing I’ll never be the same.

And for once I don’t want to be.


Chapter 3

The second time feels nothing like the first.

We arrive at the Vesper Tower—a glass-and-steel obelisk jutting over the city, the place that makes you feel both expensive and expendable. In the lobby, the staff barely register us. Nate’s hand is at my lower back, fingers tucked possessively beneath the hem of my jacket. He’s wearing dark jeans and a crisp white shirt, the same cologne as always. I’m in black: a micro-mini dress with a neckline so low it verges on liability, my skin bare beneath except for the silkiest scrap of a thong. No bra, because I want to see if anyone can tell. Because I want to see if David will notice, or if he’ll pretend not to.

The elevator is silent as a vault. Nate leans in, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “You look dangerous,” he whispers.

I glance at our reflection in the gold-trimmed glass. “Maybe I am.”

Our suite is at the top. The hallway is carpeted in a pattern that would induce seizures if you looked at it too long. Nate raps at the door, three sharp knocks, and before I can even exhale, it opens.

David is there, still business-casual, but tonight he rolled his sleeves higher, and the shirt fit tighter. He trimmed his beard, making the angles of his jaw sharper. “You made it,” he says, and his voice makes the back of my knees warm.

“Did you doubt us?” Nate laughs, the tension between them now easy, practiced. A familiar adversary.

David’s eyes catch on me, and it’s so deliberate I flush. “You look incredible, Lena.”

“Thank you,” I say, and step into the suite. It’s even more beautiful than the last: pale marble floors, modernist furniture, windows on three sides.

They let me choose the seating: a low-slung couch, white leather, facing the windows. Nate sits to my left, a hand on my thigh, fingers already sliding up the hem of my dress. David settles on the right, not quite touching, but close enough I can sense him.

“So,” David says, “I wasn’t sure if you’d want to debrief last time, or just…” He gestures at the room, his smile lopsided. “Dive in.”

I consider. “Maybe a little of both.” My confidence is real, but there’s a tremor under it. This is new ground, even now.

David nods. “Anything on your mind?”

I look to Nate, who is studying my face with open curiosity. “I just keep thinking about how different it felt,” I say. “Once it started, I mean. Like I didn’t know what my body was capable of.”

David’s smile softens. “You were incredible.”

Nate squeezes my thigh, and there’s a note of pride in his voice I’ve never heard before. “You still are.”

For a minute, all three of us are silent, letting the memory shimmer in the air. The city below is an ocean of lights, and I can almost believe we’re the only ones alive up here.

David leans forward, elbows on knees. “Would you be open to something… experimental?” He says it lightly, as if he’s just suggesting a new restaurant. But his eyes say otherwise.

I feel my pulse jump. “Experimental how?”

He produces a small, black object from his pocket: a strip of silk, knotted at the ends. A blindfold. “I thought it might be… interesting. Sometimes it’s easier to let go when you don’t know what’s coming.” He lays the silk across his palm, offering it to me, not pushing, just a possibility.

Nate’s pupils dilate; I see the shift in him instantly. His hand slides higher, almost to the place where my thigh meets the heat of my body. “I love that idea,” he says, and the words vibrate against my skin.

I reach for the blindfold, running it through my fingers. It’s soft as a secret, faintly scented with David’s cologne—bergamot and clean sweat. My heart is pounding. But I’m not afraid.

“Yes,” I say, handing it back. “But you have to put it on me.”

The two men exchange a look, something conspiratorial. Nate stands and moves behind the couch, hands on my shoulders. David turns toward me, knees brushing mine.

I tilt my chin up, exposing my throat. Nate gathers my hair in one hand, baring my neck completely. His fingers are gentle, reverent, as he slips the silk across my eyes and knots it at the base of my skull. The darkness is immediate and total.

I hear the faint click of glasses set on the bar, the creak of leather as David leans closer. Every sound is amplified—the distant hum of HVAC, Nate’s breath at my ear, the thrum of blood in my own veins.

“Comfortable?” David asks, his voice lower, stripped of any pretense.

“Yes,” I say. The word comes out half a moan.

Nate’s hands massage my shoulders, kneading out the tension. “You’re safe, Lee. We’re right here.”

