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Chapter One



I was new to everything.

New to California. New to the buzz of Hollywood. New to being an adult, technically—though I didn’t feel like one, not really. I was nineteen, barely holding things together and inching closer to twenty, already wondering if I’d missed my chance. I was scared I was too old to start acting, which felt ridiculous and real at the same time. Like the window had already closed before I even figured out how to reach for it. But I’d made a deal with myself. I’d give it until I turned twenty-one. If nothing happened by then, I’d walk away. Hopefully with at least a commercial under my belt.

I’d auditioned. Over and over. The feedback was always the same kind of vague rejection that sounded personal even when it wasn’t meant to be. I didn’t have the right “look.” Whatever the hell that meant. I was always either too much or not enough. Too thin. Too curvy. Too blonde. Too brunette. My hair was golden brown—sunlit in some lighting, dull in others—but somehow, that was never what they were looking for.

In the meantime, I waited tables. Picked up shifts at bars. Lived off tips and cheap coffee and the occasional casting-call hope. The shine of the city was wearing off fast. The palm trees didn’t look as romantic when you were stuck under them in bumper-to-bumper traffic with sweaty pits and overdue rent. Even the people started to feel fake, like they all got a memo about how to dress, how to act, how to be seen.

California used to live in my head like a dream. I grew up picturing sunshine and movie deals, beach bonfires and perfect smiles. But the version I was living in was colder, even when it was hot. Sure, the beaches were stunning and the storefronts were like something out of a music video, but none of it felt like it belonged to me. Not when I was broke and invisible.

Eventually, everyone started to blur together. Different faces, sure, but the same tight smiles, the same Instagram angles. It all turned to noise. A haze of filtered people chasing filtered dreams.

And then I saw her.

Ivy Anderson.

She was sitting alone in the corner booth of the bar where I was working that night, half in shadow. I don’t know how to describe the way she hit me. It wasn’t instant lust or some cheesy movie moment—it was like a shift. Like my body suddenly remembered how to feel something that wasn’t just stress or disappointment.

Her hair caught the dim light in a way that made it shimmer, deep brown with soft copper undertones. Her eyes were green, bright and sharp, like polished stones. Her skin had this golden warmth to it, like she’d just come back from somewhere expensive. Her makeup was perfect, but not overdone. Her dress looked like it cost more than my rent, and it probably did.

But that wasn’t what made me stare.

It was the way she held herself. One hand under her chin, the other resting casually on the table, fingers curled slightly as if she were waiting for something—or someone. Every movement she made was deliberate, like she was performing in a play only she knew the script for. But it didn’t feel fake. It felt like art.

And then she looked at me.

Just a glance, a barely-there smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. But it did something to me. Something I hadn’t felt before. There was a softness in the way she looked away, like she knew I’d keep watching. Like she wanted me to.

I’d never been hit on by a woman. At least, I didn’t think I had. But there was something unmistakably flirtatious in the way she held my gaze before letting it drift. It wasn’t aggressive. It wasn’t a game. It was more like… permission. Like an invitation I didn’t know how to respond to.

And suddenly I felt a different kind of desperation. Not the kind I’d been drowning in lately—rent due, tips short, auditions going nowhere. This was sharper. Hotter. Needier in a way I didn’t have a name for.

I wanted to walk up to her and ask who she was. I wanted to kiss her. Just to see what it would feel like.

I’d never even thought about kissing a woman before that moment.

I pulled my notepad from my apron pocket and made myself walk over. My heart was in my throat, my hands sweaty even though the bar was comfortably cool. I kept my head down, then looked up, ready to take her order. But all I could focus on was her dress.

Black, satiny, cut low enough in the front to make my breath catch. It dipped all the way down to her navel, a deep plunge that somehow showed very little and everything at the same time. There was just enough cleavage to tease, but the rest of her was covered—bare arms, long legs crossed under the table, not a hint of desperation in her posture.

She didn’t look like someone trying to get noticed.

She looked like someone who always was.

I stood there for a second too long, taking her in. And then my mind betrayed me.

I started wondering what she looked like naked.

Not in a crude way, not at first. It was just a flash. Skin against skin. That same grace, but stripped down. It was a hunger I hadn’t expected, and it curled in my gut in a way that felt dangerous.

And very, very real.

Her jewelry caught the light like it was born to. All diamonds—real ones, I was sure—sparkling under the dim glow of the bar’s overhead bulbs. Nothing gaudy, just a quiet flash of wealth that said she didn’t need to try. She wore it the way some women wear perfume. Effortless. Intimate. Designed to draw you in before you even realized what was happening.

She ordered a Manhattan, her voice smooth and unhurried. But before I could scribble it down, she reached for me. Her hand closed gently around mine.

“Tell me,” she said, her tone curious, but not casual. “Are you here to be an actress?”

There was something in her expression that made me forget how to breathe for a second. Her smile was soft, maybe even warm, but her eyes held something else entirely. A quiet kind of power. Like she’d lived a dozen lives already and hadn’t once been told no without figuring out how to turn it into a yes.

She was sweet, sure—but she was also dangerous. Not in a violent way. In the way someone could change your life without even meaning to. I could tell, without knowing a thing about her, that she always got what she wanted. And if she didn’t, it was only because she hadn’t decided how to take it yet.

I let out a breathy little laugh, but it came out nervous. “Yeah,” I said. “I’m here to act.”

I probably sounded like every other waitress in this city.

“I’m from North Carolina,” I added, as if that explained anything. As if saying it out loud would somehow justify the way I felt so out of place lately. I pictured home for a second—humid summers, winding roads through green hills, porch swings creaking in the evening. It felt a million years away.

