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Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Atlanta

The Will

Drake didn’t expect to inherit an empire.

His uncle had always been the type who wore wealth like a background color — never flashy, never loud, never needy. A quiet titan who built more than he bragged about, and who treated Drake like the one nephew with a brain worth molding.

So when the attorney slid the envelope across the polished oak table, the room felt too warm.

Kylie squeezed Drake’s hand under the table.

The attorney cleared his throat.

“Mr. Bennett requested this be read exactly as written.”

Drake nodded, jaw set.

The attorney unfolded a crisp sheet of paper, the paper thick enough to imply money.

“To my nephew, Drake Bennett:

You were the only one who ever bothered to show up.

You inherited my stubbornness, my fire, and my ability to build beauty from chaos.

I leave you my estate… everything I own.

Use it well.

Build something worth remembering.”

Kylie’s fingers tightened around his.

Drake didn’t breathe.

The attorney continued, but the specifics blurred into noise:

accounts

properties

business shares

liquid assets

art collections

vehicles

land parcels

It was… a kingdom.

And it was now his.

When the reading ended, the attorney gathered the papers neatly.

“My condolences. And… congratulations, Mr. Bennett.”

Drake nodded once, as if thanking him for handing over a set of car keys instead of a fortune that could change the direction of a life.

Kylie stood, cupping his jaw gently.

“You okay?”

He kissed her forehead.

“Yeah. Just… processing.”

Kylie smiled softly.

“Good. Because life just opened the door to...... anything.”

Fast-Forward — Two Months Later

Grief settled.

Shock faded.

Life shifted.

Drake stepped away from the hustle of the architectural grind.

He still took projects — but only the ones that stirred something in him.

He traded twelve-hour days for freedom.

For time.

For the kind of life he and Kylie had always fantasized about but never had the space to truly live.

Kylie left her consulting firm with a grin and zero regrets.

She still worked here and there — “projects for fun,” she called them — but her days opened up like sunlight breaking through storm clouds.

They didn’t just gain money.

They gained time.

Possibility.

Permission.

And for the first time in their marriage…

they had nothing holding them back from living exactly the life they wanted.

One with:

passion

travel

danger

temptation

trust

exploration

and heat that didn’t have to be contained anymore

They said it out loud one night on their balcony with two glasses of champagne and the city humming below:

“Let’s stop holding back.”

“Let’s live all the way.”

“No fear. No limits.”

“Together.”

And just like that, their next chapter wrote itself.

The Search

Atlanta’s skyline glowed like a heartbeat the day they found it.

The newest high-rise tower downtown wasn’t even finished yet — cranes perched on top like steel birds, glass panels still being installed, floors still raw and echoing.

A realtor met them in the lobby.

“Well, these are our crown jewels,” she said, swiping her keycard. “Top two penthouse shells are still available. They’re… essentially blank canvases.”

Drake’s eyes sparked.

Blank canvases were where he lived.

They stepped into the private elevator. Drake imagined what he could do with the inside of HIS elevator. Felt funny saying that but he had plans galore!

The doors slid shut.

The elevator rose, silent and smooth.

When it opened, the wind hit them first.

The penthouse was unfinished — raw concrete floors, exposed beams, temporary lighting, the smell of fresh construction.

But the view…

Kylie gasped.

Floor-to-ceiling glass on two full sides.

Atlanta stretching out beneath them like a living painting.

Sunlight pouring over the bare framework, casting long golden lines across the concrete.

Drake stepped forward, slow, reverent.

Kylie followed, slipping her hand into his.

He whispered:

“This is it.”

And she knew exactly what he meant.

The moment Kylie walked deeper into the unfinished penthouse, the realtor forgot how to blink.

He’d been professional in the lobby.

Polished.

Overly rehearsed.

Probably the top-selling agent in the entire tower.

But the second Kylie stepped into the raw concrete expanse —

light catching her white sundress, the hem floating around her thighs with every step —

the man’s focus snapped like a rubber band.

He wasn’t looking at the skyline.

Or the layout.

Or the features he’d normally brag about.

He was watching her.

And Kylie noticed.

Oh, she noticed instantly.

Drake did too.

Kylie drifted toward the glass as if she belonged there, hip shifting, the dress catching on a warm draft from an open panel. Her back arched just slightly as she leaned her palms on the window railing—casual, innocent, but intentional enough that the realtor swallowed hard.

“Impressive view, isn’t it?” he managed, though his eyes weren’t on the city.

Kylie let her head tilt just enough to catch him in her peripheral vision.

A smirk almost formed—subtle, wicked, feminine.

“Oh, absolutely,” she said, her tone soft but edged with confidence.

“You can see everything from up here.”

She let the words hang.

The realtor didn’t miss the double meaning.

Neither did Drake.

Drake stepped beside her, sliding a hand to the small of her back—not possessive, not jealous…just claiming what was already his. And Kylie leaned into that touch, but not enough to stop the realtor’s eyes from drifting.

The man tried to recover.

“There’s… ah… room for a custom staircase right there,” he said, forcing himself to gesture toward the center of the first floor. “A designer one. Something dramatic.”

Kylie stepped back from the window, brushing past him with a little too much grace to be accidental.

The realtor’s breath caught again.

“I like dramatic,” she said, fingers brushing her dress back into place.

“I like being seen.”

If she’d slapped him, he would’ve flinched less.

Drake almost laughed—almost.

Instead, he watched the man struggle to regroup.

Kylie was testing the boundaries already, pushing her energy outward, teasing the edges of the life they were about to claim fully.

And Drake loved it.

The realtor cleared his throat again.

“With this much unfinished space, you could create something truly unique,” he said, voice thin. “A… personal vision.”

Drake’s eyes locked on Kylie.

“Oh, I plan to,” he said. “Something very… us.”

Kylie met his gaze, understanding every shade of meaning behind it.

Then she walked—slowly—across the concrete, the hem of her dress swaying, her anklet catching the sun, her pierced nipples outlined just faintly through the thin fabric. The realtor’s eyes followed every step despite the way he tried not to.

She paused at the far window, hands sliding up her sides as she lifted her hair to feel the breeze from an unfinished vent. Her dress shifted with the movement, revealing just a hint more of her silhouette.

Drake murmured so only she could hear:

“You’re enjoying this.”

Kylie didn’t even pretend otherwise.

“It’s fun,” she whispered back.

“I like being wanted.”

“And watched?”

She looked over her shoulder at the realtor, who turned away too late to hide it.

“Especially watched.”

Drake’s hand tightened on the door frame.

Good God, he loved this woman.

The realtor tried again to maintain professionalism, flipping pages in his folder.

“This is… one of our most premium shells. The entire city is visible. With a designer like you, Mr. Bennett, this could be… well, a showcase.”

Kylie stepped closer, stopping right beside the poor man.

“A showcase,” she repeated softly.

“Now that has potential.”

The man’s ears went pink.

He nodded too fast.

Drake had seen enough.

He walked over, slipped an arm around Kylie’s waist, and pulled her in.

Not to hide her.

Not to cover her.

Just to remind everyone in the room who she belonged to—and that she wasn’t hiding her glow for anyone.

Kylie rested her hand on Drake’s chest, looking up at him with that same mischievous fire in her eyes.

“Do you like it?” she asked him, though Drake knew the question wasn’t about the penthouse.

He let his gaze track from the concrete floor to the towering glass walls to the sunlight curling around her body like worship.