I nod, surrendering. I have never been this vulnerable, and it feels like falling off a building—terrifying, exhilarating, but with the certainty that there’s someone below to catch me.

David touches my knee, sliding his hand until it finds bare skin. He pushes my legs apart, slow but insistent, and the cool air between my thighs makes me shiver. His fingertips brush the edge of my thong. He makes a pleased noise in the back of his throat.

“You wore this for us?” he asks.

I nod, then remember he can’t see my face. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” Nate says, and his approval washes over me in a hot, dizzy wave.

They work in tandem. David’s hands, exploring, charting unfamiliar territory; Nate’s, steady and familiar, anchoring me. David’s fingers tease the hem of my dress, inching it higher, while Nate strokes my neck, his lips grazing the edge of the blindfold. I lose track of whose touch is whose; the lines blur until it’s just sensation, everywhere at once.

Someone—David, I think—draws lazy circles on my inner thigh, moving closer and closer but never quite giving me what I want. The tension is exquisite. Nate whispers encouragement, tells me how beautiful I look, how perfect I am for them.

At some point, I realize I’m grinding against the couch, hips searching for friction. David laughs, not unkindly, and slips a single finger beneath the fabric. He finds me wet, already open, and my entire body locks up at the shock of it.

“Jesus, Lee,” he murmurs, and I don’t know if he means it as a compliment or a prayer.

Nate bites my earlobe hard enough to sting. “You can let go,” he says, and I want nothing more than to obey.

Time stretches. I forget my name, forget where I am. There is only the silk at my eyes, the hands on my body, the wet heat building between my legs. I have never felt so alive, or so desperately, shamelessly hungry.

When they finally guide me to my feet, I’m unsteady, drunk on sensation. Nate steadies me from behind, hands at my waist. David takes my hand and leads me across the cool marble, his thumb stroking my knuckles. I have no idea where we’re going, but I trust them.

They pause, and I hear the rustle of sheets. The bed. Nate pulls me back against his chest, his arms around me like a harness, and whispers, “Are you ready?”

I nod, and David’s hands are on me again, lifting the dress up and over my head, leaving me in nothing but the black thong. He runs his hands over my breasts, palms rough against the peaked nipples, and I arch into the touch.

The next thing I know, I’m on the bed, the sheets cool against my back, hands holding me open for whatever comes next. I am blind and helpless, but I’ve never felt more powerful.

I hear a belt, the slide of a zipper, the low, masculine grunt of anticipation. I taste champagne on my tongue, and something sweeter, wilder, I can’t name.

I am a canvas, and they are painting me with sensation.

And I don’t want this to ever end.

My senses are in freefall.

The sheets are cool, almost slippery against my back, but the rest of me is pure heat. I can’t see—only feel, only hear. Nate’s voice is a low, steady drumbeat at my ear: “You’re safe, you’re perfect, you’re ours.” David’s hands are the wild card, always surprising, sometimes gentle, sometimes ruthless.

I lose track of where one man ends, and the other begins. They trade places around me: one at my neck, teeth grazing, then the next at my breasts, hands rough but reverent. They choreograph it so smoothly that I have no choice but to surrender, to be the plaything tossed back and forth. I reach up once, desperate for purchase, and Nate seizes my wrist, pinning it over my head. “Let us,” he orders, and my body obeys.

David’s mouth is softer than I expect. He kisses from my collarbone to the tip of my nipple, tongue swirling, then biting just enough to make me gasp. Nate mirrors him on the other side, a slow, perfect symmetry. Their hands roam—palming my thighs, tracing the line of my ribs, squeezing the flesh of my hips until I’m sure I’ll bruise.

Then, suddenly, two sets of lips on my neck at once. I’m caught in a vice of sensation, the heat from their mouths making my head spin. Someone—Nate, maybe—runs his fingers along the edge of my thong, not touching, just hinting. It’s enough to make me writhe.

“Please,” I say, the word breaking open in my throat.

“Say it again,” Nate purrs.

“Please.” I barely recognize my voice.

David answers, slipping a hand beneath the fabric and stroking me, light and tentative at first. I arch up, desperate for more, but he only laughs—a soft, knowing sound. “So wet,” he whispers, his breath tickling the inside of my thigh. “You like not knowing?”

I nod, biting my lip. “Yes, fuck, yes.”

