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Chapter 1

I wake up to the smell of Nate—salt, heat, the memory of his sweat from where I buried my face against his neck sometime after midnight. The sheets are still twisted around my legs, the ache between my thighs a slow, throbbing echo of what we did last night. There’s a mark on my hip where his mouth found purchase and refused to let go; I trace it with my finger, a lazy smile threatening to break as the memory clicks in, bright and filthy.

Next to me, Nate’s still asleep, lips parted, with the faintest line of drool on the pillowcase. I let myself watch him for a long minute, counting freckles on his bare shoulder, listening to his steady breathing as the morning light filters through the curtains and paints his skin a soft gold.

He’s going to freak when he wakes up and remembers what he said. What I did. The way I came apart, clawing at his hair and grinding down, telling him I wanted it, yes, that, right there, please—because he asked for it. He whispered it in my ear, not like a command but like a prayer: “I want you to think of someone else.” And then, when my face flushed and I tried to laugh it off, he doubled down. He told me—words heavy and slow, almost reverent—that he wanted to see me with another man. Not just see, but arrange it, guide it, hold my hand as I crossed the line.

Now, in the washed-out daylight, the idea feels less dangerous than it did at midnight. Or maybe it’s more dangerous, because I can’t pretend it was just a fantasy tossed off in the dark. I stretch—arms overhead, stomach arching—and every muscle lights up with the soreness of what we did, a full-body confirmation. My phone buzzes on the nightstand, its little angry hum at odds with the stillness of the bedroom.

I squint at the screen. The name glows out at me, bold and plain: Mike Johnson.

Oh, fuck.

For a split second I think about ignoring it, dropping the phone back to the table, but curiosity gets the better of me. I swipe it open, heart beating stupid-fast in my chest.

Hey trouble. You owe me another drink after that party. Or maybe something better. Still thinking about your hands.

A flush creeps up my neck, burning hot. I can see the message twice: first, as a black text on a cold, sterile screen, and then again as an echo of what I actually remember—Mike, standing way too close on the balcony, his voice low, his hand sliding onto my waist, the taste of whiskey and smoke when he leaned in and kissed me. Hard. Not a test-the-waters kind of kiss, but the real thing, the kind that left no room for guessing.

It’s impossible that Nate didn’t see. He was right there. He acted like it was nothing, eyes darting away, but when we got home, he fucked me like a man possessed, and for once I didn’t hold back. I let myself think about Mike’s hands, Mike’s mouth, and I told Nate every filthy detail he wanted to hear.

Now Mike is texting me, and it’s not a mistake. He’s as direct as Nate is indirect, not bothering with small talk or even a pretense of apology. I read the message again, and then again, rolling it over in my mind until the words vibrated with possibility.

Behind me, Nate makes a noise, a low groan as he rolls onto his side and wraps an arm around my waist. I feel the scrape of his stubble against my shoulder. “What time is it?” he mumbles.

“Early,” I say, my voice too bright. “Eight-thirty.”

His fingers trace a circle around my navel, then dip lower, teasing at the edge of the sheet. “You’re awake.”

“I’m awake,” I say, and then—because I can’t help myself—“I have something to show you.”

Nate props himself up on an elbow, hair sticking out in every direction, blue eyes sharp and clear in a way that makes me feel instantly naked. “Yeah?” he says, and there’s a hint of the old bravado, the man who can close deals and negotiate a room with just a smile. But underneath, I can hear the nerves. The curiosity.

I hand him the phone, screen tilted toward him so he can read the message in all its direct, blunt glory.

He reads it once, then again, eyebrows climbing higher with each pass. A slow grin spreads, cutting across his face like a sunrise. He glances at me, then at the phone, then back at me. “He doesn’t fuck around, does he?”

“Nope.” I try for casual, but my voice breaks halfway through the word. “Apparently, he’s still thinking about my hands.”

Nate’s eyes darken a little, pupils swallowing up the blue. He slides his hand under the sheet, palm flat against my inner thigh, and squeezes—not gentle, not rough, but possessive. “Are you thinking about his?”

I want to lie to play it safe, but that’s not our game anymore. I meet his gaze head-on. “Yeah. A little.”

He nods, lips pursed. I can tell he likes the answer, even if he doesn’t say it out loud. He sets the phone back on the table, then leans over and kisses me, slow and deliberate, like he’s reclaiming territory. When he pulls back, his hand stays put, thumb stroking little circles into my skin.

“What would you do if I said yes?” he asks. “If I said I wanted you to go out with him.”

The question should scare me, but I feel a surge of something reckless—an urge to leap without looking. “I think I’d say yes, too,” I admit, voice barely above a whisper.

Nate’s hand slides higher, tracing the line of my hipbone, his fingers inching toward the place that’s still tender from last night. “You’d fuck him?”

The word hits me like a slap and a caress at the same time. I picture it: Mike, taller and broader than Nate, his confidence a shield that deflects any awkwardness. The way his hands felt on my waist. I can feel myself getting wet just thinking about it, and I know Nate can feel it, too.

“Yeah,” I say, shivering. “If you wanted me to.”

He closes his eyes for a second, as if savoring the thought. When he opens them again, he’s all business—eyes locked on mine, jaw set, voice steady. “I want you to. But only if you promise to tell me everything.”

“Everything?”

He smiles, wolfish. “Everything.”

My body is buzzing, a live wire from head to toe. I roll over onto my back, pulling the sheets with me, and Nate follows, pressing his body against mine. I can feel him getting hard, the evidence insistent against my thigh.

“Should I text him back?” I ask, letting my hand wander down his abs, fingers tracing the familiar path to his cock.

Nate growls, low in his throat. “Only if you tell him exactly what you want.”

I pick up the phone again, thumbs hovering over the keyboard. Nate’s cock’s outline is visible under the sheet, muscles tense with my movements. I type out a reply:

How about something better than a drink? I can meet you this week. You pick the time and place.

I showed it to Nate before I sent it. He reads it, nods, then lifts my chin and kisses me again, rougher this time. When he lets go, he’s breathing hard. “Send it,” he says.

I do.

For a moment, the room is silent except for our breathing. Nate’s hand is between my legs now, two fingers sliding in, the other hand tangled in my hair. He moves with purpose, eyes never leaving my face.

“Tell me what he did to you,” Nate says. “At the party.”

I hesitate just for a second. “He kissed me. He put his hand on my ass. He told me I was beautiful.”

“And you liked it?”

I nod, unable to speak.

He slides his fingers deeper, and I moan. “Would you let him fuck you?” he whispers.

The thought alone is enough to make me shudder. I grip his wrist, holding him inside me, hips grinding up to meet every thrust. “Only if you’re there,” I manage.

He smiles, triumphant. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

We come together hard; the buildup too much to last. When it’s over, Nate rolls off, gasping for air, and I curl up next to him, burying my face in his chest.

The phone buzzes again, Mike’s name lighting up the screen. I don’t need to look—I already know what he’s going to say. But I do anyway, reading the message out loud:

Tomorrow night. Nine o’clock. My place. Wear something you can’t wait to take off.

Nate laughs, a real, belly-deep sound. He grabs my chin, pulls me in for another kiss, and this time it’s different—less about possession, more about promise.

“You scared?” he asks.

I think about it. I’m not sure what word fits. My pulse is in my ears; my whole body lit up from the inside. “Yeah,” I say. “But I’m excited, too.”

He runs a thumb across my cheekbone, gentle now. “Good,” he says. “Because I want you to enjoy every second.”

I close my eyes, letting the fear and the anticipation settle into something molten and steady. Nate’s hand is still on my thigh, grounding me. I hold his hand there, not ready to let go.

Tomorrow night. Nine o’clock. My place.

I wonder if I’ll recognize myself in the morning.

#

It’s amazing what a few hours and a minor existential crisis can do for your wardrobe. By the time Nate and I step into the bar, I’ve torn through my closet twice and landed on a dress that’s maybe a half-step below indecent. Black, snug, the stretchy that clings in all the places I usually try to downplay. Nate watched me get ready with an expression halfway between disbelief and adoration, like he couldn’t decide whether to ask me to change or beg me to stay exactly like this forever. I settled it by sitting on his lap and making out with him until he stopped thinking at all.

The bar is all glass and dark wood; with the banquettes upholstered in old money. Nate leads the way, hand resting on my lower back. The hostess barely glances at us before guiding us to a private booth in the far corner—a horseshoe of black leather and low lighting, more confession booth than cocktail lounge. The place is quiet, maybe a dozen people total, most of them paired up and hunched over their drinks in private conspiracies.

Mike is already at the bar, one elbow draped across the counter, glass of something cradled in his hand. He’s taller than I remember—probably just the boots—and the fit of his shirt is deliberate, sleeves rolled to the elbow to show off forearms covered in ink. He looks up as we walk in, eyes locking onto me with a predator’s focus. I feel it, a jolt that skips my stomach and settles between my legs.

Nate raises a hand in greeting, but Mike is already moving, a straight line through the maze of tables. He doesn’t wait for a formal hello, just slides into the booth beside me, hip to hip. For a split second, I think he’s going to kiss me right there, but he stops, close enough that I can see the stubble along his jaw, the way his mouth quirks up on one side.

“Hey,” he says, voice lower than necessary.

“Hey,” I say back, suddenly aware of the dampness at the backs of my knees.