“I like the potential.”

Her smile deepened.

“Mine or the building’s?”

“Both.”

The realtor cleared his throat again, defeated but still trying.

“I can… give you both some time in the space alone. If you’d like.”

Kylie turned to him with a polite smile that somehow still dripped with dangerous sweetness.

“That’s not necessary,” she said.

“We’ve seen everything we need to.”

The man nodded and retreated toward the elevator, grateful for the escape.

When he disappeared behind the doors, Kylie let out a breathless little laugh.

“He couldn’t look away,” she whispered.

“That’s because you didn’t give him a chance.”

She lifted a shoulder.

“Why would I?”

Drake stepped behind her, hands sliding up her arms, his voice low against her ear.

“Because you love being wanted,” he murmured.

“And I love watching what that does to you.”

Kylie shivered, leaning into him.

“And what will you do with this place?” she asked, looking out the window again at the endless expanse of skyline.

His voice was quiet.

Certain.

“Build us a life worth watching.”

She turned to him, eyes bright.

“And where do we start?”

Drake looked across the raw space and saw it clear as day:

the open great room

the glass staircase

the sky deck

the master suite

the hidden room only they would know existed

All the pieces of the playground forming in his mind.

“We start,” he said, “by creating a home where we never have to hide who we are again.”

Kylie exhaled like that was the answer she’d been waiting for her entire life.

“Then let’s build it,” she whispered.

“No holding back.”

Drake nodded once.

Not anymore.


CHAPTER TWO — The Rules We Live By

The penthouse shell echoed under their footsteps as the realtor’s elevator disappeared below.

Silence settled over the raw space — not empty silence, but the charged kind that feels like the start of something irreversible.

Kylie crossed the open floor and leaned against one of the steel support columns, watching Drake pace the length of the glass wall. The city stretched out beneath them, sunlight glittering off towers like sparks beating against metal.

He stopped halfway across the room, hands on his hips, head bowed as he breathed everything in — the space, the air, the freedom.

Kylie smirked.

“Tell me what you’re thinking, Mr. Bennett.”

Drake turned toward her slowly.

“I’m thinking we need rules,” he said. “Real ones. Not the soft boundaries we used before. Not the ‘we’ll figure it out as we go’ version.”

She folded her arms, one hip sliding out, and her anklet (always visible) glinting in the sunlight.

“I’m listening.”

He walked to her, stopping inches away, eyes locked on hers.

“If we’re going to live the way we talked about…”

His voice dropped.

“…then we have to build the foundation the right way.”

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I want rules too.”

The space between them tightened like a drawn bow.

Drake lifted her chin gently.

“Let’s start.”

Rule One: No Shame

Kylie said it first.

Clear.

Unblinking.

Certain.

“No shame. Ever. Not about what I wear, what I want, what we do, or who looks at me.”

Drake’s jaw flexed.

“Agreed. No shame.”

Their marriage had survived too much honesty to ever go back to hiding.

Rule Two: No Secrets

Drake stepped even closer.

“No secrets,” he said. “Nothing hidden. Nothing tucked away because we’re afraid of the other person’s reaction.”

Kylie nodded slowly, heat rising behind her eyes.

“Good. No secrets.”

This one mattered to both of them.

It was the rule that made everything else possible.

Rule Three: We Choose Everything — Together

Kylie reached out and slid her fingers up Drake’s chest.

“Nothing happens unless we both want it,” she said. “No accidents. No surprises. No crossing lines in panic or impulse.”

Drake breathed out through his nose.

“That’s the backbone right there.”

She smiled.

Rule Four: Jealousy Isn’t the Enemy — Dishonesty Is

This one came from Drake.

“Jealousy is natural,” he said. “Healthy. It means I care.”

Kylie bit her lip in a way he always noticed.

“So we don’t run from it?”

“Exactly.”

Rule Five: Anything That Happens Makes Us Closer — Not Further Apart

This one they said together, like it had been sitting between them for months waiting to be spoken out loud.

They smiled at each other after.

Rule Six: You Always Come Home to Me

Drake brushed her cheek with his thumb.

“No matter the game… the fire ends with us.”

Kylie’s breath hitched.

“Always,” she whispered.

This rule wasn’t about control.

It was about gravity.

The kind that kept them orbiting each other no matter what excitement the world offered.

Rule Seven: We Don’t Limit Desire.

Kylie leaned back against the column, head tilted, hair brushing her shoulders like temptation itself.

“Meaning,” she said, “if I want something… I do it but I tell you.”

“And if I want something…”

Drake stepped closer until his body nearly pinned hers.

“…you do it.”

Her lips parted.

A shiver moved down her spine.

“Deal.”

The Air Shifted

It wasn’t flirting now.

It wasn’t teasing.

It wasn’t fantasy.

It was real.

The rules weren’t restrictions.

They were anchors — stabilizing the wildness they were both ready to unleash.

Kylie exhaled, eyes burning with something close to hunger.

“So that’s it?”

Her voice was soft, breathy.

“Those are the rules that are going to shape the rest of our life?”

Drake shook his head slowly.

“No,” he said. “There’s one more.”

Kylie’s pulse jumped.

“Oh?”

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered:

“Rule Eight: We don’t hold back., for any reason”

Kylie closed her eyes, breath catching as the words sank into her.

She whispered back:

“Then build the life that fits those rules, Drake.”

He stepped back just enough to take in the full space — the concrete, the sunlight, the potential humming around them like electricity.

“I will,” he said.

“This place? This is where it starts.”

Kylie followed his gaze across the raw shell and saw the spark in his eyes — the one that meant blueprints already forming in his mind.

“What do you see?” she asked.

Drake took a slow breath.

“I see a playground.”

Then he looked back at her — her dress shifting in the warm air, her body outlined in sun, her confidence glowing like something dangerous.

“A playground built for us… and every rule we just made.”

Kylie smiled, wicked and warm.

“Then let’s build it.”


CHAPTER THREE — Designing Desire

The moment the rules were spoken into the air, something in the unfinished penthouse shifted.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

Energetically.

Kylie could feel it humming beneath the concrete floor.

Drake stood in the center of the great room again, staring outward at the city like he was measuring it… but his eyes weren’t on the skyline.

They were mapping the future.

His future.

Her future.

Their life—designed deliberately, dangerously, beautifully.

Kylie folded her arms and watched him with a slow, playful smile.

“Your brain is building things,” she said.

He didn’t deny it.

“Always.”

“Show me.”

Drake paced a few steps, his voice reflective, focused, low.

“I’m thinking… openness. Space. Light. Every wall should feel like it’s breathing. Everything white, clean, modern. Nothing heavy. Nothing that steals attention away from the one thing I want this whole place to highlight.”

Kylie’s eyebrow lifted.

“And what’s that?”

Drake turned, eyes narrowing in a way that made her stomach flip.

“You.”

Heat curled in her belly.

She didn’t hide it.

He moved toward the glass, gesturing lightly.

“This entire wall stays. Forty feet of glass. Two stories. A cityscape that frames you like a portrait every time you walk by.”

Kylie stepped forward too, trailing her fingers along the cold pane.

“And who’s watching the portrait?”

“Anyone who happens to be looking,” Drake said without apology.

The rules they set were already breathing between them.

Kylie smirked.

“I like that.”

“I know,” he murmured.

The Staircase

Drake motioned toward the open space where the staircase would go.