He presses two fingers inside, slow and deliberate, and I clench around them, the sensation magnified by the darkness. Nate’s hand clamps tighter on my wrist, holding me down as David works me open, curling his fingers with practiced precision.

I tremble, pleasure racing up my spine in electric pulses. Nate senses it. “Not yet,” he murmurs, and pulls David’s hand away, earning a whimper from me. “You’ll come when we say.”

I moan, helpless, and Nate shushes me with his lips, covering my mouth in a bruising kiss. I taste champagne, sharp and yeasty, and my hunger, which is everywhere, everything.

They roll me over, so I’m facedown, my ass in the air. I feel four hands at once—somewhere in the chaos, David has undressed, skin hot and hard against my own. Nate’s voice is right in my ear, his cock pressed between my cheeks, but he doesn’t enter me. Not yet.

Instead, David’s tongue is on me, licking me through the thong, then finally pulling it aside and feasting like he’s starving. His beard scrapes, rough and perfect, and I can feel myself dripping down his chin. Nate’s hands clutch my shoulders, pinning me, and he bites the nape of my neck as David brings me close, closer, then backs off, letting me hover just at the edge.

It’s torture. It’s heaven.

I feel the world narrow to sensation: the obscene slick sound of David eating me out, Nate’s breath hot on my ear, the relentless squeeze of hands on my body. I am melting, atomizing, vanishing into pure need.

And then, all at once, the world tilts.

Nate pulls me upright, and I kneel between them, shaking. He unties the blindfold with a single, practiced flick. The room is a riot of color and light—city glow, white sheets, bodies flushed with need.

David is kneeling in front of me, chin wet, eyes burning. Nate is behind me, cock hard against my spine.

“Open your eyes,” Nate commands.

I do, and the sight is devastating. David’s lips glisten with my arousal, his mouth parted, tongue darting out to taste more. Nate’s hand slides down, between my thighs, circling my clit as David watches, rapt.

“Let him see you come,” Nate orders, and I do, the orgasm hitting so hard I cry out, collapsing forward into David’s arms.

He holds me strong and steady while Nate kisses the top of my head, the shell of my ear, his voice a balm. “That’s it, Lee. That’s my girl.”

I laugh high and wild, unable to believe this is my life. But it is. It really is.

We sprawl on the bed, tangled and spent, for what feels like hours. The air is thick with sex and sweat and the sweetness of something deeper—something that feels suspiciously like love, even if it’s just for tonight.

David is the first to speak. “I want to try something,” he says, voice gentler than before.

I roll over, sheets clinging to my skin. “What?”

He glances at Nate, then at me. “I want to photograph you. Us. Together.”

My heart flips. For a second, I imagine myself on a billboard—naked, wanton, exposed. But the idea is more thrilling than terrifying.

“Why?” I ask, not to challenge, but because I need to hear it.

David smiles, sheepish. “I’m a photographer. It’s what I do. But this—” He gestures at the bed, at the three of us. “I’ve never wanted to capture anything so badly.”

Nate’s hand finds mine, squeezing tight. “You want to?” he asks, the old Lena echoing in his concern.

I think about it. About the silk blindfold, the way I felt invisible and untouchable and infinite. About how, for the first time in my life, I want to see myself the way they do: not perfect, but desired, raw and real.

“Yes,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

David grins, and for a moment, he looks like a kid on Christmas morning. He hops off the bed and retrieves a small camera from his bag, sleek and black and somehow less intimidating than I expect.

He returns, camera in hand, and the mood shifts: still charged, but now with the anticipation of creation, of being made into art.

He lines us up—me sprawled on my back, Nate at my side, both of us still naked and shining with sweat. David kneels at the foot of the bed, camera poised, and shoots.

The flash is soft, the shutter a low click, but the effect is immediate. I preen, pose, arch my back and toss my hair, all the things I used to do in the mirror as a teenager but never dared to do in front of anyone else.

Nate kisses my shoulder, my cheek, my lips. David directs us, sometimes putting the camera down to join, sometimes stepping back to capture the moment from a new angle. At one point, he asks us to look at each other, not at him, and I realize I’ve never seen Nate so unguarded, so radiant.

The photo session blurs into sex, and back again. Hands and mouths, camera and bodies, over and over. I lose track of time, of how many pictures, of whose hands are where.