She tilted her head slightly, considering me.

“How much should I pay your boss to let you sit with me?” she asked. “To keep me company?”

My eyes went wide. “I, um… I’m not sure.”

“Go fetch him, or her, for me, will you?”

I nodded without thinking, then turned away, hyper-aware of how snug my uniform suddenly felt. The tight black shirt clung to my back and my shorts felt shorter than they had earlier. I didn’t have to look to know she was still watching me. I could feel it, like heat on the back of my neck. Not leering or crude, just… interested. Focused. Like I’d become the center of her attention and didn’t know what to do with that kind of spotlight.

At the bar, I took a breath and forced myself to act normal. I slid the drink order across to Delia and tried to keep my voice steady. “Hey, um, there’s a woman in the corner booth. She wants to know how much it’ll cost for me to sit with her for a bit.”

Delia raised a skeptical brow. “Excuse me?”

“She said she’ll pay,” I added quickly. “Just to talk, I think.”

Delia rolled her eyes until she glanced down at the name on the credit card receipt. Then her expression shifted.

“Oh. For Ivy Anderson?” She gave a low whistle. “Shit. She doesn’t have to pay me anything for you.”

That name meant nothing to me. But the way Delia suddenly softened made my heart start pounding. Whoever Ivy was, she had a reputation. And apparently, it was enough to earn me a pass for the night.

I untied my apron and set it on the bar with hands that felt clumsy all of a sudden. My palms were sweaty. My mouth was dry. I wasn’t sure if I was walking back to her table or stepping off a ledge.

She watched me approach, still poised like she was the only person in the room who knew what came next. I slid into the booth across from her, trying not to fidget as I sat.

“She says no payment is necessary,” I told her.

Ivy smiled, slow and sure. “Then I guess I’ll have to pay you directly,” she said. “For the hours of work you’ll be missing.”

She reached for her purse—a sleek, black designer bag with a gold clasp that caught the light the same way her diamonds did. Her wallet was just as elegant, just as expensive-looking, and she handled it with the same calm precision she did everything else. She slipped out a stack of bills and pushed them across the table toward me with two manicured fingers.

I stared.

Twenty crisp, folded hundreds. Two grand, just sitting there between us like it was nothing.

My mouth fell open a little. I let out another weak laugh, not sure what else to do. “I don’t make this much in a night,” I said, half in awe, half in disbelief.

“A tip, then,” she replied, still smiling. “For putting up with me.”

I hesitated, but my hand closed around the money anyway. The paper was cool, stiff, freshly counted. I slid it off the table and tucked it into my pocket, but my stomach twisted even as I did it.

Nobody gave that kind of money for nothing.

She didn’t feel like someone who made meaningless gestures.

And no matter how calm her smile was, no matter how relaxed her body language looked… I was starting to wonder what she really wanted from me.

“What’s your name?” she asked, her voice low but clear, like she already knew the answer and just wanted to hear me say it.

“Willa,” I said, my fingers nervously fidgeting with the edge of the table. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. They stayed locked on me, steady and unblinking, like she was trying to memorize something important. Or maybe like she already had.

“Like Hepburn,” she said with a small smile, amused by her own observation.

There was something about her calm that didn’t feel natural. Not fake, but practiced. Like she’d learned how to hold still in a way that made everyone else around her move first. She was poised like a woman used to getting what she wanted. Polished, unshakeable. Calculated in that cool, businesswoman kind of way that made you feel small and seen at the same time.

I gave a half-shrug, feeling that old, familiar flicker of self-consciousness. “Nothing like Hepburn,” I said, my voice too quiet to sound casual.

Ivy let out a soft sigh, her gaze sharpening. “You’re having trouble finding roles, then?”

Her question caught me off guard. Not because it was invasive, but because she’d read me so easily. I hadn’t said anything about auditions, or about how discouraged I was, but she’d picked it up like it was obvious.

I nodded slightly. “I’m never the right look.”

She scoffed and leaned back, eyes still on me. “That’s bullshit.”

I blinked. The word came out of her mouth with such casual certainty, but it still surprised me. It was the first sharp edge I’d seen from her all night, and it made my stomach flip in a way I couldn’t quite name.

“Your look is perfect,” she said, like it wasn’t up for debate.

My cheeks burned. I tried to laugh it off, but it came out awkward. “Maybe it’s just the roles I’m going after.”

“It’s because you don’t know anyone in this town, do you?”

Before I could answer, the waiter returned with her Manhattan. She offered him a warm smile, then lifted the glass and took a sip like she hadn’t just diagnosed my whole problem in one sentence.

“I only assume,” she added, setting the glass back down, “since you’re from North Carolina.”

I gave a tight smile, a little embarrassed. “I know networking’s important,” I said. “I do try to meet people, but…”

But I was shy. But I felt out of my depth. But most nights I went home too tired to make small talk with strangers who already had agents.

“Well, it’s lucky for you that you met me tonight,” Ivy said, her smile widening just enough to feel dangerous. “Maybe we can help each other out.”

A chill crept down my spine, even though the bar wasn’t cold. It wasn’t fear exactly. More like a warning. A shift in the air. But not the kind that makes you run. The kind that makes you lean in closer, even when you know better.

I didn’t know what she meant by that, not really. But something in me already wanted to say yes.

“What do you mean?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from shaking.

She took another sip, then rested the glass between her fingers, swirling it slowly. “I’d like you to meet my husband,” she said, watching my reaction carefully. “Hopefully you’ve heard of him. Otherwise, he might be rather disappointed.”