“Floating stairs,” he said. “White treads. Black hardware. Glass rails. No risers.”

“So everyone sees everything underneath,” Kylie said, the meaning slipping in as smooth as silk.

He shot her a look.

“Exactly.”

She felt that one in her spine.

The Sky Deck

Drake moved toward the imagined staircase, climbing the “ghost steps” in his mind.

Drake walked toward the open frame where an exterior door would soon be installed. The sunlight spilled onto the concrete like poured gold.

“Upstairs… the deck,” he said. “Infinity pool. Infinity hot tub. No walls.”

He turned back to her.

“No hiding.”

Kylie stepped close enough to catch the way the light cut across his jaw.

“And if someone in a nearby tower sees us?”

Drake didn’t blink.

“Then they do.”

A breath escaped her lips — low, slow, excited.

The Master Bedroom,” he said. “All glass. White bed. Black trim. Clean. Modern. Nothing to distract from the view.”

“What view?” she teased. “The city?”

“No,” he said. “The view of you in that room.”

Her pulse kicked.

“And behind it,” Drake added, “a wall that isn’t a wall.”

Kylie crossed her arms lightly.

“The hidden room you’re not telling me about yet?”

He smiled.

“You’ll see it when it’s ready.”

Kylie walked right past Drake — slow as honey — and positioned herself in front of the glass again. She lifted her hair off her neck, arching slightly, letting the sunlight outline everything beneath the thin fabric of her sundress.

Drake’s breath changed.

She felt it more than heard it.

She didn’t turn around.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t ask permission.

She simply let him watch.

After a few beats of silence, she asked softly:

“So… how do these rules work in practice, Drake?”

He stepped toward her, stopping just behind her shoulder.

“Like this,” he said. “You want to be seen?”

“Sometimes,” Kylie whispered.

“By you… or maybe…”

She let her eyes drift to where the realtor had stood earlier, pretending she didn’t notice him staring.

Drake stepped closer.

“That’s rule seven,” he murmured.

“You want something? You do it, but You tell me.”

Kylie inhaled sharply.

“Then I’ll tell you this,” she said, turning just enough to catch his eyes with hers.

“I liked being watched today.”

Drake’s jaw tightened.

Not with anger.

With heat.

“Good,” he said quietly.

“I liked watching him watch you.”

Kylie’s heartbeat thudded in her chest.

“So the rules work,” she whispered.

“They do,” Drake answered.

“And we’re going to follow all of them?”

“Oh,” he murmured, stepping even closer.

“We’re going to build a life around them.”

As they stood framed by the sunlight, surrounded by nothing but concrete and possibility, Kylie suddenly saw it:

This wasn’t just a penthouse.

This wasn’t just a move.

This was the beginning of a life where she didn’t have to hide her confidence, her beauty, her fire… and Drake didn’t have to hide how much he loved all of it.

He would build the space.

She would bring it to life.

And together they would fill every room with the rules they chose.

Kylie ran her fingers along Drake’s collar.

“Then build it,” she whispered.

“Build the world where we live by our rules… not anyone else’s.”

Drake exhaled, his voice steady and full of promise.

“I already started,” he said.

She smiled.

“I know. I can see it in your eyes.”

He stepped forward again, letting the new life settle between them like gravity.

“This is the beginning, Kylie,” he said quietly.

Kylie lifted her chin, her gaze meeting Drake's in the filtered sunlight. Their lips met—not softly, but with purpose, with weight.

The concrete beneath their feet seemed to vibrate as his hands found the hem of her dress, fingers curling around the thin fabric, pulling it upward inch by deliberate inch.

Skin warmed by sun met his palms as he traced the curve of her waist, the dip of her hip, mapping territory he now claimed as entirely his own.

The glass pressed cool against her back as he backed her against the window, the city sprawled below them like an audience to their transformation.

His mouth left hers to trail along her jaw, down the sensitive column of her neck. Kylie arched into him, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, demanding more.

When his fingers slid beneath the fabric to cup her breast, her breath hitched—not with surprise, but with recognition. This was what they'd been building toward.

The rules they'd established moments earlier weren't just words anymore. They were alive in the way Drake's hands moved with certainty, in the way Kylie responded without reservation, in the knowledge that anyone in the surrounding towers might be witnessing the beginning of something dangerously beautiful.

He took her  fully right there against the glass, their bodies silhouetted against Atlanta's sprawling canvas. The city lights would soon blink to life, but for now, the afternoon sun bathed them in gold, illuminating the truth of what they'd become: unapologetic, unhidden, and utterly, intoxicatingly free.


CHAPTER FOUR — Foundations of Fire

Work crews arrived at sunrise.

A convoy of trucks rolled up to the tower entrance, carrying everything the raw penthouse needed to start its transformation—steel framing, drywall, electrical panels, polished white stone slabs that glittered in the morning sun like pieces of the future.

By eight a.m., the penthouse was alive with noise and motion.

The great room echoed with:

drills whining

hammers striking

saws buzzing

men shouting measurements to each other

Extension cords snaked across the concrete.

Blueprints were taped to temporary walls.

Stacks of white marble leaned against support beams like waiting sculptures.

And right in the middle of all that intensity…

Kylie Bennett lounged in a white sun chair on the unfinished sky deck, soaking in the sunlight like it existed solely for her.

The deck wasn’t finished.

Nothing around her was finished.

But she didn’t care.

She wore almost nothing—just enough fabric to qualify as clothing and not enough to hide a single curve the sun wanted to reveal.

The workers tried not to stare.

They failed miserably.

The sky deck didn’t even have railings yet—just a wide, open platform jutting into the air with Atlanta spread out beneath it. A warm breeze rolled across the concrete, catching Kylie’s hair, brushing the hem of her minimal outfit, revealing more leg than the men pouring concrete downstairs were emotionally prepared for.

She stretched her arms overhead, arching slowly, deliberately.

Drake watched from the great room.

He pretended to review the plans with the foreman, but his eyes kept drifting toward the deck—toward the woman reclining in the sun like some architect’s muse brought to life.

Two construction workers carrying steel beams walked past the open entry to the deck and nearly collided when Kylie adjusted herself in the chair, crossing her legs slowly, the sunlight catching the faint outline of her peach beneath the thin white fabric draped across her.

“Hey—watch it!” one muttered as they steadied their load.

The other whispered back, “Man, I ain’t watchin’ the beam.”

Drake coughed into his fist to hide a laugh.

Kylie heard them.

Of course she heard them.

She slid her sunglasses down her nose just enough to peer over the top and watch them walk away, their faces flushed with something between embarrassment and pure admiration.

Then she smirked—subtle, sinful, pleased.

Drake stepped through the open framing where the future staircase would go, visualizing where each white tread would float, how the glass railings would reflect the skyline. Workers moved around him, installing temporary posts and marking measurements on the concrete.

But every few steps, he looked toward the deck again.

And every time… Kylie shifted slightly.

A slow stretch.

A lazy shift of her hips.

An adjustment of her nearly nonexistent top.

She wasn’t hiding anything today.

Not her confidence.

Not her body.

Not her enjoyment of being the sun around which the entire work crew unintentionally orbited.

The rules were already working.

One guy was installing wiring along the upper beamline.

He froze mid-task when Kylie stood to adjust her chair—

and nearly dropped a spool of wire off the second-floor framing.

“Dude!” his partner yelled.

“Bro—did you SEE—”

“No, I’m trying to keep us employed!”