At the end, we are a tangle of limbs, the sheets ruined, the camera abandoned on the pillow. I am exhausted, spent, utterly emptied and overflowing at the same time.

Nate is stroking my hair. David is at my feet, head propped on a pillow, smiling like he’s just won the lottery.

“You were amazing,” David says, and I believe him.

I believe both of them.

And for the first time in years, maybe ever, I believe in myself, too.

The camera flash doesn’t pop. It glows—just a warm, red dot and a soft whirr as the shutter opens and closes. It’s oddly comforting, almost soothing, as if we’re not doing something dangerous but something necessary. Something true.

David starts with the obvious: me, naked except for the ruined thong, sprawled on the sheets. I try to look composed, but I can’t help grinning—there’s a wildness in me now that refuses to be tamed. Nate, ever the showman, kisses my shoulder and slips his hands over my breasts, squeezing them together for the lens. David murmurs encouragement: “Beautiful, don’t hide, show me how you want to be seen.”

He has us change positions. Nate sits upright against the headboard, legs spread, and pulls me back into his lap. David circles, camera clicking, documenting the way Nate’s hands grip my thighs, the way his cock pokes up between us, insistent and proud. I lean back, arching my neck, letting my hair spill down Nate’s chest.

“Good, yes, just like that,” David says, snapping photos in a quick burst. I can hear him breathing hard, see the outline of his erection pressing through his boxers. The power of being seen, of being watched and wanted and captured, is almost as heady as the sex itself.

David puts the camera aside for a moment, kneeling on the bed and running his hands over my calves, up to my knees, then parting them. He licks up my inner thigh, slow and torturous, and Nate holds me open for him, fingers digging into my flesh. David’s tongue finds my clit, and the sensation is so intense I nearly buck off Nate’s lap.

The camera returns, and David snaps a photo from below: Nate’s hands, my pussy exposed, the flush in my cheeks. He’s relentless—moving from one angle to the next, documenting the shamelessness, the raw animal want that’s taken over all three of us.

Nate guides my hips, positioning me astride him, then buries his cock inside me with a single, fluid motion. I gasp, and David catches the moment, the way my back arches and my mouth opens in a silent moan. The lens extends his gaze, never intrusive but always present, always hungry.

I ride Nate, slow at first, then faster, David’s encouragement and the mechanical click of the camera pushing me further. He moves closer, capturing the sweat on my skin, the bounce of my breasts, the desperate grip of my hands on Nate’s shoulders. I lose myself in it, the sensation, the sound, the knowledge that I am being made immortal with every shot.

Nate reaches up and pulls my hair, tipping my head back so he can kiss my throat, my jaw, my open mouth. David sets the camera down and crawls behind me, his hands joining Nate’s on my body, both of them guiding me, using me, making me feel more wanted than I ever thought possible.

“Lean forward,” David says, his voice a hoarse command.

I do, and his mouth is on my nipples, sucking them until they ache, while Nate’s cock thrusts up into me from below. The sensations blur together, pain and pleasure and something hotter, darker, more desperate than anything I’ve ever felt.

I come like an animal, thrashing between their bodies, the orgasm ripping through me so hard I cry out. David’s hand covers my mouth, muffling the scream, while Nate holds me down and fucks me through the aftershocks.

The next thing I know, I’m on my back, legs splayed open, Nate still inside me and David between my thighs, licking and sucking and teasing out another climax before the first has even faded. I come again, and again, losing track of time, of space, of where I end and they begin.

The camera is forgotten, lying on the pillow, still recording in silent bursts.

At the end, I’m sandwiched between them, Nate behind me, David in front, both of them kissing me—my mouth, my cheeks, my eyelids, my forehead—as if I’m something sacred.

“You’re amazing,” Nate whispers, and David echoes it, “You’re perfect.”

I believe them. I really do.

We fall asleep that way, tangled and sticky and satisfied, the city lights painting us in a soft, forgiving glow. The camera is still, lens pointed at the ceiling, the memory card full of evidence.

But the actual proof is in my body, my bones, my heart.

I wake in the middle of the night, sandwiched between the two men, and think: This is what it means to be alive. To want and to be wanted, without apology or fear.