I swallowed. “Wh-who’s your husband?”

“Miles Anderson.”

She said it plainly, like she wasn’t dropping a bomb in the middle of our conversation. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, waiting for the recognition to bloom across my face—and it did. I couldn’t hide it. My breath caught, and I stared at her like I was trying to make sense of what she’d just said.

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Good girl.”

“The Miles Anderson?” I asked, still processing. “He’s only like… the top director right now.”

She nodded like it was obvious. “He’ll likely stay that way for some time. He really is a genius.”

I could hear the admiration in her voice, and not the performative kind. She meant it. She loved him, that much was clear. The way she said his name carried something deep, something personal.

And for reasons I didn’t want to examine too closely, that made my chest ache a little.

I barely knew this woman. I didn’t know her life, her marriage, her story. But already I felt something twist inside me. Not jealousy exactly… not yet. But something close to it.

“When should I meet him?” I asked, the words tumbling out of me faster than I’d planned. “And where?”

I was shaking a little. From nerves, from the rush of adrenaline. The idea of meeting Miles Anderson—of being in the same room as someone that powerful—made my whole body feel light and strange.

Ivy reached across the table and wrapped her fingers around my wrist. Her touch was cool and steady, her grip firm but not harsh. Just enough pressure to let me know she was in control of the moment.

“I was thinking we’d go back to my place,” she said. “Our place.”

She tilted her head, studying me again. “If you’re interested, that is.”

Everything inside me screamed that this wasn’t normal. That I didn’t know her, didn’t know him, didn’t know what I was walking into. I wasn’t impulsive. I wasn’t someone who made snap decisions.

But none of that mattered right now.

Because something about Ivy made me feel safe and reckless at the same time. Like I could follow her anywhere, and somehow, I’d be okay.

I just hoped I wasn’t wrong about that.

“Sure,” I said with a nod. My voice came out softer than I wanted, but it was steady. “Let me just clock out.”

I went back to the bar to let Delia know I was heading out. I told her Ivy had invited me to tour the city with her, which wasn’t exactly a lie, but it wasn’t the full truth either. I don’t know why I didn’t tell her where I was really going. Maybe I didn’t want to admit it out loud. Maybe I didn’t want her talking me out of it.

Or maybe, deep down, I just liked the feeling of secrecy. Of being chosen. Of stepping into something that didn’t belong to anyone else.

It felt like the start of something I wasn’t supposed to have, and already I didn’t want to share it.

I clocked out, grabbed the cash from my tip jar, and tucked it into my purse with shaking hands. When I turned around, Ivy was already standing by the exit, waiting. Her posture was relaxed, her expression unreadable, and for a second I felt like I was walking toward a doorway I wouldn’t be able to come back through.

The second we stepped outside, a sleek white car glided up to the curb like it had been summoned. The driver climbed out without a word, opened the rear door for us, and Ivy slipped inside with the same casual grace she seemed to do everything with. I followed, trying not to fumble as I climbed in beside her. The door closed with a soft, final click, and just like that, we were gone—pulled into the night and toward the hills.

The city lights started to disappear behind us. I glanced out the window, watching the sprawl of Los Angeles blur into shadow. I was too aware of how close we were in the backseat, the quiet between us thick with unspoken tension.

“What’s he like?” I asked finally, my voice quieter than I expected. The question came out small, like a whisper I wasn’t sure I had the right to ask.

Ivy rested her hand gently on my bare knee. Her touch was warm and steady, not flirtatious exactly—but definitely intimate.

“Don’t worry,” she said. Her voice was velvet. “He’s going to love you.”

That should’ve settled my nerves. It didn’t.

The car turned onto a narrow, winding road that climbed higher and higher into the hills. We passed through a tall set of black iron gates that creaked open like a secret being let out, then curved up a long driveway framed by trees. Ivy’s house sat tucked behind them like it didn’t want to be seen by just anyone. Modern and low, but wide—clean lines and glass walls barely visible in the shadows.

It wasn’t flashy. It didn’t need to be.

The closer we got, the more I felt the nerves creeping up my spine. I smoothed my hands down my thighs and reached up to tuck the loose strands of hair behind my ears, trying to tidy myself up a little. It was pointless, but I couldn’t help it. I suddenly wanted to look presentable. Worthy.

The car came to a stop in front of a set of dark double doors. The driver stepped out first and opened Ivy’s door. She climbed out, and I followed, my heels making soft clicks on the slate pathway.

The air was cooler up here. Quiet in a way that felt expensive.

We walked together up to the front entrance, where the driver opened the door without needing to be told. Inside, the house was dim, lit only by the faint amber glow of something deeper within. The cool scent of stone and faint hints of cedar drifted through the entryway. My shoes echoed against the polished marble floor as I stepped inside, following Ivy’s lead. Everything around me felt sharp and cold and incredibly private.

Then I heard it—the low crackle of a fire.

The driver stepped back and pulled the door shut behind us, sealing us in. Ivy turned to him and gave a brief nod. “Thank you. That’ll be all.”

He vanished without a word.

Then she reached for my hand, her fingers closing around mine with calm certainty. “Come,” she said, tugging me gently toward the light.

We walked down a short hallway into a great room that opened up in a quiet, sweeping reveal. The walls were white, bare except for bold pieces of modern art in sharp colors that felt almost aggressive in the low light. The furniture was all clean lines and quiet luxury. But I barely noticed any of it.

All I saw was him.

Sitting alone in front of the fire.