Nate settles in across from us, acting chill, but his eyes are on me, searching. I know he’s memorizing the way I react, filing it away for later. The waitress appears, and Nate orders beverages for us. There’s a weird intimacy in the way he already knows what Mike likes, even though this is only the second time they’ve met. Mike rests his hand on the booth between us, fingers splayed, not quite touching my thigh.

“So,” Mike says, “is this the part where we pretend we’re all just friends catching up?” His eyes flick to Nate, then back to me.

Nate grins, shrugging. “We could, but I think it’d be a waste of everyone’s time.”

Mike leans in, his shoulder pressing against mine. “I agree.”

We talk at first about safe things—mutual friends, a gallery opening Mike shot last week, some vacation Nate wants to take. Mike’s stories are sharp and funny, but there’s an undercurrent that never fades: the way his gaze slides down the neckline of my dress, the way his thigh inches closer with every minute. He’s not playing hard to get. He’s playing to win.

It doesn’t take long for the conversation to shift.

“So,” Mike says, swirling the ice in his glass, “are we still on for tomorrow night? Or is this your way of telling me you changed your mind?”

I glance at Nate, whose hand is now firmly on my thigh, hidden by the tablecloth. He squeezes, a silent prompt.

“We’re on,” I say, and hear my voice tremble a little. “If you are.”

Mike smiles, the smile that could get a girl into a lot of trouble. “Good. I was hoping you’d say that.”

Mike leans forward, dropping his voice until only we can hear. “I’m going to be honest with you,” he says. “I want to fuck you so badly it’s all I’ve thought about for the last twenty-four hours. I want to bend you over the edge of my bed and make you scream.” His gaze flicks to Nate. “And I want you to watch, if that’s what you want.”

The words hit me like a shot, heat flooding my face and neck. I can feel my nipples pebble through the thin fabric of my dress, my breath hitching audibly. Nate’s grip tightens on my thigh, hard enough to leave marks.

For a second, no one speaks.

Then Nate leans back, letting out a slow breath. “I want that, too,” he says, his voice steady. “But only if Lena does.”

Mike turns to me, eyes narrowing. “Do you?”

I nod. I don’t trust myself to say anything more. The air between us is thick enough to cut.

Mike reaches under the table, hand sliding up the inside of my thigh, just far enough to graze the hem of my dress. He stops there, fingers resting, making no move to go further. It’s a test, and I pass by spreading my legs the smallest amount. His hand moves a fraction higher.

“Here’s the thing,” he says, voice casual, “I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings. If you change your mind, you tell me, and we stop. No questions asked.”

Nate and I nod in unison.

Mike’s eyes are on me again, unblinking. “You look amazing, by the way.”

The compliment is so direct it short-circuits my brain. “Thank you,” I say, my voice embarrassingly small.

He smiles, then shifts his attention to Nate. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

Nate grins. “I’m more than okay. You should see the things she lets me do when she’s thinking about you.”

Mike laughs, deep and genuine. “Now I’m jealous.”

“Maybe you should be,” Nate says, with a spark of mischief in his voice.

Mike’s hand never leaves my thigh, but he doesn’t push further. Not yet. Instead, he launches into a story about the first time he shot nudes for a client, how awkward it was at first, how the woman wouldn’t take her bra off unless he stripped to his boxers. “So there I am, wearing nothing but boxers, camera in hand, and she’s looking at me like I’m the one on display. It broke the tension, though. Sometimes you just have to put yourself out there.”

He says it like a joke, but there’s a point under the humor.

“Is that your strategy tonight?” I ask.

He grins. “Maybe I’ll take my pants off first, just to make you feel comfortable.”

“Very selfless,” Nate says, rolling his eyes.

“So,” Mike says, lowering his voice again, “what are the ground rules?”

I glance at Nate, but he motions for me to speak.

“No cameras,” I say, surprising myself with how fast it comes out.

Mike grins. “That’s fair. What else?”

“I want Nate there the whole time,” I say. “He doesn’t leave. And if either of us wants to stop, we stop.”

Mike’s expression turns serious. “That works for me.”

Nate takes my hand, lacing his fingers with mine. “We’ll set a safe word,” he says, squeezing my hand. “Lighthouse. You say it, we stop, no matter what.”

“Lighthouse?” Mike raises an eyebrow.

Nate shrugs. “We like to travel. It’s a thing.”

Mike laughs, easy, and genuinely, then sobers. “Okay. Lighthouse. Got it.”

A silence settles over the table, heavy with possibility. Mike squeezes my thigh, and this time his fingers edge higher, just under the fabric of my dress. He stops before anything scandalous, but the promise is clear.

“Tomorrow night?” he says.

I nod.

He lets go, stands, and buttons his jacket. “I’ll text you the address,” he says. Then, to Nate: “You take care of her, yeah?”

“Always,” Nate says, voice rough.

Mike leans in, close enough to brush his lips against my ear. “I can’t wait to taste you,” he whispers. Then he’s gone, a ghost slipping through the bar.

I sit back, breathing hard. Nate watches me for a second, then laughs, shaking his head in disbelief.

“You are fucking incredible,” he says, eyes shining.

I smile, dizzy and terrified and so turned on I can barely sit still. “What if I’m not enough?” I whisper.

Nate leans across the table, grabs my face in his hands, and kisses me—hard, the kind that leaves no room for doubt.

“You’re more than enough,” he says. “You’re everything.”

Tomorrow night. I try to imagine it—Mike’s hands, Nate’s eyes, my body caught in the crossfire. For the first time in years, I feel alive in a way that’s terrifying and beautiful.

When we step outside, Nate presses me against the cold brick of the building, his mouth devouring mine, his hand already sliding under the hem of my dress. I let him take what he wants. Because tomorrow night, I’ll give even more.

And I can’t fucking wait.

We don’t even make it to the elevator before Nate’s hands are on me. He drags me into the glass vestibule and pins me to the wall, tongue in my mouth, body pressing so hard into mine I can feel the bite of his belt buckle through my dress. We barely break contact long enough to fumble with the building fob, and by the time we reach our floor I’m lightheaded and smeared with his spit, my dress rucked up to the top of my thighs. His hair is mussed, eyes crazed, one shirt button torn clean off.

I have never seen him like this. Possessed, or maybe haunted, his hunger sharpened to a point by what just happened at the bar. It’s not just want; it’s need, desperate and impatient. The door to our apartment slams behind us, and suddenly my back is against it, his hand cupping the back of my head as he kisses me so hard my teeth knock together.

“Say his name,” he growls.

I freeze, a coil of heat winding up my spine. He doesn’t let up—his knee parts my legs, thigh shoved until I’m forced to ride it.

“Say it, Lena. Who do you want?”

I almost choked on the answer, but he held me fast, staring at me like he’s trying to burn the truth out of me with the sheer force of his gaze.

“Mike,” I say, and it’s a gasp and a confession and a dare, all at once.

He kisses me again, rougher this time. “You want him to fuck you?”

My hands scrabble at his shirt, trying to find skin. “Yes. Yes.”

He lifts me—just hauls me up like I weigh nothing, my legs around his waist—and carries me down the hall, kicking the bedroom door open with his foot. He throws me onto the mattress and yanks my dress off over my head, leaving me bare except for the black lace bra and panties I picked out with another man in mind. For a second, he just looks at me, jaw flexing, cock straining against the front of his slacks. There’s a flush high on his cheeks and a bead of sweat at his temple.

“I can’t believe how fucking wet you are,” he says, running a thumb along the inside of my thigh, then pushing two fingers straight inside me. “All because of him.”

I moan, hips arching up to meet him. “Because of you, too.”

He smirks. “But you want him. You want both of us.”

I nod, beyond words.

He doesn’t undress, just unzips and frees his cock, the fabric of his pants rough against my skin as he lines up and pushes in. He fucks me hard, bracing one hand on the headboard, the other fisted in my hair, holding me still as he pounds into me.

The whole time, he talks. Dirty, vivid, relentless.

“Tomorrow I’m going to watch you take his cock. I’m going to see his fingers in your mouth, his cum on your face. He’s going to make you scream, and you’ll come so many times you lose count. You’ll look at me the whole time, and I’ll know exactly what you’re thinking.”

His words burn, every syllable driving me closer to the edge.

He pulls out suddenly, flips me over, and enters me from behind, the angle brutal and perfect. His hand slides up the back of my neck, not quite choking but close, and the other hand spanks me—once, twice, until I whimper. Then he’s rubbing my clit, circling it hard, knowing exactly how to make me break.

“You’re mine,” he says. “Even when you’re his, you’re mine.”

I come so violently I scream into the pillow, legs shaking, nails digging into the sheets. He keeps going, drawing it out, making it last until I’m wrung out and boneless. He finishes with a guttural groan, collapsing on top of me, the sweat from his chest slicking my back.

For a minute we just lie there, tangled and gasping, our bodies cooling in the dark. I turn my head and meet his eyes. There’s no anger there, just awe. He strokes my hair, slowly and gently now.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

I nod, unable to speak.

We stay like that, time suspended, until I finally catch my breath.

“I want to do it,” I say, the words trembling out. “I want you both.”

He smiles, not cocky this time but soft, like he’s seeing me for the first time.

“I want it too,” he says. “I want to see you happy. I want to see you lose control.”