Drake leaned against a support column, biting down a grin.

Kylie looked over her shoulder at the commotion, pretending to be confused by the noise. The way she tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder, her body outlined by sunlight…

She knew exactly what she was doing.

Men tried to look away.

Men failed.

Repeatedly.

And every time, Kylie’s smile grew.

Drake Approaches

Eventually, Drake stepped onto the deck, hands in pockets, sun hitting his shoulders as Kylie turned her head lazily toward him.

“Enjoying yourself?” he asked.

She stretched again—long, slow, wicked.

“I’m enjoying the sun.”

“And the audience?”

She smiled behind her sunglasses.

“Maybe.”

“You’re going to kill productivity.”

“Not my fault,” she said, adjusting the strap of her tiny top, giving him a front-row view of the problem several workers were currently having downstairs.

“They’re the ones staring.”

Drake looked at her, eyes dark with heat—not jealousy, but something older, deeper.

“You testing the rules already?” he asked.

Kylie tapped the arm of her chair with a single perfectly manicured fingernail.

“I’m… exploring them.”

“And what have you learned?”

She pushed her sunglasses up and met his gaze with unapologetic fire.

“That I realllyyyy like being watched.”

She paused, letting it land.

“And you like watching them watch me.”

Drake exhaled sharply.

She wasn’t wrong.

Behind them, the foreman called up to Drake about load-bearing placements, schedules, and materials. Drake answered with sharp, efficient clarity—every inch the architect he once was—but the entire time, his attention kept returning to the woman on the deck.

To the way the sun kissed her.

To the way the chair framed her.

To the way the men working on his future creation kept stealing glances and losing their place in their tasks.

Kylie Bennett wasn’t just the inspiration for the design of this home.

She was the centerpiece.

The gravity.

The fire.

The reason each space was being shaped the way it was.

Because this penthouse wasn’t just a project.

It was a stage.

Her stage.

And the workers had just gotten the very first preview.

Kylie stood slowly, stretching her body again, sunlight catching the faint outline beneath her clothes as she stepped up to the unfinished edge of the deck.

The city spread out beneath her.

She placed her hands on her hips, letting the wind lift her hair, letting the workers inside catch just one more look they’d think about all week.

Drake came to stand beside her.

“You know,” she said softly, “once the glass railings go in… the view of us from the building across the street will be perfect.”

Drake’s jaw tightened.

“And you want that?”

Kylie didn’t hesitate.

“Yes.”

Then she turned to him—full heat, full confidence, full ownership of who she was becoming.

“The rules we made?” she said quietly.

“This is how I live them.”

Drake swallowed hard.

Construction noise filled the air behind them.

The future was being hammered, screwed, welded into place right beneath their feet.

But the foundation?

They just laid that together.


CHAPTER FIVE — The Meaning of Symbols

The elevator doors were propped open by a yellow construction wedge when Kylie stepped into the lobby that morning.

She’d come down to check delivery measurements for the new glass panels.

But the moment she turned the corner, her steps slowed.

A man stood in front of the elevator, tall, fit, early thirties, sleeves rolled up over forearms dusted with flecks of metal.

A handheld engraving tool buzzed low in his hand.

And on the left elevator door…

A stag was already carved into the frosted glass.

Strong lines.

Minimalist.

Beautiful.

Masculine.

On the right door…

He was halfway through carving a vixen silhouette—sleek, feminine, curved in a way that reminded Kylie of herself.

Kylie stopped behind him, one hand resting on her hip.

She didn’t announce herself.

He turned anyway—like he could feel her before he heard her.

His eyes flicked up.

Then down.

Then back up again.

Kylie Bennett was wearing a thin sheer white dress that clung when she breathed and revealed everything in sunlight… and the lobby hallway wasn’t exactly dim. He could see it all , there was no hiding the fact she wasn't wearing anything underneath.

The man swallowed once.

“Morning,” he said, voice lower than he intended.

Kylie smiled.

“Good morning.”

He cleared his throat, trying to hide the way his gaze kept drifting.

“Hope I’m not in your way. I’m finishing the custom engraving your… uh… your husband ordered.”

Kylie stepped closer—not enough to crowd him, but enough that he felt the warmth of her perfume.

“Oh, I know,” she said softly.

“He told me he had the idea the moment we bought the place.”

The man hesitated, eyes dropping to her anklet—thin, gold, glinting against her skin.

He looked back at the symbols.

“So… the stag is him, right?” he asked. “And the fox… that’s you?”

“Vixen,” she corrected gently.

“Foxes are wild. Vixens are intentional.”

He blinked.

“Oh. Right.”

Kylie stepped inside the elevator, heels clicking lightly on the steel floor. She turned around to face him as she pressed the button for the penthouse.

He didn’t step back.

The elevator door glowed from the hallway light, illuminating the two symbols—bold, clean, carved deep into the glass.

He looked at her again.

“So… what do they mean?” he asked, the curiosity genuine.

“Are they like… family crests? Or something symbolic between you two?”

Kylie’s smile sharpened.

He had no idea.

She let her eyes travel slowly from his chest to his jaw, reading him, deciding how much to give.

Then she stepped forward, placing her palm softly over the freshly carved vixen.

“They’re not just symbols,” she whispered.

“They’re the rules of our life.”

He stared, breath held.

She continued, voice quiet and certain:

“Drake is the stag.

Strong.

Deliberate.

Leader.

Protector.”

Her hand slid from the vixen symbol to the stag symbol on the opposite door.

“And I’m the vixen.

Unbound.

Confident.

Bold.

Unapologetically… seen.”

His pulse visibly ticked in his throat.

She let one hand drag lightly over the engraved line, the sound crisp in the quiet hallway while the hand traced the same outlines on her own body.

“Together,” she said, “these symbols mean we live our life openly. Honestly. Without shame. Without pretending to be something smaller to make the world comfortable.”

He swallowed.

Once.

Hard.

“And Drake had these put on the elevator because anyone who comes up to that penthouse…”

She leaned in one inch closer, her voice dropping to a velvet-soft whisper.

“…should know exactly who we are before the doors even open.”

The man tried to speak.

He couldn’t.

Kylie smiled—not cruel, not mocking, but full of heat and confidence and the thrill of stepping into her new identity.

She stepped back into the elevator fully, hand gliding across the vixen one last time.

“And if someone doesn’t understand the symbols by looking at them…”

The doors began to slide shut.

Her eyes locked on his. She took his hand and traced  up her thigh and across her bare folds.

“…I make sure they understand it when they look at me.”

The man exhaled sharply—like he’d been holding his breath the entire time.

The elevator sealed closed with a soft click.

And Kylie rose toward the penthouse, a slow smile on her lips, the engraved symbols glowing behind her like the official coat of arms of the life she and Drake were building.

The elevator doors whispered open.

Heat rolled out from inside, thick with the scent of sweat and satisfaction and Kylie's perfume still clinging to the air.

She stepped out first.

Her white dress was rumpled.

Disheveled.

Her lipstick smudged.

And her breathing...

Her breathing was still catching, coming in shallow little gasps that made her chest rise and fall in a rhythm that promised secrets.

The young man followed a moment later, stumbling slightly, his face flushed, his eyes wide with disbelief.

His tool belt was askew.

His shirt untucked.

And the front of his jeans...

Well.

He adjusted himself clumsily, trying and failing to hide what had just happened.