He didn’t turn right away. Just sat there, a heavy tumbler in his hand, the amber drink catching the glow of the flames as they danced across the glass. His gaze was fixed on the fire, distant, as if he was waiting for it to tell him something. He looked like he could’ve stayed there forever.

“I’ve brought you something,” Ivy said softly, but her voice still sliced through the silence like a match strike.

He looked up.

And the fire wasn’t the only thing burning in the room anymore.

His eyes landed on me, and for a moment he didn’t blink. He just took me in, slowly, like he was deciding what kind of story I was about to become. Then he smiled—but it was a tired smile, worn around the edges. Not weak. Just lived in.

God, he was handsome.

I’d seen him in interviews, on panels, behind cameras giving directions with effortless authority. But this was different. In person, in this setting, he felt darker. More intimate. His suit was tailored within an inch of perfection, but his jacket hung off his shoulders slightly, and his loosened tie gave him a disheveled elegance. His hair was swept back, dark and thick, a few pieces falling forward like they refused to behave. His jawline was sharp enough to cut glass. And his body—lean, sculpted, still full of presence even sitting down.

But it was his eyes that got me. Deep, dark, and tired in a way that didn’t feel like sleep deprivation. It felt like he’d seen too much. Felt too much. Like something had been burning inside him for a long time.

A tortured devil, glowing from the inside out.

And his wife had just brought him a new plaything.

Me.

It hadn’t been said outright, but it was clear why Ivy had brought me here. I felt it in the way his eyes moved over me—slow, deliberate, like he was considering not just what I looked like, but what I might be capable of. Or willing to do.

Miles leaned back into the deep modular sofa, one arm draped across the back as he studied me. He didn’t rush. His gaze dragged down, then back up again, pausing just long enough to make my skin warm under the weight of it. It wasn’t predatory, but it wasn’t casual either. He was inspecting. Deciding.

“What’s your name?” he asked eventually, his voice low and steady, eyes flicking briefly to mine before drifting back to the fireplace.

“Willa,” I said. My voice came out smaller than I wanted it to, softer than Ivy’s confident tone or Miles’s cool command. I cleared my throat, but it didn’t help.

“She’s had trouble finding roles,” Ivy said, stepping further into the room and setting her bag down on the arm of a sculptural accent chair. “I told her she had a unique look. That all she needed was to meet the right people.”

I swallowed and dropped my gaze, tugging nervously on my fingers in front of me. It was a habit I thought I’d grown out of. Apparently not.

Miles looked at me again, but still didn’t speak. Instead, he stood, setting his tumbler down on the glass coffee table with a soft clink. The firelight flickered across his face as he walked toward me. My breath caught when he stopped just inches away. Close enough that I had to crane my neck to look up at him.

He was tall. Broader than he looked on camera, his frame filling the space between us until I wasn’t sure how to stand without folding into myself. His presence was magnetic—cool and composed, but intense beneath the surface. I couldn’t stop staring.

He reached for my face. My whole body flinched at the contact, but not out of fear. His touch was gentle, his fingertips brushing a loose strand of hair off my cheek with surprising tenderness. Then his hand slid behind my head. I felt him search for the elastic holding my hair in place, and with one simple tug, it unraveled. My hair spilled down around my shoulders.

He ran his fingers through it slowly, massaging the strands like he was testing the weight, the texture. His gaze swept across my face again, then lower—methodical, quiet, as if committing every detail to memory.

Then, to my surprise, he smiled. Just slightly. “You seem to know why Ivy brought you here,” he said, voice barely above a murmur. “I can see it in the rhythm of your breathing.”

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even know how I was breathing—shallow, maybe, or not at all. I tried to answer, but the words felt stuck.

“I don’t know… exactly,” I managed finally. My voice cracked on the last word.

Miles glanced over at Ivy. She was already watching him. The way they looked at each other was intimate, but practiced, like they’d done this before. When he turned back to me, his expression had shifted into something a little more serious.

“Ivy and I have an arrangement,” he said. “But I need to make something clear before anything begins.”

My knees were trembling. I wasn’t sure if I was even standing upright anymore. “What’s that?” I asked.

He didn’t move, but his voice deepened. “First of all, she’s right. I think your look is striking. You have presence. I’d be happy to see you in a few auditions, to put in a good word. But I would feel that way even if you turned around right now and walked out the front door. Do you understand?”

I didn’t fully. Not yet. But I nodded anyway.

“What I’m going to do with you tonight—” he paused, his jaw tightening as he corrected himself. “What I want to do with you tonight—has nothing to do with your career. It won’t affect how I speak about you to anyone. You’re not being tested. You’re not being graded. You’re free to stay or leave at any moment. I’d like for you to stay. But you’re no hostage. Understand?”

I nodded again, slower this time. “I understand,” I said, though my voice was breathy and uneven.

But I wasn’t sure that I wasn’t already a hostage—to the way the two of them made me feel. To the heat pooling between my legs. To the way my body leaned toward theirs without my permission.

Miles gave me that small smile again. “Good girl,” he said, and something fluttered low in my belly.

“Ivy?”

Ivy stepped toward me. She didn’t touch me yet, but her presence wrapped around me like warm silk. Her expression was calm, her tone matter-of-fact.

“I think you already know what I’m about to say,” she said. “I have a desire. Some women find it strange.”

My breath caught.

“I like to watch my husband with other women.”

I should’ve gasped, or widened my eyes, or said something awkward in response. But all I could do was stand there, too turned on to speak, my body already betraying me. My thighs were damp with arousal. My nipples were tight and tingling beneath my thin top. I wanted this. I didn’t understand why or how it had happened so fast, but I wanted it.