He rolls onto his side, pulling me with him, spooning me so close I can feel the flutter of his heartbeat against my back.

“What if I like it too much?” I whisper, not sure if I mean for him to hear.

He kisses the base of my neck. “Then we do it again,” he says. “As many times as you want. As long as you’re mine at the end.”

I close my eyes, letting the words settle. For the first time, there’s no shame. Just hunger.

We talk in the dark—soft, unguarded, the way people do when they know the world will change in the morning.

Nate tells me every detail he imagines: how he’ll sit and watch as Mike undresses me, how he’ll stroke himself as he sees another man make me come. How he’ll fuck me after, taking back what’s his, licking me clean and holding me until I fall asleep. He admits he’s jealous, but also proud. He wants to show me off, to give me what I want, to be the only man who really knows me.

I tell him what I want, too: to be used, to be watched, to let go of all the old rules and just feel. Seeing me when I’m completely out of control is what I want. I want to remember it forever.

We set boundaries, practical and precise. He’ll always be there, watching. “Lighthouse” if we need to stop. We’ll do nothing the other can’t handle. If either of us wants out, it ends.

He listens, nods, and then kisses me so sweetly it almost breaks me.

“You’re brave,” he whispers. “You know that?”

I snort. “I’m terrified.”

“Me too. But that’s why it matters.”

I reach for my phone, hands still shaking. Mike’s last text is waiting: Let me know if you’re sure. I type out a reply, carefully and deliberate.

We’re sure. Saturday, right? What should I wear?

The response comes back almost instantly: Wear what you want. Or nothing at all.

I laugh, burying my face in Nate’s shoulder. “This is really happening,” I say.

He holds me tighter. “I know.”

We fall asleep like that—tangled, sweaty, still faintly vibrating from what just happened. For the first time in years, I dream in color, the edges sharp and impossible.

Saturday can’t come fast enough.


Chapter 2

It turns out there’s no such thing as preparing for a night like this, but I do my best to fake it, anyway. By midmorning I’m already wide awake, my body humming with leftover electricity, my mind a carousel of what-ifs and what-will-bes. Nate is long gone by the time I crack open the bedroom curtains, but he’s left a note on the bathroom mirror in eyeliner—You’re going to ruin him. The lipstick heart under the message is a little much, but I smile anyway.

I run a bath as hot as I can stand, sinking in until only my face is above water. I lie there, blank and boneless, and count my own heartbeats. Before I grab my phone, I last seven minutes, expecting a message from Mike, but there’s nothing new. Instead, there’s a photo from Nate: his hand curled around a mug of coffee, my lipstick print faint on the rim from yesterday. The caption is simple: Counting the minutes.

I don’t text back. I want to, but I want to want it longer, if that makes sense.

After the bath, I stand in front of the mirror, dripping and raw, and try to picture what I’ll look like tonight—face flushed, mouth ruined, hands fisted in someone else’s sheets. I catch myself biting my lip and make a face. I want to be the woman who does this and looks good doing it, who radiates effortless sex, who doesn’t need three hours at an overpriced spa to feel like herself. But today, I need it. I want to be ruined, in a good way.

#

The spa is all warm wood and soundproofed tranquility, thick white robes and quiet attendants who seem to float rather than walk. I sign up for the “restorative luxury” package on a whim, then text Nate, who responds instantly:

Nate: I want to watch you get a massage. Full view. No modesty towel.

Me: You have a problem.

Nate: You made me this way.

A therapist named Mercedes leads me to a treatment room. She’s Swedish, with hands like a concert pianist and an accent that makes everything sound faintly orgasmic. I undress, lie face-down on the table, and let her pour hot oil onto the small of my back. Her touch is clinical at first, but then she works deeper, moving muscle and skin in slow, insistent circles. For the first time since yesterday, I let myself go empty, just for a second, until—

The phone. It’s on vibrate, but the sound is unmistakable. Mercedes murmurs, “It’s okay, you answer if you need,” and turns her attention to my shoulders. I reach for it, fingers slippery with oil.

Mike: Can’t stop thinking about last night.

Me: The s?

Mike: You. The way you looked at me when you left.

I almost dropped the phone. My face is pressed against the crescent pillow, but I can feel my cheeks go hot. I take a breath, then type:

Me: What if I want you to do more than just look?

I leave the phone facedown, heart slamming, and wait. The anticipation is almost as good as the reply. Mercedes kneads my thighs, working perilously close to the edge of what’s acceptable. She tucks the sheet higher, but I know she saw the tremor in my leg, the goosebumps on my skin.

The reply comes after an eternity:

Mike: Then you’ll have to let me. Do you want that?

There’s an image attached—his hand gripping the edge of his desk, knuckles white, a subtle invitation. I don’t answer. I can’t. Not yet.

Instead, I close my eyes and let the hands move me, let the heat in my belly unfurl into something loose and dangerous. I want to text Nate. To tell him what’s happening, but it’s better this way: a secret only I know, for now.

When the massage is over, Mercedes wraps me in a towel and guides me to a dimly lit room with cucumber water and a view of the city. I sit and let my skin cool, scrolling through the messages. I reread the one from Mike over and over.

A new message lights up the screen. This time from Nate:

Nate: Are you thinking about him right now?

Me: Yes.

Nate: Is he better than me?

Me: He doesn’t have to be.

Nate: Fuck, that’s hot.

Me: You want details?

Nate: Yes.

I pause, then type. My thumbs are slow, deliberate.

Me: I want you both at once. I want you to watch him make me come. I want you to tell me what to do. I want you to see everything.

The three dots of his reply linger so long I think he’s given up, but then:

Nate: I want that too. I want to see you lose control. Promise me you’ll tell me everything after.

Me: Promise.

He doesn’t text back right away. I know he’s busy. But it’s enough, the promise hanging in the air, thick as the steam in this room.

#

I walk out of the spa with skin so soft it feels alien. The sun is sharp; the world too bright. I wander into a boutique lingerie store I’ve passed a hundred times but never entered. The clerk is model-pretty and doesn’t hide her appraisal of me: eyes raking my hair, my hands, the bare skin at my collarbone. I pretend to be indifferent, but I know I’m radiating need, a beacon for anyone tuned to the right frequency.

“Can I help you find something?” she asks, voice just this side of flirty.

I think of Mike’s hands. Of Nate’s eyes. Of the way I want to feel tonight.

“I need something that makes me look like I belong in trouble,” I say.

She doesn’t even blink. “What kind of trouble?”

“The kind that ruins marriages.”

She laughs, low and dirty, and leads me to a wall of black lace and strappy things. I run my fingers over the options: mesh, satin, leather, silk. I pick a bra that’s barely there—thin black mesh with a single band across the center, just enough to hold shape. The matching thong is a network of straps and triangles that looks like it would disappear the second I put it on. I add a garter belt, even though I don’t own stockings. The idea is sufficient.

In the dressing room, I strip and slide into the set. It feels like a costume at first—too much, too obvious—but when I turn sideways and see the curve of my breast through the mesh, the long line of my thigh, I believe it. I take a selfie, crop it at the neck, and send it to Nate.

Me: Is this too much?

His reply is immediate:

Nate: Not enough. Lose the panties.

I laugh, then do as I’m told. I pose again, legs parted, and snap another photo, this time from below so the swell of my hips dominates the frame. I send it, hands trembling.

He doesn’t respond, but I know he’s probably in a meeting, trapped at his desk with a hard-on and no way to deal with it. I imagine him shifting in his seat, jaw clenched. I like the idea of him desperate for me, even as I’m planning to give myself away tonight.

Mike texts, just three words:

Mike: I want in.

I read it three times. I picture his face when he sent it—confident, almost cocky, but with a hunger behind it that makes my knees weak. Typing a reply, I delete, then type another and delete again. Finally, I write:

Me: Come and get it.

I’m not even sure if I mean it, but the act of saying it changes me a little. I feel dangerous, invincible, a version of myself I barely recognize.

#

On the way home, I stop at a cafe and order a sandwich I don’t need, just to have something in my hands while I process what’s happening. The city feels different today, every stranger on the street a potential witness to my secret. I check my phone obsessively, needing the validation of a new message, the digital leash pulling me back to the men who want me.

Nate finally replies: Can’t stop thinking about your mouth on him. Are you going to kiss him first, or just let him take you?

Me: Depends on if you want to watch or join.

Nate: Watch, at first.

I read the message under the table, thighs pressed tight together. I feel my wetness, the subtle pulse of my body counting down the hours until tonight.

Another message from Mike, this one more explicit:

Mike: Tell me how you want it. Every detail.

I shiver, then type:

Me: I want you to push me against the wall, slide your hand up my dress and see what I’m wearing underneath. I want you to fuck me while Nate watches, and I want you to make me say your name.

Mike: It’s all I want.

He follows it with a photo—nothing explicit, just the curve of his hand around a glass, the veins in his wrist, the implication of strength. I close my eyes and imagine that hand on my body, rough and deliberate.

I can’t focus. I can barely eat. By the time I get home, my nerves are frayed, but the old fear is gone, replaced by a gnawing need I can’t shake.

I stand in the hallway, shopping bag clutched to my chest, and stare at the closed bedroom door. For a second, I consider locking myself in, hiding until this all goes away. But then I think of Nate’s face when he told me he wanted this, the certainty in his voice, the hunger in his eyes.

I texted him one more time:

Me: I’m home. Should I get ready?