Kylie didn't look at him.

She just walked toward the great room, touching her neck where a faint redness bloomed like the memory of teeth.

Only the elevator—and the symbols etched into its doors—knew what happened in those few short minutes between the ground floor and the sky.

But the way the engraver stumbled toward the stairs, his hand shaking so badly he couldn't even press the button for the service elevator...

He wouldn't forget those symbols now.

Not ever.


CHAPTER SIX — Rooftop Fire

The sky deck was almost finished.

White stone tiles had been laid across half the surface.

Black metal framing for the infinity pool gleamed under the sun.

The glass railings weren’t installed yet, leaving the edge wide open to the city, the wind, the heat… and the view.

It was her favorite place in the entire penthouse already.

Kylie stepped onto the deck in a whisper-thin cover-up that moved like smoke and concealed absolutely nothing. The sun hit her bare skin instantly, warming her shoulders, the back of her thighs, her stomach. She felt alive up here — exposed to the sky and the world and whoever bothered to look up.

She lay back in the white lounge chair, stretching out long, slow, deliberate.

Within minutes, the heat settled into her body, and she let her eyes drift half-closed.

But something felt… different.

A prickle.

A presence.

A weight on her skin that wasn’t sunlight.

She turned her head just slightly.

Across the narrow gap between buildings, on the opposite high-rise, a man stood on his balcony.

Tall. Shirtless.

Binoculars pressed to his eyes.

And pointed directly at her.

Kylie’s lips parted.

Oh.

She didn’t move at first — didn’t confirm anything.

But her heart gave one hard, electric thud, sending heat straight down her spine.

She adjusted her sunglasses, pretending to be bored, lazy, sun-drunk.

Then she slowly… slowly… uncrossed her legs.

The man froze.

His binoculars lowered a fraction.

Kylie dragged her fingers down her inner thigh, as if checking sunscreen, as if she had no idea an entire human being was watching her with his breath held.

Her pulse spike was instant.

She lifted her other leg and settled deeper into the chair, knees drifting apart by inches — just enough to make the watcher’s stance change, just enough to make her feel the heat building inside her.

She watched his silhouette through the dark lenses of her sunglasses.

He wasn’t moving.

Not leaving.

Not pretending he wasn’t looking.

He was rooted to the spot.

And she loved it.

Kylie’s chest rose with a slow inhale, her body already humming with the rules she and Drake had made.

No shame.

No secrets.

No holding back.

She let one hand trail lazily down her torso, stopping at the hem of her almost-nothing cover-up. The fabric shifted, revealing more skin, more curve, more invitation.

The watcher’s binoculars jerked upward sharply.

Kylie smiled behind her glasses.

She was on fire.

Then Everything Changed

Footsteps.

Behind her.

Heavy work boots on unfinished stone.

Kylie didn’t close her legs.

Didn’t cover herself.

Didn’t pull the fabric back into place.

She turned her head, slow and soft.

A construction worker — one of the same crew who had been inside earlier — stepped onto the deck carrying a tool bag. He froze mid-stride when he saw her.

His breath left him in one short, stunned exhale.

Kylie met his eyes over her sunglasses.

No apology.

No embarrassment.

Just quiet, simmering awareness.

He swallowed hard, his gaze flicking from her face… to the lounge chair… to the man across the way.

Because the watcher had noticed him too.

Kylie could feel the electricity between all three of them — a triangle of heat and tension and unspoken understanding that made her thighs press just slightly tighter against the chair’s cushion.

The worker tried to compose himself.

Failed.

Tried again.

“Uh… Mrs. Bennett?” he managed.

Kylie let a slow, wicked smile curve her lips.

“Yes?”

“I—uh—I was just… checking the—uh—pool framing.”

His voice cracked.

Kylie tipped her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder.

“Go ahead,” she said softly.

“Don’t mind me.”

The worker’s eyes flashed downward, then back up.

He minded her.

He minded her very much.

And the man across the way?

Still watching.

Still frozen.

Still hungry through those binoculars.

Kylie’s skin glowed under the sun, her breath unsteady, her heartbeat too loud in her own ears. She felt the heat rolling through her body — the kind that made her toes curl against the chair, the kind that made her fingers dig slightly into the fabric.

She spread her legs one inch wider.

Barely anything.

But the worker saw it.

The watcher saw it.

Kylie felt something in her chest snap open like a door in a storm.

She was right at the edge — trembling with adrenaline, desire, danger, excitement. You could see the moisture forming between her thighs.

The worker set the tool bag down slowly, as if being pulled toward her by gravity, eyes locked on hers.

And across the way, the watcher’s hand tightened on the balcony rail.

Kylie breathed out, shaky.

She could barely stand how hot she felt in that moment — the sun on her skin, two men watching her like she was the only thing in the city worth looking at, her body humming with every rule they created.

She was ready to break.

Right at the line.

Teetering over the edge.

And then—

The worker  as if shocked, was stumbling over his own feet. Across the way, the watcher's binoculars remained fixed, now capturing this new development.

Kylie didn't flinch. She just watched the worker, her body still humming, her legs still parted.

His gaze swept the scene: his, flushed and ready; frozen with desire; the watcher, invisible but present through those dark lenses. He understood instantly.

He walked to Kylie's side, his hand resting on the back of her lounge chair.

"Umm ... Having fun?" he asked, his voice low but carrying.

Kylie looked up at him, unashamed. "I was just starting to."

Just then Drake's words rang in her head as she looked over the worker. "Rule seven," she murmured.

Kylie smiled slowly,

She stood, letting the sheer cover-up float around her body like mist.

The man hesitated for only a second, standing before her like a disciple before an altar.

Kylie's fingers worked his jeans with unhurried certainty, the zipper whispering down. His breath hitched when she freed him, already hard and wanting.

She knelt on the stone tiles, the sun warm on her back, the city spread out beneath them like an audience. Without preamble, she took him in her mouth, her movements fluid and confident.

The worker's hands found her hair, his groan echoing across the open deck.

Across the way, the watcher remained motionless, his binoculars steady.

When Kylie rose, turning her back to the worker and positioning herself on all fours, the man didn't need to be told what to do. He entered her from behind, his movements instinctual, urgent.

Kylie's head fell back, a cry escaping her lips that the wind carried away.

She directed him with her body—deeper, harder, faster—until his rhythm matched hers exactly. Her own fingers worked between her legs, circling, stroking, bringing herself closer to the edge.

The worker drove into her one final time, his release so powerful it made his whole body shudder. Kylie followed him over the edge, her own orgasm rippling through her in waves.

When it was over, she stood slowly, straightened her cover-up, and turned to face the man whose name she still didn't know.

"You can go now," she said softly.

He nodded, his face flushed, his movements clumsy as he rebuttoned his jeans and grabbed his tool bag.

Across the way, the watcher finally lowered his binoculars, standing perfectly still for a moment before disappearing into his apartment.

The city hummed below them, indifferent to what had happened on the rooftop. But for two people, everything had changed.

Kylie lay back on the lounge chair, breath still uneven, chest rising and falling as she tried to catch herself.

The worker was gone.

The watcher across the way had vanished.

The sun was hot on her skin, but not as hot as the rush still flooding through her body.

She pressed her palm lightly over her stomach, exhaling slowly, letting the last wave of heat settle through her.

Then she laughed — shaky, breathless, exhilarated.

She’d never felt more alive.