And I know without a doubt that I’ll never go back to the old Lena.

Not now.

Never.


Chapter 4

The first time we invite David to our house, it’s on a Tuesday. Not even a special Tuesday—just a weeknight, the city exhaling the last of its rush hour, the sky all bruised blue and gold at the edges. Nate insists on grilling steaks because it’s the most “suburban husband” thing he can think of, and I half expect him to don an apron that says “Kiss the Cook.” He doesn’t, but the look in his eyes when I come downstairs in my favorite ribbed tank and those absurdly short pajama shorts is hungry enough that I nearly laugh.

The dinner is almost normal. David brings a bottle of wine that I pretend to know something about, and we talk work and podcasts and the best place to get sushi in this neighborhood. If the conversation dips toward the unsaid, no one acknowledges it. The unsaid is thick and ambient. We all know why we’re here.

After dinner, we migrate to the living room. The furniture is new, and I’m still not sure the couch actually matches the rug, but Nate sinks into the corner with his bourbon and beckons for me to join. I do, tucking my legs under me. David sits on the other side, closer than before, but not quite touching.

There’s a pause—long enough to feel, not long enough to break anything. Then David turns to me and says, “I’m glad you invited me.” It’s not a platitude; he says it like a confession, eyes steady on mine.

Nate hums, smiling into his glass. “It was her idea.”

I feel the blush creep up my neck. “I wanted to see what it would be like here ,” I say, “here. With… everything.”

David’s gaze softens. “It’s different,” he says, and I realize it is. The room is full of us—photos from trips, our wedding on the mantel, the faintest scent of my laundry soap on the throw blanket. For the first time, I’m not playing someone else’s game. This is my field. My rules.

Nate reaches over and runs a finger up my thigh, slow. “Want to take this upstairs?” he asks, but it isn’t really a question.

I nod. My mouth is dry, my heart a snare drum. I look at David, and he looks back, and for the first time I see him hesitate—not out of nerves, but deference. He waits for me to move.

So I do. I stand, take his hand, and lead both men up the stairs, Nate’s fingers wrapped around my hip bone like he can’t quite believe he gets to touch me.

Our bedroom is lit only by the bedside lamps—low, warm, forgiving. The bed is made, sheets crisp and still faintly lavender from last weekend’s wash. There’s a photo of us on the dresser, laughing and windswept in Oregon, and for a moment I wonder what that version of me would think about this one. The answer is: probably jealous.

I take the center of the bed, kneeling so my knees just press into the duvet. Nate sits to my left, David to my right, and they flank me with identical expressions: intent, a little reverent, a little awed. There is a ceremony to it—like we’re about to summon something.

Nate goes first, because he always does. He tugs my tank up and off, leaving me bare except for the useless scrap of bra I wear to bed. He unclasps it in one practiced motion, then cups my breasts in both hands, thumbs teasing the peaks to stiff points. I shiver, not from cold but from the precision of his touch, the way he knows exactly how much pressure to use.

David watches, his hand hovering just above my thigh. “You’re beautiful,” he says, and the way he says it is not rote or automatic, but full, like he’s letting the word roll around in his mouth before offering it to me.

I reach for him, take his hand, and place it on my leg where Nate’s fingers have already marked a path. He squeezes, tentatively, then bolder when I don’t flinch.

There’s a symmetry to the way they undress me—Nate stripping my shorts with a flick of his wrist, David peeling my panties down so slow it feels like a striptease in reverse. My skin goosebumps everywhere they touch, the hairs on my arms standing at attention.

Nate leans in, mouth on my neck, kissing up to the line of my jaw. “You want this?” he murmurs, and I could laugh at the stupidity of the question, because every cell in my body is screaming yes.

David’s hand glides up my side, gentle, until his fingers graze the outer curve of my breast. He hesitates, waiting for some signal, and I arch into his hand, giving him all the signal he needs. His touch is different than Nate’s—softer, exploratory, like he’s memorizing the texture and weight of me.

They trade off, each finding their rhythm, kissing my neck, my collarbone, my shoulders, sometimes in tandem, sometimes in sequence. The sensation is like an echo chamber—every touch reverberating against the other, magnified by proximity.