Nate: Yes. But save something for later.

I drop the bag on the bed and pull out the lingerie, laying it across the covers like a promise. I run my hands over the fabric, thinking about how it will feel when someone else strips it off me.

Tonight, I tell myself; you get to be someone new. Someone wild.

I believe it, just a little.

And then, in the last hour of sunlight, I strip down, lie on the bed, and practice saying the names out loud.

Mike. Nate. Lena.

Like an invocation.

Like a prayer.

#

At five-thirty, the sun is hanging low and mean, painting everything in slantwise gold. I’m sitting in front of the bathroom mirror with my hair twisted into a loose knot, dabbing at the edges of my eyeliner with a Q-Tip. I’m aiming for “bedroom eyes,” but there’s a tremor in my hand that keeps ruining the symmetry. The room smells faintly of lavender, but underneath there’s the oily tang of anticipation—my skin’s own perfume, slicked up by nerves and want.

Nate’s watching from the doorway. He’s pretending to read something on his phone, but his eyes flick up every few seconds to trace my outline in the glass. The hunger in his gaze makes the room feel small, the space between us taut as a wire.

“Too much?” I ask, blinking at my reflection.

He sets the phone down, comes up behind me, and cups my chin in one hand. His thumb smears the edge of my lip gloss, then slides lower, brushing the hollow of my throat. “Not enough,” he murmurs, the vibration in his voice giving me goosebumps.

I roll my eyes and shove him away with an elbow. He laughs, not taking the bait. I can see him in the mirror, prowling the edge of the room like he’s waiting for something to happen—something inevitable.

I finish the makeup, then peel off my robe and step into the black lace set. The bra is so sheer it may as well be painted on; the cups lift but do nothing to hide the color of my nipples, already standing out in hard little points. The straps of the thong cut high on my hips, framing the shallow valley of my pelvis. More a suggestion than a utility, the garter belt is decorative, the thin bands crisscrossing my waist.

I catch Nate staring, mouth half-open, hand unconsciously drifting to his own fly. I take my time pulling on the dress—nothing fancy, just a slip of black silk that clings and shimmers in the right light. It’s short enough to show the curve of my thigh, loose enough that the outline of my body is unmistakable.

I step into the bedroom, bare feet sinking into the thick rug. Nate is perched on the edge of the bed, tie undone, shirtsleeves rolled. He looks at me as if he wants to eat me alive.

“Turn around,” he says.

I do slowly, letting the hem of the dress ride up just enough. He whistles low and dirty. “You wearing panties?”

I shake my head, a little smile creeping in.

He stands, crosses the room in two strides, and grips my ass in both hands. “You’re fucking dangerous,” he says, voice gone hoarse.

I lean back into him, feeling the ridge of his cock against the curve of my lower back. For a second, I wonder if we’ll even make it out the door.

He spins me, holds my face in his hands, and kisses me so hard my teeth knock together. When he pulls back, his eyes are wild, a little scared, like he can’t believe this is happening.

“You ready?” he asks.

I nod, and for the first time all day, I don’t feel nervous. Just raw, sharpened to a point.

#

The drive to Mike’s loft is silent. Not uncomfortable, just charged. Nate’s hand never leaves my thigh; it’s like he’s staking his claim, tracing lazy circles on my skin, occasionally dipping under the hem to remind me exactly how naked I am beneath the silk. I keep my eyes on the city lights blurring past, but my body is keyed to the heat of his palm, the way it tightens every time we hit a red light.

He parks two blocks away—“To burn off some of this energy,” he says—and we walk the rest of the way, the evening air crisp and sharp against my bare legs. I feel exposed, hyperaware of every passing stranger, but it’s exhilarating. I could be anyone in the dark. Someone new.

Mike’s building is an old warehouse refitted for urban luxury: exposed brick, caged elevators, the faint scent of concrete and old metal. The hall outside his door is dim, lit by a single Edison bulb. I pause, nerves kicking in at the last possible second.

Nate squeezes my hand. “Still want this?”

I squeeze back. “More than anything.”

He knocks. The sound is louder than I expected, echoing down the empty hall. The door opens, and Mike fills the frame—a full six-two of casual dominance, black jeans hugging his thighs, white shirt half-unbuttoned to show a column of muscled chest dusted with black hair. He smiles, slow and deliberately, and the effect is devastating.

“You look incredible,” he says, eyes never leaving mine.

“Thanks,” I manage, my throat dry.

He steps aside to let us in, and I catch the briefest moment of appraisal as his gaze rakes down my body. Nate follows, his own eyes on Mike, the air between them crackling with a strange blend of rivalry and complicity.

The loft is one giant, open room: concrete floors, high ceilings, a wall of windows facing the city. At the far end, a king-sized bed dominates the space, sheets rumpled and inviting, a heavy velvet curtain draped artfully to one side. There are no doors, no hiding places. Everything is on display.

Mike gestures toward a low couch in the center of the room, then crosses to the kitchen island and pours three glasses of whiskey. I take a seat, legs crossed, feeling the cool of the leather against my bare skin. Nate sits beside me, a little stiff, but his hand goes right back to my thigh, gripping tighter this time.

Mike hands us the glasses and settles on the ottoman in front of us, legs spread, forearms resting on his knees. He raises his glass in a silent toast.

“To a night of firsts,” he says.

I clink glasses with both men, the sound brittle and charged. The whiskey burns, but it’s nothing compared to the flush in my cheeks.

We make small talk for a few minutes—work, travel, a movie none of us have seen. Mike is effortless, disarming, every movement designed to put us at ease. But underneath, there’s a current of anticipation, an inevitability that pulls us all forward.

At one point, Mike leans in and says, “I keep waiting for someone to call this off.”

“Do you want us to?” Nate asks, voice steady.

Mike smiles, eyes fixed on me. “Not even a little.”

There’s a pause, the kind that begs to be filled.

Nate clears his throat. “We said there’d be no surprises. If anyone wants to stop, just say it.”

Mike nods, all business for a second. “Lighthouse, right?”

“Right,” I say, surprised at the steadiness in my voice.

Another pause. The city hums outside the window, but in here, the air is thick with unsaid things.

Mike breaks the spell. “Can I kiss you?” he asks, and it’s directed at me, but his eyes flick to Nate as if seeking permission.

Nate nods, just once. “Yeah. I want to see it.”

Mike stands, crosses the few feet between us, and pulls me to my feet. For a second, we just stand there, breathing the same air, bodies close but not touching. Then he cups my jaw and brings his mouth to mine—slow at first, testing, then deeper, more certain. His tongue parts my lips, and I melt, the taste of him dark and unfamiliar.

Nate watches, silent. I glance at him, half-expecting to see anger or regret, but there’s nothing but raw, naked want. He’s transfixed, his pupils blown wide, lips parted.

Mike’s hands slide to my waist, fingers splaying against the silk of my dress. He pulls me closer, and I feel the hard line of his cock pressing against my hip. I moan, involuntary, and he breaks the kiss to whisper, “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

“I don’t,” I gasp, and he smiles against my cheek.

He lowers his hands, bunches the fabric of my dress, and slides it up, slow enough to drive me crazy. I feel the air hit the back of my thighs, then higher, the hem rising to expose the lace and the skin beneath.

He looks down, eyes narrowing as he takes it in. “No panties?” he murmurs.

I shake my head, breath coming fast.

“Fuck,” he says, voice a growl.

Nate makes a sound—half-laugh, half-groan. I glance back, and he’s gripping his own thigh, knuckles white. There’s a bulge in his pants that makes me shiver.

Mike turns me so I’m facing Nate, then kisses the back of my neck, hands never leaving my waist. He moves the straps of the dress aside, exposing more skin with every gentle tug.

“Sit down,” Nate says, and it takes a second to realize he’s talking to me. I do as I’m told, perching on the edge of the couch, knees together.

Mike kneels in front of me, spreading my legs with his hands. He slides his palms up the insides of my thighs, lingering at the very top, his breath warm against my skin.

He looks up at Nate. “Is this okay?”

Nate nods, eyes glazed. “It’s perfect.”

Mike turns back to me. “You tell me to stop, I stop.”

I nod, heart pounding.

He presses his lips to the inside of my knee, then trails kisses higher, each one a shock of heat. By the time he reaches the edge of the thong, I’m shaking. He doesn’t move further—not yet—but looks up at me with a question.

I answer by parting my legs wider, an invitation.

He smiles, wicked, and nips at the lace, then sucks the thin fabric between his teeth. The sensation is electric. I glance at Nate, who is openly rubbing the bulge in his pants, breathing hard.

For a moment, the world narrows to just this: my body, their eyes, the night stretching ahead like an open road.

I lean back, let my head tip against the cushion, and surrender.

Let it happen, I tell myself.

Let it all happen.

#

The day is all nerves. I cycle through the hours in a restless, low-boil panic, pretending to do laundry, pretending to work, pretending not to check my phone every ten minutes in case Mike bails at the last second and I can return to being a theoretical deviant instead of an actual one.

But Mike does not bail. At six-thirty, he sends a single-line text: Door’s open. Come in when you’re ready.

Nate watches me as I read it, as if the words are written across my face. He’s been a study in restraint all afternoon—hovering without hovering, holding my hand for no reason, offering to order dinner and then not being able to meet my eyes when I said I wasn’t hungry. There’s something about the way he hovers at the edge of my line of sight, the way he glances at me sideways, that makes me feel precious and marked at the same time.