Still, hearing her say it so openly sent a new wave of heat through me.

I nodded, feeling like a shy girl at her first confession. Next to their confidence, I felt younger. Greener.

Ivy reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were warm and sure around mine.

“Just to make sure you fully understand,” she said, her voice low and steady, “I like to watch my husband fuck other women. And that’s why I’ve brought you home with me. I’d like to watch him fuck you.”

The words dropped into my chest like a stone. My body clenched. Ached. My pussy pulsed at the sound of her voice saying something so raw, so blunt, so erotic.

My head felt dizzy from it all, but my heart was already made up. The idea of walking out of that house, of never seeing them again, felt more painful than the risk of staying.

“I understand,” I whispered. My voice didn’t carry far, but they both heard it.

Ivy held my hand tightly.

Miles stepped closer. He reached up again, this time cupping my cheek. His thumb brushed along my skin, warm and soft, then dropped lower. He ran it gently across my bottom lip, tugging slightly, testing how I’d respond.

I didn’t hesitate.

My lips parted. I wrapped them around his thumb and sucked gently. My tongue met his skin, tasting faint traces of scotch and smoke.

His eyes darkened. I could feel the heat of him, the restraint.

“Is this what you want, Willa?” he asked.

I pulled off his thumb with a quiet pop and met his gaze, my pulse thudding wildly in my ears.

“Yes,” I said. “I want this more than anything.”

Ivy smiled, her voice almost affectionate. “Let’s get you ready, then,” she said.

And just like that, I stopped wondering if I was doing the right thing. Because deep down, I already knew.


Chapter Two



I wasn’t sure what she meant when she said it—let’s get you ready—but I didn’t ask. I just let her take my hand and guide me out of the room, leaving Miles behind in the amber glow of the fire.

As we moved down the hallway, her grip stayed firm and warm around mine. The house was hushed, the only sound our heels clicking faintly across polished floors. I didn’t know what I was walking toward, not exactly, but I could feel my body humming with the kind of nervous energy that made every step feel heavier. More charged.

“If at any point you change your mind,” Ivy said, glancing back at me with a softness in her eyes, “let us know. We don’t intend to take advantage of our influence.”

That stopped me for a second. I blinked. “Sure, of course,” I said, nodding quickly, even as a strange wave of disappointment rolled through me.

Because part of me almost wanted them to. Not in a cruel way. But in that hot, secret, aching way I didn’t fully understand. The thought of being told I had no choice, of being used because they could? That made my panties dampen even more. I didn’t want to admit it, but it was true. My thighs were already sticking together.

Ivy led me into a bedroom that looked like something out of a magazine. The space was warm and elegant, not cold and showy. The bed was the centerpiece—tall and dramatic with a dark wood canopy frame and thick maroon bedding that looked plush enough to drown in. Soft golden light glowed from the lamps on either side, making the whole room feel dipped in honey.

She disappeared into a massive walk-in closet without another word, leaving me standing barefoot on the soft rug at the foot of the bed. My heart thudded in my chest, steady but loud. When she returned, she was holding something black and delicate, nearly translucent in the light.

“His favorite color is black,” she said with a knowing smile, holding up the lingerie so it fluttered like a shadow between us. “Could you guess?”

I didn’t answer. I just stared at the fabric and then at her, watching the way her fingers moved as she carried it to the bed and laid it out with care.

Then she turned back to me. Calm, collected. Almost reverent.

She stepped closer and brought her hands to the hem of my shirt, fingers grazing the fabric just above my hips. But she paused there, searching my face.

“Would you like to undress yourself?” she asked, her voice gentler than I expected.

The question made my chest tighten. Not out of fear. Out of something else. Something tender. I felt seen in a way I hadn’t expected. Like she actually cared about how this went. About me.

I shook my head. “No,” I said, my throat dry. “You can do it.”

Ivy smiled again, a little softer this time. Then she raised my shirt and slowly peeled it over my head. I lifted my arms for her, breath catching when I felt the cool air kiss my skin.

She looked at my plain white bra and didn’t say a word. Her eyes traveled lower, to the button on my shorts, and her fingers followed. She undid them carefully, tugged them down, and let them fall to a crumpled heap at my feet. I stepped out of them, leaving my heels on without thinking.

She stepped closer—close enough that our bodies nearly touched—and wrapped her arms around me, her hands moving behind my back. I felt her fingers work at my bra clasp, then the soft release of pressure as it came undone.

“You’re really beautiful, you know,” she murmured, sliding the straps from my shoulders, one at a time. The fabric slipped down my arms and joined the rest of my clothes on the floor.

Her fingers curled again, this time tracing up my sides before brushing softly over my breasts. Her knuckles swept against my nipples, light as air, and the sensation sent a jolt of heat through my core.

I gasped before I could stop myself.

Ivy smiled, eyes full of something warm and admiring. “I can’t wait to see him inside you,” she whispered.

Her hands cupped my breasts gently, thumbs stroking over my nipples, coaxing them into tight, aching peaks. The way she looked at me—composed but openly turned on—was more erotic than anything I’d ever experienced. She was watching me like I was a performance she didn’t want to miss a second of. Like she was memorizing every little reaction.

I moaned quietly, unable to help it, hips shifting slightly toward her touch.

Then her hands moved lower.

She ran her palms down the curve of my sides, then skimmed over the swell of my hips. When her fingers reached the waistband of my panties, she hooked them inside and slowly crouched down, tugging the thin fabric down my thighs. I steadied myself with a hand on her shoulder as she eased them over my heels.