When Nate takes my nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, David’s hand tightens on my thigh and I gasp, the shock of it making me buck forward. Nate grins against my skin. “Sensitive tonight,” he teases, and I want to smack him, but I let my head fall back, let them do what they want.

David’s lips find the other breast, but he’s careful, almost reverent, licking and sucking in a way that feels worshipful. The difference between the two—the precision of my husband, the curiosity of my lover—drives me insane. I squirm, caught between them, desperate for more.

Nate slides a hand down my stomach, fingers dipping into the cleft of my thigh, parting me with practiced ease. “You’re already soaked,” he says, and it should be embarrassing, but it isn’t. It’s a badge. A reward.

David’s hand joins his, and for a second I think they’ll fight over who gets to touch me, but they move in tandem, fingers overlapping, mapping my body like a shared territory.

I’m shaking, not from fear, but from the impossibility of sensation. I want to close my eyes, but I keep them open, wanting to see them—Nate, jaw clenched, eyes sharp and hungry; David, so focused it almost looks like pain, his bottom lip caught between his teeth.

They take turns, working me up and down, never letting me settle, always chasing a new crest of pleasure. I arch into their hands, greedy for more, and when Nate finally slides two fingers inside, I nearly sob at the relief.

“Good girl,” he says, and David echoes, “So good, Lena,” and I want to bottle that moment, keep it forever.

I reach out, desperate to touch them, to even the score. My hand finds David’s cock through his jeans—already hard, straining—and I palm him, feel the heat and heft of him. He shudders, hips rocking forward, and I wonder how long he’s been waiting for this.

Nate kisses me, deep and claiming, while David nips at the hollow of my throat. Their hands are everywhere—breasts, hips, ass, between my legs, moving in a rhythm that feels choreographed but isn’t. I lose all sense of whose fingers are whose, whose mouth is at my neck, who’s making me come undone.

When I come, it’s not silent or pretty. I thrash, clutching at their arms, crying out as the pleasure rips through me. The sound is loud in the small room, echoing off the framed photo of our wedding, the memories of the woman I used to be.

I collapse boneless between them, gasping for air.

Nate strokes my hair, gentle now. “You’re amazing,” he whispers, and I want to believe him.

David kisses my shoulder, lingering. “You are.”

I lie there, letting the glow settle, knowing that this is my life, that I chose it, that I want more. I turn to face Nate, then David, and I see the same thing in both their eyes: pride, and hunger, and something like awe.

I’m not sure how long we stay in the afterglow—ten minutes, maybe twenty—but it’s not enough. I can still feel the echo of their hands on my skin, the phantom ache between my legs, and when I roll to my back and look at the two men beside me, my whole body sparks with want. I catch Nate’s eye and he knows, because he always knows.

“Not done yet?” he teases, brushing a sweat-damp strand of hair off my cheek.

“Not even close.” My voice sounds deeper than I remember.

David’s hand is already on my thigh, kneading gently. He glances at Nate, then at me, as if waiting for permission. It’s funny—I thought bringing him here would make things feel exposed, even forbidden, but all it’s done is to magnify the need. The comfort of our sheets, the familiar thump of the headboard against the wall, the knowledge that anyone on the street could look up and see our bedroom light—all of it makes me bolder.

I reach for David, tugging him closer. He’s still half-dressed, shirt open, jeans half-off, and I want him out of them. “You’re wearing too much,” I say.

He grins and strips, revealing skin that’s tanned in summer and already losing its edge, chest sprinkled with a line of hair that I want to trace with my tongue. He kneels at my side, and when he kisses me, I taste salt and wine and something that’s just him.

Nate props himself on an elbow, watching. His cock is already hard again, jutting up from the tangle of sheets like a dare. I meet his gaze, hold it as David’s mouth trails down my chest, kissing the curve of my breast, the line between ribs.

David’s tongue circles my nipple, then sucks it into his mouth, and the shock of sensation makes me arch up. Nate notices, and his hand finds my other breast, kneading gently, pinching just enough to send another jolt straight to my core.

They work in tandem, mouths and hands and fingers, never letting me settle. David moves lower, kissing down my stomach, while Nate claims my mouth, kissing me until I can’t breathe.

David is between my legs now, nudging them apart with both hands. He looks up, eyes full of question, and I nod, too breathless to speak. He dips his head, tongue flat and warm as it parts me, licking up the wetness Nate’s fingers started. His beard scratches, but it only makes everything sharper.