We take a rideshare to Mike’s building. Nate wants to drive, but I veto it, worried my shaking hands will give me away. In the elevator, he leans back against the mirrored wall, legs wide, arms folded, watching the numbers tick up as I try to breathe like a normal person.

When the elevator doors part, Mike is already waiting—leaning in the hallway, black t-shirt and ripped jeans, barefoot. His apartment is at the end of a short corridor, and he stands aside as we pass, his eyes burning a hole through my dress. He doesn’t say hi. He doesn’t have to.

Inside, the lights are low, and the air smells faintly of whiskey and something woody—cedar, maybe, or pine. The living room is wide open, the windows exposing the city below, darkness swimming up against the glass. There’s a battered leather couch, a coffee table scattered with camera lenses, and an old, claw-footed armchair that looks like it was stolen from a private club. Nate heads straight for the chair, sitting with his elbows on his knees, watching. He wants to look casual, but the tension in his jaw ruins the effect.

Mike closes the door and turns to me. For a second, all three of us just stand there, breathing.

Then Mike says, “You look incredible,” and the words snap the spell. He crosses the space in three steps, cups my face in both hands, and kisses me like he’s starving.

He tastes of spice and pepper, the heat of his mouth immediate and insistent. His tongue is confident, coaxing mine out, pushing past my lips until my knees buckle and I have to clutch at his shoulders for support. He laughs into my mouth, one hand sliding down to trace the line of my spine, fingers splaying across my lower back.

Behind us, I can hear Nate exhale; the sound is ragged and unmistakable.

Mike’s hands are everywhere—up my arms, along the slope of my neck, under my hair. He finds the zipper at the back of my dress and toys with it, but doesn’t pull. He wants to go slow, or maybe he just wants me to beg. His palm fits the curve of my ass perfectly, and he uses it to tilt my hips against him, making sure I feel how hard he is already.

He breaks the kiss, breathing hard. “You ready?” he whispers, barely audible over the pounding of my heart.

I nod, because words are impossible.

He turns me so I’m facing Nate. My husband is watching with eyes gone dark, his lips parted, one hand already palming the front of his jeans in a shameless, slow circle. I’ve never seen him look at me like this—hungry and proud and almost reverent.

Mike stands close behind me, his chest pressed to my back. His hand slides up my thigh, slow and deliberate, pushing my dress higher. His fingers find the bare skin of my inner thigh, trace a line upward, and pause.

He leans down, lips grazing my ear. “No panties,” he says, voice thick.

Nate groans, low and guttural, echoing the words like a liturgy.

Mike’s fingers slip between my legs, testing, and I can hear the smile in his voice. “Fuck, you’re soaked,” he whispers, and the way he says it makes my head go light.

He pushes two fingers inside me, just like that, and I gasp, knees almost giving way. He holds me up, one arm wrapped around my waist. His other hand works in slow, devastating circles, thumb finding my clit and rubbing until I can’t stand up straight anymore. I look at Nate for permission, for absolution, for anything. He nods almost imperceptibly, and I see him undo the button on his jeans, freeing his cock and stroking it in time with the movement of Mike’s hand.

I come apart a little. The world narrows to the feeling of Mike’s fingers inside me, the heat of his body, the way he murmurs encouragement into my hair. The air is thick with sex, the kind that makes you dizzy with every inhale. Mike walks me forward, step by step, until the backs of my knees hit the edge of the couch. He pushes me down, spreads my legs, and kneels between them.

He doesn’t ask permission—he just slides my dress up, exposing me, and presses his mouth to the inside of my thigh. He kisses, licks, bites a trail up to where I’m wet and open for him. The first touch of his tongue makes me cry out, and I have to clamp a hand over my mouth to keep from screaming.

“Don’t hide,” Nate says, voice gone hoarse. “Let him hear you.”

Mike is relentless. He flicks his tongue over my clit, then plunges two fingers back inside, curling them until I nearly convulse. My hips buck, back arching, toes digging into the cushions. I can’t think, can’t see, can only feel.

I look up at Nate, and he’s stroking himself, eyes locked on mine, mouth set in a hard line of desire. He looks at me like he wants to devour me whole, and the thought makes me come even closer to the edge.

Mike’s fingers are magic—he knows exactly how to move, how to press and curl and grind against the spot that makes my vision go white. He doesn’t let up, not even as my body shakes, not even as I beg him to slow down.

“Let go,” he says, voice muffled against my skin. “Come for me.”

I do. It crashes through me, violent and hot, a shockwave that leaves me gasping and boneless, arms flung wide, eyes squeezed shut against the intensity. My thighs tremble, my chest heaves, and all I can hear is the pounding of my heart and the ragged breathing of both men.

Mike withdraws his fingers, licks them clean, and kisses me softly on the inside of my thigh. He stands, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and grins.

Nate is out of his chair in a flash, crossing to the couch and dropping to his knees at my side. He cups my face, kisses me so fiercely I taste myself on his tongue. He whispers something—mine, always mine—and I believe him.

I realize dimly that I never even thought about the safe word. It floats somewhere in the back of my mind, a lighthouse on the horizon, but I never needed it. Not even for a second.

Mike sits beside me on the couch, hand on my knee, thumb drawing lazy circles. “You okay?” he asks, eyes suddenly gentle.

I nod, still half-stunned by the force of my body.

Nate strokes my hair, voice soft. “You’re amazing.”

Mike looks at him, then at me, and for the first time I see something vulnerable in his face. “You sure you want to keep going?”

I glance at Nate, then at Mike, and the answer is so obvious it doesn’t even need words.

I kiss Mike first, tasting myself on his lips, and then pull Nate down beside me, the three of us tangled together on the battered couch. I laugh, giddy and raw, because I know—without a doubt—that nothing will ever be the same.

And I don’t want it to be.


Chapter 3

Time stops. Or maybe it just stutters, like a scratched record. I’m sitting between Mike and Nate on the battered leather couch, my thighs sticky, my face still flushed with aftershocks, and neither man is looking at the other. Only at me.

Mike is the first to move. He rests a hand on my knee, thumb rubbing slow circles into the bare skin above my garter. There’s a question in his eyes, but the rest of him is all certainty—leaning in, pressing a kiss to the corner of my mouth like it’s an unspoken challenge. I taste myself on his lips, a tangy, bitter aftertaste that makes me want to devour him.

Nate isn’t still for long. He shifts closer, crowding my other side, his hand slipping to the back of my neck and winding in my hair. “Come here,” he says, and I do. I always do. He kisses me too, hard and greedy, tongue pushing in as if to reclaim what’s his. It’s the first time I realized: there’s no jealousy here. Only hunger.

Mike’s hand slides higher, past the hem of my dress, and he palms my inner thigh with a pressure that borders on pain. Nate’s mouth moves to my ear, his breath hot. “Bedroom,” he whispers, and my legs nearly give out.

They led me together, one man on each arm, down a dark hallway to Mike’s bedroom. The door swings open onto a king-size bed dressed in black linen, sheets pulled tight and inviting. There’s a wall of city lights outside the windows, a thousand eyes watching as I let myself be led into the dark.

Nate’s the first to touch me. He stands behind and unzips my dress, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet. His fingers run down my spine, each vertebra counted and cataloged, until he finds the curve of my ass and squeezes, pulling me tight against him. I feel his cock, hard and insistent, through his jeans, and for a second I want to turn, drop to my knees, and take him right there.

But Mike’s in front of me now, watching with a predatory focus. He reaches out, slides the straps of my dress off my shoulders, and lets the fabric fall. I’m left in nothing but the black mesh bra and garter, nipples already peaked through the sheer material, thighs trembling.

Mike doesn’t hesitate. He bends down and kisses my collarbone, tongue darting out to taste the sweat there. He nips his way down to the top of my breast, teeth grazing just enough to make me shudder. Behind me, Nate slides a hand around to cup the swell of my breast, thumb circling the areola in slow, lazy spirals.

“Fuck,” Mike mutters, stepping back to take me in. His hands are at his belt, undoing it in one fluid motion, the sound of the buckle hitting the floor sharp enough to make me flinch. He leaves his jeans half-open, cock straining against the fabric, and pulls me toward the bed.

“Lie down,” he says. I do.

The sheets are cool against my back, but my skin is fever-hot. Nate kneels beside me, leaning over to kiss my mouth, my jaw, my throat. Mike climbs onto the bed and straddles my legs, pinning me in place. He pulls off my bra with a practiced flick, exposing me fully, then lowers his head and takes a nipple between his lips, sucking hard. I arch up, pressing myself into his mouth, and Nate grins, biting my shoulder just hard enough to leave a mark.

The two of them take turns—hands, mouths, teeth—until I’m squirming, fingers clutching at the sheets. Mike moves lower, trailing kisses down my stomach, stopping to tongue the hollow of my navel. Nate’s hands find my wrists and pin them above my head, his grip gentle but unyielding. He stares down at me, eyes locked on mine, as Mike spreads my legs with his hands and buries his face between my thighs.

This time, he doesn’t tease. His tongue is everywhere, fucking me with slow, deliberate strokes, then flicking up to my clit with surgical precision. I try to close my legs, the sensation too much, but his hands hold me open. Nate leans down, whispering filth in my ear.