She looked up at me as she helped me step out of them—one leg, then the other—and her eyes were hungry now. Focused. She wasn’t pretending to be polite anymore.

“You shave,” she said, her tone calm but pleased. “He’ll enjoy that.”

Her eyes lingered on my pussy, and her lips parted just slightly. “And you’re already quite wet,” she added. “That’s very good.”

My cheeks flushed. My breath felt shallow. The way she said it—like it was a compliment and a confirmation—made me feel more like something being prepared than someone making a decision.

Like fruit. Ripe, waiting to be tasted.

She placed my panties neatly on the corner of the bed, then brought her hands back to my thighs. Her palms slid up with slow, teasing pressure, and when her thumb finally reached the center of me, I nearly collapsed.

She pressed lightly against my clit. Just enough to make my whole body twitch.

My knees buckled. I reached out for the bedpost behind me to keep from falling.

I let out a moan I couldn’t hold back, and Ivy smiled like she’d been waiting to hear it. Her expression softened for a split second before she spoke.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction.

She withdrew her fingers slowly, letting the cool air hit where her touch had just been. Then she turned and grabbed the lingerie from where she’d laid it carefully across the maroon bedspread. The fabric was delicate and dark, the kind of lace that made your skin look softer, more mysterious, more touchable.

She crouched and held out the panties, helping guide my legs through the openings one at a time. I stepped into them and let her ease them up my thighs. They weren’t a perfect fit—maybe just a little snug at the waistband—but she didn’t seem to mind. Her hands lingered on my hips a moment longer than they needed to.

Next came the bra. She slipped the straps over my arms and adjusted the cups until they held me in place. Her fingers worked behind me to fasten the clasp, pulling the lace taut across my chest. The fabric was slightly itchy, but the way she looked at me made me forget the discomfort.

Then she reached for the garter belt, holding it up like she was offering me a crown. She fastened it carefully around my waist, smoothing it into place, and retrieved a pair of black stockings from the bed. One by one, she rolled them up my legs with slow, precise hands, attaching them to the garter clips with the ease of someone who’d done this many times before.

I looked down at myself, surprised by the transformation. I didn’t look like a girl auditioning for bit parts anymore. I looked like someone about to be devoured.

“Won’t he just unfasten these anyway?” I asked, my voice dipping low as I gestured toward the garters. It felt absurd to be dressing up like this only to be stripped back down.

Ivy smirked without answering right away. Then, still crouched in front of me, she slid her fingers back between my thighs. She hooked the fabric of my panties to the side and slipped two fingers inside me again, slow and deep.

I gasped, the question forgotten.

Her smile widened. “There’s other ways for him to access you.”

I trembled under her touch. My knees buckled slightly, but her free hand came to my hip to steady me.

“Is this… for you?” I asked breathlessly, barely able to get the words out. “The outfit, I mean. Or is it for him?”

She looked up at me from where she knelt, eyes sparkling with amusement. “It’s for me,” she said, her tone almost flippant, but still undeniably turned on. “If it were up to him, you’d already be stark naked. I like watching a man lose his patience. I like seeing the moment when he can’t wait any longer, when he needs to fuck a woman before he’s even managed to undress her.”

Her words sent a shiver through me. I couldn’t explain it, but the way she said fuck a woman—not make love, not sleep with, not take to bed—fuck—made my skin tingle. My pussy throbbed around her fingers, still nestled inside me. I felt stretched and open and flushed with heat.

I couldn’t help it. I started to worry that I wasn’t going to last. That the pressure had built too high already. I’d barely been touched and I was aching for release. There was so much buildup, so much tension, that I felt like one more right word or well-placed touch might make me fall apart.

“Where will you be?” I asked her, my voice quiet, almost uncertain. I wanted to know where she’d go. I wanted to know if I’d feel her watching.

She stood slowly, wiping her fingers against her thigh, then turned her head to glance toward the edge of the room.

“There,” she said, nodding toward a shadowy corner just beyond the reach of the lamplight. “Hidden enough that you won’t even notice me.”

But she was wrong.

I knew I’d feel her presence no matter how dark that corner was. The idea of her watching didn’t embarrass me. It made everything feel more electric. More real.

She left the room without another word, leaving me standing at the foot of the bed, trembling and barely able to breathe. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears. I could still feel the slickness between my thighs.

Moments later, she returned. She didn’t speak this time. She simply moved into the darkness, blending into the corner like a shadow. Only the glint of her green eyes betrayed her presence.

And then Miles stepped into the room.

He filled the doorway with his presence, jacket already gone. He paused when he saw me, and for a moment, it looked like he forgot to breathe.

“Come to this side of the bed,” he said, his voice calm but commanding as he motioned to the side closest to him.

I didn’t hesitate. I walked slowly around the bed, the feel of the garters tugging at my thighs with each step. My heels clicked against the hardwood floor, echoing softly in the quiet room.

I stopped in front of him and stood still, waiting.

“Sit down,” he said.

I obeyed, my body lowering onto the edge of the mattress. The cool fabric of the bedspread brushed the backs of my thighs.

He stepped closer. Then closer still, until he was barely a foot away. His fingers went to the buttons of his white dress shirt, and he undid them one by one, methodically, his gaze never leaving mine. When he pulled the shirt from his shoulders and let it fall to the floor, I forgot how to breathe.

His chest was lean and strong, his skin smooth and lightly tanned. His abs were subtle, but defined—like he didn’t sculpt them for show, but for control.