I lose myself in it—the rhythm of his tongue, the occasional flick of his eyes up to watch my reaction, the way he moans when I tangle my fingers in his hair. Nate’s hand is in my hair too, holding me still for his kiss, and I realize that I’m the axis around which the two men revolve, both of them desperate to see how far I can be pushed.

David’s tongue focuses on my clit, slow at first, then relentless, and my hips buck up against his mouth. Nate slides two fingers inside me, curling them just so, and the double assault is overwhelming. I claw at their shoulders, wanting to drag them closer, wanting them both everywhere at once.

I come again, harder this time, and when I do, I cry out. It’s not a word, just a noise, primal and wild. David groans, and Nate bites down on my earlobe, laughing softly into my hair.

But it isn’t enough. I want to give something back. I want to see them unravel the way they’ve unraveled me.

I pull David up, and he follows, mouth shiny and cheeks flushed. I grab him by the shoulders and push him onto his back, straddling his lap. His cock is thick and hot against my thigh, leaking already, and I wrap my hand around it, pumping slowly. He groans and grips my hips, but doesn’t push, just lets me take the lead.

Nate kneels behind me, pressing his chest to my back, his hands on my breasts. He leans in and whispers, “Show him what you want,” and his words make me shiver.

I stroke David with one hand and reach back for Nate with the other, guiding his cock between my ass cheeks. The feeling of both of them—hard and urgent, one in my hand, one at my back—makes my head spin.

Nate kisses my shoulder, then my neck, then bites down just below my ear. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he says, and the rawness in his voice is almost as good as touch.

I keep stroking David, faster now, and he closes his eyes, biting his lower lip. I know he’s close, but I want more. I want to taste him.

I slide off his lap and onto my knees between his legs, hands on his thighs. David props himself up on his elbows, watching me with wide, dark eyes. Nate is at my side, kneeling on the bed, stroking himself.

I look up at both of them. “I want to suck your cock,” I say to David. My voice is low and steady. I want them both to hear.

David’s chest rises and falls fast. He nods, and I take him into my mouth, slow at first, savoring the weight and taste of him. I lick the tip, then swirl my tongue around the head before taking him deeper, letting him fill my mouth. He groans, hips rocking, but he holds himself back, trying not to overwhelm me.

Nate’s hand is on my shoulder, squeezing. “That’s it, Lee,” he says, his voice thick.

I glance up, meeting Nate’s eyes as I bob my head on David’s cock. Nate watches, transfixed, stroking himself faster now. The sight of it—the two of them, so focused on me—makes me wetter than ever.

I keep going, hollowing my cheeks, using my hand to stroke the base as I suck. David’s hands find my hair, guiding but never forcing. I can feel him getting closer, his thighs tensing, his breath coming faster.

“Fuck, Lena,” he says, voice shaking. “I’m gonna—”

I pull back, pumping him with my hand. “I want you to come on my face,” I say, surprising even myself with how much I mean it.

David groans and Nate’s hand tightens on my arm, both of them watching as I stroke David to the brink. When he comes, it’s hot and messy, spurting across my lips, my cheek, even my chin. I hold his gaze the whole time, never breaking eye contact, and I see the exact moment he loses control.

Nate moans behind me, and when David is spent, Nate grabs me by the waist, pulling me up and spinning me so I’m on all fours on the bed. He positions himself behind me, cock poised at my entrance, and leans down to whisper in my ear.

“You’re fucking incredible,” he growls, then slams into me, hard and deep.

The sensation is so intense I nearly collapse. I’m still slick from before, and Nate doesn’t hold back—he fucks me with a wildness I’ve never felt from him, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. I dig my nails into the sheets and push back against him, wanting every inch.

David watches from the edge of the bed, eyes glazed, still catching his breath. I look at him, and he smiles slowly and lazily. “You’re a goddess,” he says, and I almost laugh, but Nate pounds into me harder, stealing the breath from my lungs.

I come again, so hard my vision whites out. Nate follows, shouting my name as he empties himself inside me. For a long moment, we just stay like that, both of us shaking, bodies slick with sweat and cum and something deeper.