“You look so fucking good,” he says. “You like him eating your pussy?”

I nod, the answer ripped from me by the way Mike is working me over. I can’t think, can’t speak, can only feel.

“Tell him,” Nate commands.

“Don’t stop,” I gasp, barely able to breathe. “Please don’t stop.”

Mike moans into me, the vibration tipping me closer to the edge. Nate’s free hand slides down to tweak my other nipple, pinching and rolling it until I’m whimpering.

“Open your eyes,” Nate says. “Look at me when you come.”

I do, and it’s almost too much—the intensity of his gaze, the way Mike is devouring me, the helpless way my body is betraying me. My back bows off the bed, every muscle going tight, and then I’m coming, hard, with a sound that’s half-scream, half-sob.

I feel myself gush onto Mike’s face, and instead of stopping, he redoubles his effort, lapping up every drop. Nate holds me down, whispering, “That’s it, baby. Show us how pretty you are when you come.” I can’t stop shaking, the aftershocks rolling through me in waves.

When it’s over, I collapse, limp and ruined. Mike climbs up beside me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and kisses me slow and deeply. I taste myself on his lips, salty and sweet.

Nate lets go of my wrists and strokes my hair, his expression softer than I’ve ever seen it. “You’re fucking beautiful,” he murmurs, like it’s a secret.

I lie there, gasping, with the two of them propped up on either side, watching me recover. The city glitters outside, indifferent, but in here, I’m the center of the universe.

And I never want it to end.

I can hear my pulse, fast and ragged, as Mike moves above me. He wipes his mouth, tosses a hungry grin at Nate, and then shifts onto his knees between my legs. For a second, I’m frozen—caught between the memory of his tongue and the reality of what’s coming.

Mike opens the nightstand drawer. There’s a moment of domestic comedy as he fumbles the little foil square, then peels it open with a practiced flick of his thumb. He rolls the condom on in one motion, then strokes himself, slow, watching me with a steady, predatory stare. The length and thickness are almost intimidating, even with my brain still scrambled from the last orgasm. I feel a tightness in my chest—part fear, part excitement.

He leans in, bracing his hands on either side of my hips. “Tell me you want it,” he says, voice low and sandpaper-rough.

I do more than anything, but the words tangle in my throat. I look at Nate. He’s sitting at the edge of the bed, stroking himself, his eyes locked on me with a naked intensity that makes my skin prickle.

He nods. Just once.

“Please,” I say, and it’s a whisper, but both men hear it.

Mike laughs, a hot gust of breath against my thigh. “That’s better.”

He lines himself up, rubs the head of his cock against my slick entrance, and pushes in with a single, relentless thrust. The stretch is incredible, almost too much, but I gasp and lift my hips, greedy for every inch. He fills me, slow at first, then faster, his hands gripping my thighs to anchor me in place. I feel him everywhere—in my belly, in my spine, in the sharp, almost electric ache where our bodies meet.

“Oh, fuck,” Mike says, gritting his teeth. “She’s so tight.”

Nate lets out a guttural sound—half approval, half jealousy—and scoots closer, his cock flushed and swollen, fist working it in steady, hungry strokes.

Mike’s rhythm picks up, each thrust deeper than the last. He keeps his eyes on me, daring me to look away, daring me to take it all. I can’t—I don’t want to. Every nerve ending is on fire, every muscle taut with pleasure and the desperate need for more.

He fucks me like he owns me—like I’m not just allowed to want this, but born for it. The bed rocks, the sheets twisted under my clutching hands. I bite my lip, struggling to stay quiet, but the sounds keep leaking out—moans, gasps, the occasional whimper when he bottoms out and holds there, savoring the way I shudder around him.

Nate is right beside my head now. He grabs my hair, gently but firmly, and pulls my face toward his cock.

“Suck,” he says. “You can take both of us.”

I don’t hesitate. I open my mouth and let Nate slide in—hot, salty, familiar. The angle is awkward but perfect; every time Mike drives into me, the force pushes Nate deeper down my throat. They’re in sync, fucking my mouth and cunt together, a tandem rhythm that leaves no part of me untouched.

“Jesus,” Mike groans, watching the way my lips stretch around Nate. “You look incredible like this.”

Nate’s hand is tight in my hair. “You enjoy being shared?” he asks, voice harsh.

I nod, best I can. He pushes in deeper, holds me there until my eyes water, then lets go so I can breathe.

“Tell us,” Mike demands, not slowing down. “Say you love it.”

My mouth is full, but I force out a “Yes. Yes, I love it.” Spit and pre-cum drip from my chin, mixing with the sweat on my neck. I feel dirty, exposed, perfect.

Mike leans over, his lips at my ear. “You ever been fucked like this before?”

I shake my head. No one has ever even tried.

“Good,” he says, and slams into me harder, making my whole body jolt.

They keep at it, switching up the tempo, keeping me guessing. Sometimes they both slow down, teasing me, letting the tension build until I’m thrashing on the bed, begging for more. Sometimes they speed up, Nate fucking my mouth raw while Mike’s cock pounds my cunt with the force that leaves bruises.

My orgasm builds slow this time, coiling deep in my belly. I’m desperate for it, but also afraid—afraid I’ll break, or maybe that I’ll never be able to go back to the way things were before. I glance up at Nate; his eyes are locked on mine, all possessive pride. He’s watching his wife being ruined by another man, and he loves it. The knowledge makes me dizzy.

Mike fucks me harder, sweat dripping down his forehead. “I want to feel you come again,” he says. “Clench down on me, sweetheart. Show us how good you are.”

Nate pushes his cock into my mouth, right to the back of my throat, holding me there. I choke on it, eyes spilling tears, but I love the way it makes him groan.

The pressure in my core explodes. I come with a violence that scares me, my whole body seizing, mouth screaming around Nate’s cock. My pussy milks Mike, squeezing him so tight he swears and nearly loses his rhythm. I’m clawing at the sheets, at Mike’s arms, at anything I can reach, desperate to anchor myself as the orgasm rips through me.

Mike lasts just long enough to pull out, stripping off the condom and stroking himself to climax. He finishes in hot, thick spurts across my back, groaning so loud I’m sure the neighbors can hear.

Nate is right there, hand on his cock, face twisted in pleasure. He strokes himself fast, then yanks my face up so he can watch my lips, my tongue, as he explodes across my cheek and chin and breasts, marking me as his.

They both collapse beside me—Mike on one side, Nate on the other, their breathing loud and ragged in the quiet. I’m sticky, shaking, utterly spent.

For a long time, no one speaks. Mike kisses my shoulder, soft and almost reverent. Nate pulls me close, tucks me against his chest, and whispers, “You’re mine.”

I believe him. But now I know—I can be theirs, too.

I close my eyes and let the sweat cool, let the night settle over us like a second skin. There’s no going back, not after this. I’m ruined, remade, and I don’t want to be fixed.

Never.


Chapter 4

It starts again before any of us has fully caught our breath. Maybe that's the point—no time to process, just momentum and want. I'm sprawled on the sheets, sweat cooling in the air, and I think for a second I could drift off and sleep for days. But then Nate sits up, brushes hair out of my face, and says, "You're not done yet, are you?" as if the thought of stopping is absurd.

I smile, or try to, but my whole body is quivering. Nate tastes salt on my neck, kisses his way down my collarbone, and then swings his legs off the bed. He stands, stretches—towering over me, cock already half-hard, hanging heavy between his legs. His chest is slick with sweat, and there's a red mark on his shoulder where I bit him earlier.

Mike is on the other side of the bed, face unreadable, the city lights casting harsh lines across his jaw. He watches me, not moving, not speaking, just letting the anticipation build. When he finally stands, he doesn't hide the way he's staring—eyes tracing every inch of my body, as if he's memorizing the aftermath of what we've just done.

Nate returns with a glass of water, holds it to my lips as I drink, then tips the rest over my chest and licks it off, slow and possessive. I giggle, half-crazed, and he grins at Mike like a man who just hit the lottery and can't quite believe his luck.

"Up," Mike says, voice soft but final.

I crawl to the edge of the bed, dress long gone, hair sticking to my neck in sweaty ropes. He positions me on all fours, my ass facing him, my face level with the edge of the mattress. Nate stands in front of me, stroking himself, his gaze gentle but loaded.

"Open your mouth," he says.

I do, and he slides in—slow at first, letting me get used to the taste, the heat. He fists a hand in my hair, guiding me, but never forcing. His other hand caresses my cheek, thumb tracing the line of my jaw, reminding me he's still the one in charge.

Behind me, I hear Mike tear open a condom with his teeth. I shudder, every nerve ending on high alert, knowing what's coming but not really ready for it. He spreads my legs wider, hands rough on my hips, and lines himself up. For a second, he just teases, running the head of his cock up and down my slit, letting me feel every inch of him before he enters.

When he finally pushes in, it's all at once—no warning, no hesitation. I gasp, the sound muffled around Nate's cock, and the stretch is exquisite: pain and pleasure braided together. Mike is bigger than I remember, or maybe it's just the angle, but he doesn't wait for me to adjust. He fucks me in long thrusts, each one driving me forward on Nate's cock, which makes him hiss through his teeth and hold my head tighter.

"That's it, baby," Nate says, voice shaking. "Take us both."