My entire body tightened at the sight of him.

He brought his hands to his belt and began to unfasten it, tugging the leather through the loops.

I stared, transfixed.

Then, from the darkness behind me, Ivy’s voice rang out. Calm. Clear.

“Do it for him,” she said.

I glanced toward the corner where Ivy sat, but the shadows swallowed her completely. I couldn’t make out more than the faint glint of her eyes in the dark. Still, I felt her there. Watching. Breathing. Waiting.

Miles let his hands fall to his sides, giving me the space to move. My fingers found his waistband, and I hesitated for just a second, suddenly hyper-aware of what I was doing. Then I unfastened the button and slowly pulled down his pants, easing them over the curve of his hips.

He wore black briefs—soft, high-end, the kind that looked impossibly smooth under the light. The fabric clung to him just enough to show the shape beneath. My breath caught in my throat when I saw the thick outline of his cock. I hadn’t expected anything less, but it still made my pulse skip.

My fingers moved to the waistband without thinking. I hooked them inside and pulled the fabric down, revealing him inch by inch. My mouth parted involuntarily when I saw him fully. He was just as big as I’d imagined. Maybe even bigger. Long, thick, heavy, and already hard.

Miles reached for me, his fingers curling gently under my chin. He tilted my face up until our eyes met.

“Are you sure you still want this?” he asked. His voice was calm, but there was something deeper beneath it. Something almost reverent.

I nodded. “I’ve never wanted anything more,” I whispered.

He held my gaze for one long moment. Then he gripped the base of his cock and guided it toward my mouth.

His other hand cupped the back of my head, not forcing, just guiding. I opened for him, lips parting, cheeks hollowing as I took him in. The heat of him was immediate, the scent of clean skin and masculine musk curling around my senses. I sucked him slowly, adjusting to the feel of him on my tongue, the weight of him filling my mouth.

My heart pounded. The realization that I was actually doing this—here, with him—sent a rush of electricity through my body.

He moved one hand to the back of my head, applying just enough pressure to deepen the motion, and began to rock his hips. Not hard. Not fast. Just enough to push further into my mouth, to make me feel the stretch of him against my lips.

From the shadows, I could hear Ivy’s breathing—a soft, steady rhythm that made my core clench. Knowing she was watching. Listening. It made everything hotter. Sharper.

After a moment, Miles pulled back, easing himself from my mouth with a groan low in his throat. He took a step back, then leaned forward and gently urged me onto the bed.

The mattress gave under my weight as he moved me, one arm hooked beneath my back as he shifted my body into the center. His strength was effortless but careful. He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my legs, eyes raking over me like I was something to be unwrapped.

His jaw was clenched tight as he looked down at me.

He reached for my bra, sliding the cups down beneath my breasts. My nipples stood firm in the open air, tight and flushed from arousal. He leaned down, lips brushing my skin before pulling one nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently at first, then with more intention, circling his tongue around the bud until I gasped and arched toward him.

I wrapped my legs around his waist instinctively, holding him there, anchoring myself to the heat of his body. My hands threaded into his hair, fingers tightening as he moved to my other nipple and pulled it between his lips with a low moan of his own.

Then he paused, catching his breath, his chest rising and falling as he pulled back just enough to look at me. His face hovered close, nose brushing mine. Forehead against my forehead. The intimacy of it stole what little breath I had left.

“Is it okay if I kiss you?” he asked softly.

Something about him asking—really asking—made my stomach flutter. I nodded. “It’s more than okay.”

His lips found mine, warm and firm. He kissed me deeply, fully, alternating between slow and urgent, pulling me into a rhythm I couldn’t help but match. His tongue swept into my mouth, and mine met his with a hunger that surprised even me. It felt like he was tasting me from the inside out.

While we kissed, his hand slid between my thighs again. His fingers found the edge of my panties and tugged them aside with practiced ease. I felt the slick fabric stretch across my hip as his fingertips brushed against the center of me.

Then he pulled back from the kiss, just enough to rest his forehead against mine again.

The thick head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

I froze, staring up at him, breath caught. He was massive. I’d felt it in my mouth, but feeling it down there, knowing he was about to push inside me—everything felt too tight. Too full. I wanted it. Needed it. But I was still scared.

“This might hurt a little,” he warned, his voice low, tight with restraint.

I nodded, already bracing for it. “I know,” I said. “I want it to.”

He pushed forward slowly, the pressure mounting as his cock breached me. My walls stretched to take him in, and the pain bloomed almost instantly—sharp at first, then deeper. It was more than I’d expected, but I didn’t want him to stop. I moaned loud, my voice echoing off the walls of the room.

From the corner, Ivy gasped. Her breath hitched audibly. Then a quiet, needy moan slipped from her lips.

Miles paused, buried halfway inside me. His forehead stayed pressed to mine. I clung to him, hands wrapped around the back of his neck, nails dragging slightly through his hair.

The pressure built higher. His cock inched deeper, the stretch reaching higher inside me. I whimpered through clenched teeth, my body torn between resistance and hunger.

He kissed me again, hard and slow, and with that kiss, he pushed the rest of the way in.

I cried out into his mouth, the sound torn from my throat. My whole body trembled beneath him.

I felt him smile against my lips, his satisfaction barely restrained.

Then his mouth moved lower again, down my throat, to my chest. He took my nipple between his teeth this time, biting lightly—enough to distract me from the aching fullness. His hands gripped my hips, steadying me. Holding me in place.

He didn’t move yet. He just held himself deep inside me, letting me feel every inch of him. His teeth and fingers roamed my skin, exploring me as I moaned beneath him.