Finally, Nate pulls out and collapses next to me. He pulls me into his arms, kissing my hair, my cheeks, the tip of my nose. David joins us, wrapping an arm around my waist.

We lie there, tangled and spent, the evidence of what we’ve done still drying on my skin.

I’m not embarrassed. Not even a little.

I am proud. And so, so ready for whatever comes next.

#

After a while, David excuses himself to the bathroom. Nate and I stay tangled on the bed, sticky and radiant, the taste of sweat and sex still in the air. My cheeks are streaked with David’s cum, drying tight on my skin, and when I lick my lips, I taste salt and something almost sweet. I wonder if Nate will want to wash it off before he touches me, if there’s a line even he won’t cross.

There isn’t.

He rolls me onto my back and pins my wrists above my head, kissing me hard, devouring every inch. I feel his cock, slick and ready, grinding against my thigh, and I open my legs, let him settle between them. He doesn’t hesitate—just pushes in, all the way, with a force that makes me gasp.

He fucks me like he’s afraid I’ll disappear. Rough, deep, almost brutal, his hands grip my hips so tight I’m sure there’ll be marks. I wrap my legs around his waist and match his rhythm, clawing at his shoulders, dragging him closer. I want him to feel what I feel—to know in his bones that I am his.

David reemerges from the bathroom and stands at the edge of the room, watching. He’s dressed again, but his eyes are hungry, pupils blown wide. The sight of him—the voyeur, the witness—sends a shock of electricity through me, and I buck against Nate harder, daring him to lose control.

He does. He comes with a ragged shout, hips slamming into me, breath hot against my ear. I come too, riding the wave, drowning in the sensation of being filled, claimed, ruined for anyone else.

We collapse together, a knot of arms and legs, hearts pounding in sync.

After a minute, Nate rolls to his side, face buried in the curve of my neck. He laughs, hoarse and shaky. “You’re fucking insane,” he says, but the words are pure adoration.

I glance over at David. He’s still standing by the dresser, watching us, and for a second I wonder if he regrets it, if this is where he realizes he’s the outsider. But then he smiles, slowly and warmly, and I know he understands. He bows his head, as if in thanks, then quietly gathers his things and lets himself out.

The silence after he leaves is thick, but not awkward. I turn to Nate, brush a thumb across the red line I left on his shoulder. “Did I hurt you?”

He grins. “Do it again.”

I laugh, and it feels good—unfiltered, alive. We lie there, staring at the ceiling, and I know we should talk, debrief, analyze what the fuck just happened. But for once, I don’t want to. I want to savor it, let the sensation linger.

Eventually, we drag ourselves to the shower. The water is hot, almost scalding, and it stings the fresh marks on my body. Nate washes me with both hands, gentle now, lingering on every bruise and bite, as if memorizing them. I do the same to him, tracing each scratch, each love mark, until I can’t tell where I end and he begins.

He turns me to face him, pressing me against the tile. “Did you like it?” he asks.

The question is redundant, but I answer anyway. “I loved it.”

He kisses me, softer this time. “You looked incredible,” he says. “I’ve never seen you like that.”

“I’ve never felt like that,” I admit, surprised at my honesty. “It was… more than I thought it would be.”

He studies me, eyes searching. “More how?”

I hesitate, then say it: “I want to go further. I want to feel what it’s like. Really… feel it. With someone else.”

He blinks, as if recalibrating. “You mean—”

I nod. “Yeah. I want you to watch. I want you to see me.” My heart hammers as I say it, but it feels right.

He’s silent for a beat, then he smiles. Not just with his mouth, but with his entire face—like a sunrise, sudden and blinding. “Fuck,” he says, and laughs, shaking his head. “You’re going to destroy me.”

“Only if you ask nicely.”

He pins me to the wall with his hips, hard again, and I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him close. “Please,” he says, voice muffled against my skin. “Destroy me.”

We fuck again in the shower, rough and desperate, water pounding down, steam rising in clouds around us. When it’s over, I lean against him, boneless and clean, letting the water wash away the last traces of someone else’s touch.

He holds me tight, and for the first time, I know exactly who I am, and who I want to be.

We dry off, crawl back into bed, and fall asleep in each other’s arms. The city lights bleed through the curtains, and in the darkness, I dream of what comes next.

This is our life now. This is us.

And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.
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