Mike grips my hips like he's anchoring himself, fingers digging into the flesh so hard I know I'll wear the bruises for days. He sets a rhythm, unyielding, and the sensation of being filled from both ends is overwhelming—a kind of pleasure that has no name, that short-circuits my brain and leaves me clinging to the mattress for dear life.

Nate slides in deeper, hips flush to my face, his cock hitting the back of my throat. "Relax," he says, but he's trembling too, and I know it's taking everything he has not to lose control.

The room is all noise and heat: the slap of skin, the wet sounds of my mouth, the gasps and grunts of the men as they use me. Sweat drips from Mike's forehead onto my back, slicking our bodies together. My hair is plastered to my face, pulled tight by Nate's fist, and my own moans vibrate up the length of his cock, making him curse and fuck my mouth harder.

They sync, Mike's thrusts driving me forward just as Nate pulls back, a perfect, merciless rhythm. My body goes limp, muscles seizing and releasing in time with them. My knees are burning against the sheets, but I don't care—I'm somewhere outside myself, floating, every sense amplified.

"Look at her," Mike pants, his voice sharp. "She fucking loves it."

Nate looks down, meets my eyes, and something passes between us—a spark of pride, or maybe something darker. He brushes a thumb across my cheek, wipes away a smear of spit, and says, "You can come, Lena. Let him feel it."

Mike's hand snakes around, finds my clit, and rubs circles so fast and precise I nearly black out. I arch my back, try to scream, but the sound is swallowed by Nate's cock as he shoves it deep, holding my head in place. My whole body locks up, pleasure detonating from my core, every muscle clenching around Mike as I come harder than I ever have in my life.

Mike groans, the sound guttural, and slams into me, hips jerking as he comes. I can feel the heat of it through the condom, the way he pulses and throbs inside me. Nate isn't far behind—he pulls out just in time, jerking himself in tight, desperate strokes before spilling across my lips and chin, some of it catching in my open mouth.

The three of us collapse in a heap on the bed, bodies tangled and spent. I can't move, can't think, just lie there and listen to the sound of our breathing, the wild, impossible echo of what just happened.

Mike rolls onto his back, arms flung wide, sweat gleaming on his chest. Nate lies next to me, gathers me up in his arms, and kisses my forehead, then my lips, licking away the remnants of himself with a kind of reverence.

For a long time, none of us spoke.

Finally, Mike props himself on an elbow, surveys the scene, and grins. "You were right," he says to Nate. "She is fucking amazing."

Nate only smiles, holds me tighter.

There’s a silence that isn’t awkward, only full. Mike reaches out and draws lazy lines on my thigh, and when I look up, he’s exchanging a look with Nate—a glance full of satisfaction and something like respect. It’s wordless, but it says everything: We did this, we survived it, and we want more.

I close my eyes and let the feeling settle. My body is a constellation of aches and afterglow, every nerve humming.

And all I can think is: I’m not done yet, either.

It’s like coming up for air after a long, reckless dive. The entire room smells of sweat and come and something elemental—a scent that will never come out of the sheets no matter how many times you wash them. Nate is draped on his back, one arm flung over his eyes, chest rising and falling as he catches his breath. Mike lies sideways, propped up on an elbow, just watching me as if I might dissolve if he looks away for even a second.

For a moment, none of us moves. The only sounds are the hum of the city leaking in through the windows and the thud of my pulse in my ears. I’m stretched out across the mattress, muscles loose, skin tingling with a constellation of fresh bruises and bite marks. My throat is raw and my lips are swollen, but I don’t care. I could stay like this forever.

But of course, I can’t. Nate opens his eyes and looks at me with a different hunger—the kind that’s not satisfied, no matter how much you feed it. He rolls over, pins my wrists above my head, and kisses me hard, his teeth grazing my lower lip.

"Think you can ride me?" he asks, a dare disguised as a question.

I nod, because I have no words left.

Nate lies back and pulls me onto his lap. I straddle him, thighs aching in the best way, and feel his cock stiffen against my ass. He lines himself up, slides in, and I gasp—the angle is new, deeper, grinding against something that makes me whimper. He holds my hips, guiding me up and down, his hands greedy and sure.

Across the room, Mike sits in the big leather armchair. He’s naked, legs splayed wide, stroking himself lazily as he watches. There’s no attempt to be subtle; his gaze is laser-sharp, devouring every movement, every sound.

The knowledge that I’m being watched sends a jolt through me—nerves and want braided together. I move for them both, arching my back, tossing my hair, making a show of grinding down onto Nate. My breasts bounce with every thrust, nipples still swollen and sensitive. I reach up and pinch them, just to watch Mike’s face as I do.

Nate’s eyes are locked on mine, and there’s something wild in his smile—a kind of pride or maybe disbelief that this is real, that I’m here, that I want it this much. He fucks up into me harder, hands bruising my hips as he sets the pace.

"You love showing off for him, don’t you?" he growls.

I nod, hair plastered to my forehead. "Yes. I want him to see."

Nate’s hand snakes around to my ass, spreading me wider, letting Mike get a perfect view of everything. I can feel the air on my skin, the flush creeping up my chest. Mike is stroking himself faster now, knuckles white, eyes glued to the place where Nate disappears into me.

It’s a performance, but it’s not fake. Every gasp, every moan is real. The heat builds until I’m shaking, unable to keep my rhythm, nails digging into Nate’s chest as I ride the edge.

He pulls me down, kisses me like he’s trying to brand me, and whispers against my lips, "You’re still mine."

The words push me over—I come hard, hips jerking, vision going fuzzy. Nate follows, groaning my name, his grip tight enough to leave fingerprints. I collapse on top of him, boneless, my sweat mixing with his.

Mike stands, crosses the room in a few quick strides, and kneels beside the bed. He touches my face, brushes a strand of hair from my cheek, and kisses me—soft, careful, like he’s afraid I’ll break. Then he runs his hands down my back, soothing the trembling muscles.

"Can I have her now?" he asks, looking at Nate.

"Only if you make her scream," Nate replies, and rolls out of the way.

Mike lifts me, arranges me how he wants—on my back, legs spread, arms pinned above my head. He enters me slowly, stretching me open again, and the burn is immediate, electric. His hands roam everywhere: cupping my breasts, gripping my thighs, tracing circles on my stomach. He never looks away from my face, not once.

Nate kneels by my head, kisses me tender, then offers his cock again. I take it gladly, hungry for the taste, the salt and heat of him. Mike fucks me with increasing speed, one hand pressing down on my lower belly to make me feel every inch. His thumb finds my clit and rubs until I’m shaking again, unable to control the noises spilling from my mouth.

It’s too much—I can’t handle it, but I don’t want it to stop.

Nate feeds himself into my mouth, groaning as I suck him down, while Mike pounds into me, relentless. The men exchange glances over my body, a wordless pact: don’t stop, not until she’s finished.

I come again, a tidal wave that leaves me sobbing and clinging to the sheets. Mike pulls out, finishing across my stomach, then collapses beside me, pulling me into the circle of his arms.

We don’t stop. Not even close.

The night blurs into a series of bodies and hands, tongues and teeth. Sometimes I’m sandwiched between them, sometimes I’m riding one while the other fucks my mouth or strokes my hair or whispers filthy encouragements in my ear. They use me, but never cruelly—it’s worship disguised as debasement, and I can’t get enough.

By the time the sky outside the windows goes from pitch black to slate blue, all three of us are wrecked. My hair is a bird’s nest, my thighs are sticky with come, and my skin is covered in bruises and hickeys and bite marks.

Nate lies on his side, spooned up behind me, one arm slung across my waist. Mike is in front, pillowed on my chest, hand absently playing with my nipple as he dozes.

I am the filling in this depraved, beautiful sandwich, and I have never been so content.

I watch the sunrise over the city and think: if this is wrong, I never want to be right.

Eventually, the men stir. Mike kisses my shoulder, Nate nuzzles my neck, and for a minute we just exist—no talking, no expectation, just the comfort of skin on skin.

Finally, Nate breaks the silence. "You okay?"

I laugh, a deep, satisfied sound. "I’m more than okay."

Mike smiles, eyes lazy. "You going to want this again?"

I glance at Nate. He smirks, then kisses my temple.

"She’ll want it," he says, confident. "We all will."

And I know he’s right.

We lie there until the sun is high, tangled and sticky and perfectly spent, and when we finally get up, I can feel their marks on me with every movement. I don’t hide them. I wear them like a trophy, like a promise.

I am changed. I am awake. And I am so fucking ready for more.

#

The morning after is always the hardest. Not because of guilt—there’s none left in me—but because bodies don’t bounce back the way they did at twenty-three. I wake in Mike’s bed, sheets twisted around my legs, and every inch of skin feels raw, marked up with proof of the night before. My thighs ache, my voice is raspy, and there’s a dull, pleasant burn at the base of my spine.

Nate is still sleeping, an arm thrown over my waist, his breath steady and warm on the back of my neck. Mike is gone from the bed, but I can hear him in the kitchen, clattering dishes and humming under his breath. The smell of coffee and burnt toast is enough to make me smile.

I untangle myself and find the nearest piece of clothing—one of Mike’s old flannel shirts, the fabric soft against my bare skin. My hair is a disaster, makeup long since smeared off, and there’s a perfect red ring of beard burn at the corner of my mouth. I look like I survived a minor car accident, and I love it.