Then my hips started to move. Slowly at first, tentative. Then with more purpose. I began to rock against him, chasing relief, desperate for release.

Once I found a rhythm—my hips rising to meet him, my breath catching on every thrust—Miles pulled back. Slowly. Deliberately. His cock slid almost all the way out, and for one suspended second, I thought he might stop.

Then he slammed back into me, harder. Faster.

I cried out, my voice raw and open, echoing into the room. Each thrust drove deeper than the last, the wet slap of our bodies filling the space like a second heartbeat. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. I could only react.

I heard it then—faint, but unmistakable—the slick sound of Ivy’s fingers working between her legs. She wasn’t silent anymore. Her breaths were quick and uneven, a steady rhythm of soft moans drifting through the dark.

I pictured her in the corner, dress hiked up around her waist, one hand buried between her thighs, her panties tugged aside like mine. I imagined the gleam of her inner thighs in the low light, the way she would be watching us, eyes sharp, mouth open, lost in the sight of her husband taking me.

The image made me clench around Miles’s cock, and he growled above me.

Then, without warning, he pulled out completely.

Before I could whimper in protest, he grabbed my hips and flipped me over onto my belly. The movement was quick, practiced, but never careless. I barely had time to adjust before he mounted me from behind, thrusting back inside in one long, unrelenting stroke. The sudden change in angle pulled a gasp from my lips as he filled me again, the pressure new and somehow even more intense.

I fisted the sheets, my forehead pressed into the mattress as he began to move—hard and fast, his hips smacking into my ass with brutal precision. But then his arm slid around my waist, and his fingers traveled down, slow and deliberate, until they found my clit.

He started to play.

The moment his fingers brushed that swollen, aching bud, my entire body lit up. I jolted under him, gasping, moaning, pushing back against his cock as the pleasure built higher, climbing fast and dangerous. His rhythm never faltered. He fucked me like he meant to own me—like I’d been made for this exact moment.

Every time he slammed into me, a fresh wave of heat rolled through my core. His grunts grew louder, more primal. I opened my eyes and looked toward the corner again.

This time I saw her clearly.

Ivy had pulled her chair closer to the bed. Her legs were spread wide, her feet braced on the edge of the cushion. One hand was working furiously inside her panties, her fingers soaked with her own arousal. The other had slipped inside the deep V of her dress, cupping her breast, teasing her nipple beneath the fabric.

Her green eyes locked on mine. She didn’t blink. She didn’t flinch. She watched every thrust, every breath, every moan like it was her personal symphony.

Miles reached up and wrapped his hand around my hair. He pulled gently but firmly, guiding my head back so my chest lifted and my breasts were fully on display—for her.

He tugged harder, and I cried out, not from pain but from the raw intensity of it. His cock drove deeper with each motion, and his fingers on my clit never stopped.

It felt like everything in my body was being pushed toward a single, trembling point.

As if his cock and his fingers were connected in some impossible, electric circuit, the orgasm began to build between them. It started in my gut—a deep, dragging pressure—then bloomed outward, crashing through me like a wave I couldn’t escape. I sobbed his name as it took me, my muscles clamping down around him.

The pleasure was sharp. Blinding.

And just as I came, I felt him follow.

Miles groaned, loud and guttural, and I felt the first hot pulse of his release shoot deep inside me. He didn’t slow down. He kept moving as his cock twitched and emptied inside me, every spasm making me tremble all over again.

And from the corner, Ivy cried out. Her moans broke through the air in jagged, uneven gasps, her body writhing in the chair as she came with us—watching, trembling, undone.

Miles slowly lowered me onto the bed, easing out of me with care. His hands were gentle again, almost reverent. I lay there dazed, my limbs heavy, my skin tingling with overstimulation. I could feel his cum slipping out of me in a slow, warm trickle.

Ivy stepped out of the shadows like she’d just walked off a stage, graceful and poised. She clapped her hands softly, the sound delicate and amused.

I blinked, still catching my breath.

I pushed myself up, sitting on the edge of the bed. I was suddenly aware of how bare I was, how exposed—sitting between them with cum dripping down my thighs. I felt both powerful and incredibly raw.

“Now,” Ivy said, voice casual but pointed, “how did you like her?”

Miles exhaled, still trying to slow his breathing. “She was divine,” he said, turning his eyes back to me. “But there’s still so much more I’d like to do to her.”

Heat spread across my chest and up into my cheeks. His words didn’t make me feel used. They made me feel wanted—desired in a way that went beyond this one night.

Ivy stepped closer, her eyes still lit with hunger. “Would you like that, Willa?” she asked. “Or was this enough for you?”

I didn’t hesitate. “I’m not done,” I said, the confidence catching even me off guard.

Ivy’s smile was slow and approving. “In that case,” she said, brushing her fingers along my jaw, “cancel your living arrangements. I’d like you to stay with us for a while.”

I blinked. “You want me to live here?”

Miles chimed in before she could answer. “You’ll need to,” he said, reaching for his shirt on the floor. “So we can access you whenever we want. Day or night.”

My chest tightened, and my stomach gave a flutter that felt like the edge of something dangerous. The thought of them—both of them—having access to me at all hours wasn’t scary. It was thrilling. Like being kept. Owned. Desired.

And I didn’t hate it.

Without another word, I crawled across the bed, reaching for where my shorts had been discarded. I found my phone in the pocket, opened my messages, and tapped out a quick note to my roommate.

I’m not coming back. Don’t wait up.

I didn’t dare say why.
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