She sat up, adjusting the straps of her barely-there cover-up, and slid her sunglasses back into place.

As she walked inside, her legs still warm from adrenaline, she whispered to herself:

“The rules are working.”

And upstairs…

Drake was about to ask her exactly why she looked like she’d just walked through fire.


CHAPTER SEVEN — The Truth We Don’t Hide

Kylie hadn’t planned on going straight upstairs.

But her legs were still trembling, her skin still buzzing, and her breath still struggling to settle itself by the time she crossed the threshold from the deck into the half-built penthouse.

Construction noise filled the great room again — drills, hammers, saws — but all of it felt distant.

Muted behind the pounding heat in her veins.

Drake was standing at the makeshift island, reviewing a stack of material samples with the foreman.

White stone.

Black trim.

Matte steel hardware.

Their future.

He looked steady.

Controlled.

Focused.

Exactly the opposite of what Kylie felt like.

She stopped just inside the doorway, fingers lightly clutching the edge of her cover-up, trying not to look like she was shaking.

Drake lifted his head.

And froze.

Something in his expression shifted instantly — foreman forgotten, samples forgotten, everything forgotten.

His eyes locked on her.

“Kylie.”

Just her name.

But said like he already knew something had happened.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t know where to start.

Didn’t know how to slow her pulse long enough to form words.

Drake stepped toward her, nodding once to dismiss the foreman.

The man took the hint immediately and walked off with his clipboard.

As soon as they were alone, Drake reached her, his voice low, steady.

“What happened?”

Kylie swallowed.

Her throat was dry.

“I…”

She exhaled, laughing softly at herself.

“I followed the rules.”

His jaw flexed.

“Which ones?”

She lifted her sunglasses slowly — not to tease, not to flirt, but to show him her eyes.

The truth in them.

The heat in them.

“No shame,” she whispered.

Drake’s breath tightened.

“No secrets,” she added.

He stepped closer.

“And no holding back,” she finished.

Now he was right in front of her, close enough she could smell the faint clean scent of his shirt, close enough she could see the way his pupils darkened with every word she spoke.

“Kylie,” he said, voice low.

“What did you do?”

She let out a breathy laugh.

Not embarrassed.

Not guilty.

Just overwhelmed.

“I didn’t do anything,” she said.

“But… I let things happen.”

Drake’s eyes narrowed with heat.

“Tell me.”

She closed her eyes for a moment, steadying herself, then met his gaze again, letting every detail rise to the surface.

“I was sunbathing,” she said softly.

“The man across the way… he was watching me.”

Drake’s nostrils flared.

“With binoculars.”

Drake’s jaw ticked once.

Not upset.

Not angry.

Just charged.

“And?” he asked.

Kylie swallowed again.

“And I… played into it. A little.”

“How little?”

She felt her cheeks flush, heat curling low in her stomach again as she remembered the way the watcher’s posture had changed… the way the worker had reacted.

“Enough,” she whispered.

“Enough to know he wasn’t going anywhere.”

Drake stepped even closer.

“And the worker?” he asked quietly.

Kylie’s breath caught.

“He walked in on it,” she admitted.

“And I didn’t… stop anything.”

Silence.

Heavy.

Electric.

Breathing.

Drake lifted his hand and slid it along her jaw, tilting her face up to him.

His voice was a velvet scrape.

“And did you like it?”

Kylie felt her entire body answer before her mouth did.

“Yes.”

“Did it scare you?”

“No.”

“Did it feel wrong?”

“No,” she whispered again.

“Did you think about me?”

Her voice almost broke.

“The whole time.”

Drake exhaled — a long, slow breath that shook loose something deep in his chest.

He stepped past her, lifting her chin so she was forced to turn and face the direction of the deck.

“Show me,” he said quietly.

Kylie blinked.

“What you looked like,” Drake clarified.

“When someone else was watching you.”

Her pulse hammered.

“This is rule two,” he said.

“Honesty. No secrets. I want to see what you felt.”

Kylie’s hands trembled as she took a single step toward the deck.

Then another.

Drake stayed behind her — close enough she could feel his presence, far enough he wasn’t touching her.

“Start where you were,” he murmured.

She reached the threshold, sunlight warming her skin again.

Her knees wobbled.

She placed her hand against the doorframe, steadying herself.

Drake’s voice dropped, warm and deep and claiming:

“Good girl.

Now walk me thru everything.”

Kylie's fingers trembled as she reached for Drake's belt, her movements slow but certain as if the air itself was thick with unspoken rules.

She dropped to her knees on the sun-warmed stone, the sheer fabric of her cover-up pooling around her waist like mist. When she freed him, already hard and wanting, she took him in her mouth—no hesitation, no apology. Drake's hands tangled in her hair, his groan rough and raw across the open deck.

When her knees burned and her own body demanded more, she rose slowly and turned, positioning herself exactly as she had before.

Drake entered her from behind, his movements more deliberate than the worker's, deeper, harder, each thrust a statement of ownership that made her breath catch in her throat.

Her fingers dug into the lounge chair, the city spread out beneath them like witnesses to their ritual.

When they were done, both panting under the relentless sun, Kylie's laughter was soft but unmistakable.

She looked at the unfinished skyline, at the half-built infinity pool, at the glass railings that would soon frame everything.

"These rules," she whispered, "they were made for this city, "and I love this city"


CHAPTER EIGHT — Written in Skin

The painters arrived early.

Canvas tarps. Buckets. Ladders.

Rollers dipped in fresh white that would turn the raw penthouse into a clean, modern canvas.

“We’ll need a couple hours,” the foreman said.

“Best if you two aren’t breathing in all this VOC nonsense while we do the big coats.”

Drake nodded.

Kylie was already slipping on a crop top thin enough to scandalize a church and a pair of short shorts that made her legs look endless.

A “walk,” she called it.

Drake translated it for what it really was:

A chance for them to breathe outside the heat of the house… and carry their fire into the city.

So they left the penthouse behind and stepped out into Atlanta’s late-afternoon glow — warm, breezy, soft golden light stretching across the sidewalks as the city hummed around them. Eyes were on her everywhere they went, she could feel them!

Kylie walked close enough that her shoulder brushed Drake’s arm, but her confidence pushed ahead of them like a pulse.

After two blocks, she stopped.

A neon sign buzzed above a storefront window — but not the cheap kind.

Classy.

Minimal.

Black-and-white line art glowing clean against dark glass.

A fox and a stag intertwined.

Kylie’s heart skipped.

Drake looked at the sign, then at her.

“Fate,” she said softly.

Or maybe she was the kind of woman who attracted fate.

Inside the Shop

The interior was sleek — monochrome walls, framed tattoo art, black leather chairs, soft amber lighting.

Clean needles glinted on trays.

A tall tattoo artist with sleeves of geometric ink looked up from his sketchpad.

“You two looking for something specific?” he asked.

Kylie stepped forward, fingers brushing her thigh where the watcher had been staring earlier that morning.

“Yes,” she said.

“We want matching pieces.”

The artist nodded slowly, eyes taking in the way she carried herself — not arrogant, not loud, but confident in a way most people only pretended to be.

“And what do you have in mind?”

Kylie turned to Drake, waiting for him to say it.

He didn’t hesitate.

“A stag for me,” he said.

“And a vixen for her.”

The artist blinked once, recognizing instantly that the symbols weren’t random.