Nate wakes as I stand, pulls me back down for a lazy, open-mouthed kiss, and then lets me go. I hear the shower start up a moment later; he’s never been one to linger in bed. I pad barefoot into the kitchen, where Mike is pouring three mugs of black coffee, his torso bare, plaid boxers slung dangerously low.

He glances up, gives me a crooked grin. "Morning, gorgeous."

I roll my eyes and slide into a chair at the tiny kitchen table. The surface is scattered with empty takeout boxes and a Polaroid camera, a relic from some past party. The window is open, and sunlight slices across the linoleum, making dust motes float like tiny, indifferent satellites.

Mike sits across from me, cradling his coffee. He’s covered in fresh scratches, including one on his collarbone that’s already scabbed. His hair is wild, and his eyes are darker than usual—less playful, more searching.

For a minute, neither of us says anything. We just sip and watch each other. There’s a question in the air, a next step we’re both pretending not to see.

Nate enters a few minutes later, towel around his waist, hair still dripping. He grabs a mug, sits beside me, and slides his hand under the table to rest on my bare thigh. He’s casual about it, but I can feel the possessiveness in his grip.

The silence is almost comfortable. Almost.

Mike is the first to crack. "So," he says, voice careful, "what happens now?"

He looks at Nate, then at me. His thumb drums a steady beat against the ceramic, but his other hand is clenched tight around the handle.

Nate shrugs, takes a long sip, and sets the mug down. "I don’t know. What do you want to happen?"

There’s a long pause. Mike shifts in his seat, leans forward, elbows on knees. "I thought it would just be sex," he admits. "But last night didn’t feel like just sex."

The words hang there, raw and unfiltered. My stomach flips.

Nate’s jaw flexes, a brief flash of tension. He looks at me, then back at Mike. "You’re not the only one," he whispers.

Mike laughs, not unkindly. "Didn’t think I would catch feelings. But here we are." He looks at me again, softer now. "Is this weird for you?"

I don’t know how to answer. I’m wired for awkwardness, my default setting. But I like the way they look at me—like I’m some rare, precious thing, even with my hair a mess and my lips raw.

"I enjoy being wanted," I say, surprised by how true it feels.

Mike nods, relief washing over his face. "Good. Because I want you. Both of you."

Nate squeezes my thigh, not letting go. "I’m not giving her up," he says, and the edge in his voice is both a warning and a promise.

Mike raises his hands, grinning. "Wasn’t planning to steal her. Not my style."

They hold each other’s gaze for a long moment, then laugh, the tension breaking.

We talk for real after that—about what we want, what we’re afraid of, how to make this work. We talk boundaries: no secrets, no drama, no falling in love unless we all agree first. We agree on rules for next time—who calls the shots, what’s off-limits, and what happens if someone gets jealous.

I listen to them, chiming in when I have to, but mostly I’m content to be the object of their attention. The coffee is strong; the air is bright, and for the first time in ages, I feel like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.

Mike leans in whenever he talks to me, eyes never leaving my face. Nate keeps his hand on my thigh, sometimes stroking, sometimes just holding. I watch the play of emotion on their faces—the desire, the uncertainty, the thrill of something new.

I finish my coffee and lean back, stretching my legs out under the table. Mike’s foot finds mine, toes running up my calf. Nate’s fingers dig in just enough to remind me who’s boss.

I smile at both of them, feeling a pulse of heat in my chest.

"Next weekend?" I ask, almost shy.

"Yes," they say, in perfect unison.

And just like that, the awkwardness is gone.

We finish our coffee in silence, not needing to say anything else. There’s a new understanding between us—a kind of reckless hope that maybe, just maybe, this could be more than a onetime thing.

I let myself believe it.

I let myself want it.

And I know they want it too.

#

It’s been two weeks, but the memory hasn’t faded—not even a little. Sometimes, in the dead time between meetings or in the shower or on the subway, I’ll feel the echo of Mike’s hands on my hips, or the phantom tingle of Nate’s breath on the back of my neck, and I’ll have to stop and let the feeling pass before I can go on with my day.

Nate says I’m insatiable. He’s not wrong.

We’ve spent the time well, though. Three sessions with Dr. Hayes—once alone, once together, and once as a couple. She’s efficient, no-nonsense, and she has a knack for steering us back to the root of things. I tell her the truth, mostly: that I feel awake for the first time in years, that I’m terrified of ruining what I have, that I crave the approval of both men and don’t know how to stop.

Nate is honest too, in his way. He admits to jealousy, but also to pride—he loves showing me off, loves knowing I’m desirable to someone else. Dr. Hayes tells us we’re not broken, that all relationships are negotiations, and I believe her. I want to believe her.

Tonight, Nate and I walk into the same cocktail bar where it all started. He’s in a new suit, charcoal gray, and he holds my hand the whole way down the block. I’ve dressed for the occasion: silk blouse, tight skirt, heels that threaten to kill me but make my legs look incredible. My makeup is flawless, my hair sleek, and I’m acutely aware of the matching lingerie beneath my clothes.

Mike is already there, waiting at a corner booth. He’s dressed up too, navy button-down and dark jeans, a look that makes him seem older, more dangerous. He sees us and stands, smiling with a confidence that borders on arrogance, but I can tell he’s nervous. There’s a glint in his eye I didn’t notice before, something vulnerable and hopeful.

The air between us is electric. Nate and Mike shake hands, the gesture lingering just a second longer than necessary. I slip into the booth between them, the three of us forming a small, private universe at the edge of the room.

For a few minutes, we talk about normal things: work, movies, a new ramen place Nate wants to try. But there’s a current running underneath, pulling us toward the inevitable.

Mike leans in first. "So," he says, voice low, "we doing this again?"

Nate looks at me, letting me answer. He’s gotten good at that—stepping back and letting me steer when it matters.

"Yes," I say, clear and steady. "But I want to set some rules first."

Mike’s eyebrows go up, intrigued. "What rules?"

I glance at Nate, then back at Mike. "I liked when you both focused on me," I say, the words thrilling even as I speak them. "But I want to try new things—different positions, maybe a little more… direction."

Nate smirks. "You want to be bossed around?"

I feel my cheeks heat, but I nod. "Sometimes."

Mike grins, wide and feral. "I think we can arrange that."

I lean forward, elbows on the table. "Also, I want more aftercare. No leaving right after—if we do this, we stay together until morning. Deal?"

Both men nod, almost in unison.

"Deal," says Mike, reaching across the table to take my hand. His palm is warm, and the contact sends a spark up my arm.

Nate rests his hand on my thigh, just below the hem of my skirt. "Anything else?" he asks, voice teasing.

I shake my head. "That’s it. For now."

Mike raises his glass. "To negotiations," he says.

For a minute, all three of us just bask in the moment, the newness, the promise of what’s coming.

As we leave the bar, Nate’s arm is around my waist, and Mike walks just a half-step behind, close enough to touch but not quite daring it. The three of us move down the sidewalk like a unit, and for the first time, I don’t care who sees.

The anticipation is delicious. Every nerve in my body is tuned to the possibility of next weekend, of what we’ll do, of what we’ll become.

I let myself imagine it—three bodies tangled together, no shame, no guilt, just the pure, animal pleasure of giving in.

And I know without a doubt that next time will be even better.

The city feels different tonight. Maybe it’s the crisp air, or the sharp edge of anticipation, or the way Nate keeps his hand planted on my ass as we walk—fingers splayed, thumb tracing lazy circles through my skirt.

We don’t talk at first, just drift in and out of the streetlights, weaving around late-night dog walkers and couples out for a last drink. Nate is still buzzing from the bar, from the way I took charge. He glances over at me every few steps, a look that says he’s not sure if he should be scared or turned on.

I decide for him by stopping at the corner, grabbing his lapel, and kissing him hard. There’s nothing soft about it—just teeth, tongue, and the raw need that’s been building.

When I break away, I keep my hand on his chest, feeling his heart race. "You good?"

He grins, cocky. "Better than good."

We keep walking. Nate’s hand migrates lower, squeezing just enough to make me shiver.

"You enjoyed being watched," he says. It’s not a question.

"Yeah," I admit. "Did you?"

He doesn’t answer right away, just tugs me closer. "Only because it was you."

The honesty in his voice almost stops me cold. I slide my hand into his, threading our fingers together.

As we wait at the next crosswalk, I catch his profile in the streetlight's glow and decide to push my luck.

"So, what if we… invited a woman next time?"

Nate nearly trips off the curb. He whips his head around, eyes wide. "You’re joking."

I shake my head, slow and deliberate. "Just something to think about," I say, watching his reaction.

His mouth works soundlessly for a second, then: "Fuck. That’s… wow."

"Would you like that?" I prod.

His ears turn red. "Are you kidding? I’d lose my mind."

I laugh—really laugh—and the sound echoes down the street. I feel reckless, alive, a little dangerous. "Guess you’ll have to keep up, then," I say, and pull ahead, swaying my hips just enough to let him know I’m in charge.

Nate catches up in two strides, grabs my hand, and leans in to whisper, "Who are you and what have you done with my wife?"

I look up at him, eyes bright. "Maybe I was like this all along. You just never asked."

We walk the last blocks home in peaceful silence, bodies pressed close, futures unraveling in front of us like a red carpet. For the first time, I’m not scared of what comes next.

I’m hungry for it.
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