His gaze moved to Kylie’s anklet — delicate gold, glinting in the shop lights — then back up to the way she stood seamlessly at Drake’s side.

“Alright,” the artist said.

“Where do you want them?”

Kylie lifted her wrist.

Drake did the same.

Matching spots.

Matching marks.

Matching meaning.

The artist smiled like he appreciated the poetry.

While They Prepare the Stencils

Kylie wandered the shop, fingertips barely grazing the frames on the walls. The air smelled like antiseptic, ink, and low-burning incense.

Drake watched her from the chair, the way her body moved like she knew someone’s eyes were always on her — his or others.

“Does it hurt?” Kylie asked the artist as he prepped the stencil.

“A little,” he said.

“But good pain. Meaningful pain.”

Drake smirked.

“So she’ll like it.”

Kylie shot him a look that could melt steel.

Kylie Goes First

The artist slid the chair backward and tapped the armrest.

“Kylie? You ready?”

She sat, resting her wrist on the padded support, a little breathless but not from nerves.

“Make it beautiful,” she said.

The first touch of the needle sparked through her skin.

She inhaled sharply — not from pain, but from the thrill of feeling something permanent settle into her.

Drake’s eyes burned as he watched her lashes flutter.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

Kylie smiled through a tiny wince.

“Oh, I’m more than okay.”

The needle moved across her skin with smooth, deliberate precision — fine black ink etching the outline of a vixen: elegant, sleek, clever. Kylie's breath hitched with each pass, not from pain, but from the electric thrill of being marked.

The artist's focus was absolute, his free hand resting lightly on the arm of the chair to steady himself. But his fingers brushed just above the edge of her shorts, close enough that warmth radiated from her skin, close enough that he could feel the heat building beneath the thin fabric.

A charged silence settled between them, thick with unspoken understanding.

Kylie's eyes fluttered open, meeting Drake's across the room. His expression was unreadable, but the intensity in his gaze told her everything — he saw, he knew, and most importantly, he approved.

The artist never moved his hand higher, never crossed the line. But the knowledge hovered between them — his desire, her willingness, the moment stretching taut with possibility.

That was enough.

For now.

As the last detail took shape, the vixen seemed to come alive on her skin — a permanent declaration of the woman she was becoming.

The artist wiped away the excess ink, his touch lingering just a second too long before he pulled back.

Kylie’s breath caught.

It wasn’t just a tattoo.

It was a declaration.

She lifted her wrist for Drake to see.

“Well?” she asked.

His voice came out rougher than he intended.

“Perfect.”

Then Drake

Drake took the chair without comment, offering his wrist — bigger, stronger, masculine. The artist smiled, placing the stag stencil with precision.

“This one matches hers,” he said.

“That’s the point,” Drake answered.

The needle buzzed, digging into skin, and Drake exhaled through the burn. Kylie stood at his shoulder, watching the lines come together:

Antlers.

Strength.

Presence.

A stance that matched the man she had given her rules to.

She rested her fingertips briefly on his shoulder, grounding him, claiming him.

When it was done, Drake lifted his wrist beside hers.

Stag.

Vixen.

Bonded in ink.

Bonded in life.

Bonded in the rules they lived by.

Outside the Shop

The sun had dipped lower, painting the sidewalk in warm orange and pink. The city glowed.

Kylie lifted her wrist again, admiring the clean lines.

“It feels good,” she said softly.

Drake intertwined his fingers with hers, their matching tattoos brushing.

“It feels right,” he answered.

Then Kylie stepped closer, pressing her body lightly into his side.

“You know,” she murmured, “when the elevator engraving is finished… those doors are going to tell everyone who we are before they even step inside.”

Drake smirked.

“That’s exactly why I ordered it.”

Kylie exhaled, heat curling behind her smile.

“Then I think we should go home,” she whispered.

“Because I need to show you exactly how right this feels.”

Drake’s hand tightened gently around hers.

“Let’s go see what the painters finished.”

They walked back toward the tower — wrists marked, steps aligned, and a shared pulse running hot and fast between them.

The world was about to see the Bennetts more clearly than ever.

And they weren’t going to hide a single part of it.


CHAPTER NINE — Eyes on the Bennetts

The elevator glided silently toward the penthouse floor, Kylie’s wrist still tingling from the fresh tattoo. She couldn’t stop tracing the soft edges of the vixen silhouette with her thumb.

Drake watched her, smile pulling at the corner of his mouth.

“It suits you.”

“It claims me,” she corrected softly.

The elevator chimed.

The doors slid open.

And the moment they stepped into the penthouse, they walked straight into a wall of painter reactions that would’ve been hilarious if not for how intensely every man in the room froze.

Rollers paused mid-air.

Drop cloths rustled.

One guy nearly stepped off the ladder.

Kylie had forgotten what she was wearing — or maybe she hadn’t.

Her crop top was thin, pierced nipples clearly visible.

Her shorts barely existed.

Her glowing skin and the faint flush from the tattoo shop?

Impossible to ignore.

She stepped forward, lifting her wrist.

“Fresh ink,” she said casually.

The foreman blinked twice before he found his voice.

“Uh—yeah—that’s, uh… that’s great, Mrs. Bennett.”

Two guys elbowed each other behind him.

Drake moved to stand just slightly behind her, not blocking her, not shielding her — just letting the room understand exactly who she belonged to.

“We’ll finish up the last coat in the master suite by this evening,” the foreman said quickly.

“Place is coming together beautifully.”

“And the special panel?” Drake asked.

The foreman hesitated, glancing at Kylie.

“Yeah… that’s installed too.”

Kylie turned slowly.

“What panel?”

Drake reached for her hand.

“I wanted it to be a surprise.”

The Reveal

He led her up the temporary staircase to the second floor.

The master suite was now coated in fresh white paint — clean, perfect, glowing faintly in the evening sun.

But Kylie didn’t notice any of that.

What she did notice was the new wall panel behind the bed.

White.

Sleek.

Seamless.

She blinked.

“What is that?”

Drake stepped beside her, sliding his thumb across his brand-new stag tattoo.

“Open it.”

Her pulse jumped.

Kylie lifted her hand and pressed lightly against the panel.

It slid open with a soft hiss.

Behind it?

An empty room.

Still unfinished.

Still raw concrete and shadow.

But in her mind?

She already knew.

Drake leaned in, voice warm against her ear.

“Our room.”

Kylie’s breath caught.

She stared at the blank space, imagining the blacklight glow… the white bed… the neon lingerie… the hidden silhouette visible only to the city outside.

It stole her breath.

She turned to Drake slowly.

“This is perfect.”

“And it’s only the beginning,” he murmured.

Then Everything Shifted

Kylie moved toward the glass wall to admire the sunset…

…and stopped dead.

Someone was standing on the balcony of the building across the narrow gap between towers.

Not the binocular watcher from earlier.

Someone new.

Older.

Darker suit.

Strong posture.

Still as stone.

Watching her.

Not accidentally.

Not curiously.

Deliberately.

Kylie felt the heat rise instantly in her spine.

He lifted his hand.

Not waving.

Not beckoning.

Just acknowledging her.

Drake stepped behind her, following her gaze.

He didn’t speak for five long seconds.

Then—

“He’s not hiding,” Drake murmured.

“No,” Kylie whispered.

“He isn’t.”

“And you’re not hiding either.”

“No,” she breathed.

“I’m not.”

They stared at the stranger for another beat.

Then he stepped back into his own unit and disappeared.

Drake exhaled.

“Well,” he said quietly.

“That answers one question.”

Kylie turned toward him.

“What question?”

“How visible we actually are up here.”

Her heartbeat quickened.

“And how visible do you want to be?” she whispered.

Drake didn’t answer with words.

He reached beside the bed, grabbing something she hadn’t noticed before.

A white satin ribbon.

Kylie’s stomach flipped.

“You ready to see your new bedroom?” he asked softly.

“I already see it,” she whispered back.

He shook his head.

“No, Kylie.

You’ve seen the room.”

He stepped closer until she could feel his breath on her lips.

“Now let’s christen it.”

Heat shot straight to her core.

“Drake—”

He kissed her wrist.

Right over the vixen tattoo.

Slow.

Claiming.

Then he guided her backward gently, toward the new white bed, sunlight washing over the sheets.

Her pulse thundered.

Her breath shook.

She stepped up onto the low platform…

Drake’s fingers worked the white ribbon into a blindfold, the satin whispering against her skin as he secured it behind her head. Darkness bloomed behind her eyelids, amplifying every sensation.

His touch was deliberate—each button of her crop top unfastened with surgical precision. The thin fabric fell away, revealing her breasts to the open window, to the city, to anyone who cared to look. Her shorts followed, pooling at her feet as the evening air kissed her bare skin.

He guided her backward until her calves met the platform of the new white bed. The mattress yielded beneath her weight as he lowered her gently, positioning her hands and feet into the built-in restraints hidden in the frame. Click. Click. Four times—the sound echoed in the quiet room like punctuation.

From the master suite, the painters’ voices filtered through the wall, their conversation muffled but present. A reminder of the world just beyond their private space.

Drake’s gaze drifted to the balcony across the gap. The man was there again, silhouette sharp against the sunset. Not hiding. Watching.

Drake’s lips found her neck first, tracing the delicate line down to her collarbone. Kylie’s breath hitched. His mouth moved lower, capturing one pierced nipple between his teeth, tongue swirling as her back arched off the bed.

The blindfold intensified everything—the scrape of his stubble, the warmth of his breath, the way his fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs. He took his time, mapping her body as if rediscovering territory he already owned.

When his mouth finally found the heat between her legs, Kylie gasped. His tongue flicked against her clit, teasing, testing. Then deeper—parting her folds, burying himself inside her as her hips rose to meet him. She tasted of salt and want, of surrender and power.

Her fingers curled into fists above her head, body trembling as he built a rhythm that matched the pounding in her veins. Closer, closer—until she broke apart with a cry that the painters surely heard, that the watcher across the way surely understood.

Drake rose then, shedding his clothes with efficient movements. When he entered her, inch by inch, Kylie thought she might shatter. When he finally buried himself to the hilt, she welcomed the stretch, the fullness, the claim.

And then he began to move.

Not gently.

Not slowly.

But with a rhythm that spoke of ownership, of hunger, of a man claiming what was his despite the audience beyond the glass. Each thrust pushed her closer to the edge again, until her screams filled the room, until her body arched like a bow, until the world narrowed to nothing but sensation.

On the other side of the wall, the painters had fallen silent. One by one, they had stopped working, their tools forgotten. Each of them stood frozen, listening to the sounds of a woman losing herself, each of them hard as stone with envy and desire.

When Drake finally found his release, it was with a guttural groan that vibrated through Kylie’s entire body. They lay together, panting, sweat cooling on their skin as the last rays of sunlight painted the room in gold.

He released her from the restraints, fingers tracing the red marks left on her wrists. Kylie’s eyes fluttered open, adjusting to the light.

Drake moved to the far wall, pressing a section that slid open to reveal a hidden compartment. From within, he withdrew a sheer white robe—gauzy, translucent, designed more to highlight than to conceal.

“Walk out in this,” he murmured, holding it open for her.

“And only this.”

Kylie smiled, understanding immediately.

She slid the robe over her still-quivering body, the fabric clinging to every curve. When she stepped out of the room, the painters looked up, their expressions shifting from shock to awe to raw hunger.

“Thank you,” she said softly, “for making our private space so perfect.”

One by one, they nodded, their throats too tight to form words as they stared at the woman who had just given them a glimpse of heaven.

They walked back thru the hidden door.

Kylie collapsed onto the cool white sheets, chest rising and falling, skin flushed, heartbeat still stumbling through the aftershocks.

Drake lay beside her, elbow propped, eyes locked on her face like he could read every thought she had.

The new white walls glowed faintly with sunset orange.

The fresh paint scent mingled with the heat of their bodies.

The open panel to the Room hummed like a promise.

Kylie turned her head slowly, still breathless.

“This house…”

She swallowed hard.

“…is going to ruin us.”

Drake brushed his fingers down her arm, slow and light.

“No,” he said.

“It’s going to free us.”

Kylie’s lips curled into a shaking smile.

“And him?” she whispered, glancing toward the glass wall.

“The man across the way?”

Drake’s voice dropped into something dark and delicious.

“He just became part of the story.”

Kylie exhaled, a shiver rolling through her.

“And us?”

Drake kissed her wrist again, lips brushing the fresh ink.

“We’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER TEN — The Heat That Follows Her

The next morning, the penthouse was buzzing.

Workers in neon vests hauled equipment across the sky deck, measuring tile spacing, tightening bolts on the pool frame, leveling the base for the infinity edge. The sun was still low, but the heat was already rolling off the concrete in waves.

Kylie stepped out of the bedroom in a tiny white romper that barely qualified as clothing in some states. The painters weren’t lying — the whole penthouse smelled like fresh paint, clean stone, and the newness of a life being built from the ground up.

She tied her hair up, slid her sunglasses onto the top of her head, and padded barefoot into the great room.

Drake was reviewing pool specs with the foreman.

He looked up the second he sensed her.

Kylie’s smile was lazy, wicked, innocent, sinful — all at once.

“Morning,” she said.

Drake’s eyes dragged down her legs and back up again.

“You’re going out dressed like that?”

She lifted one shoulder.

“We have rules now, remember?”

He exhaled — half amusement, half heat.

“So where are you going?”

“The market,” she said, grabbing her little crossbody bag.

“I want fruit. Cold fruit. Something ripe and sweet to eat on the deck when you’re done with the workers.”

The workers.

All of whom pretended not to stare as she walked through the great room.

All of whom failed.

The foreman dropped a level.

A laborer stopped mid-measure.

Someone muttered “Jesus Christ…” under his breath as she passed.

Kylie lowered her sunglasses with one finger, giving one of them the faintest smirk over the lenses.

The poor guy’s face turned red as a fire hydrant.

Drake watched her every step, jaw tight.

“Be careful,” he murmured.

Kylie winked.

“Careful isn’t one of our rules.”

Then she was gone.

The outdoor market a few blocks away was already alive.

Vendors sliced melons.

Tourists snapped photos.

Locals inhaled the scent of ripe peaches, fresh berries, mint, basil, honey.

Kylie walked through like she was the highlight of the booth lineup.

Heads turned.

A man carrying apples dropped one.

Two women whispered something approving behind their hands.

Kylie pretended she didn’t notice any of it — but her smile said she absolutely did.

She sampled a piece of watermelon, the juice sweet and cold on her tongue.

She ran her fingertips over peaches in a wooden bin, the soft fuzz brushing her skin.

She picked a cluster of strawberries so red they looked unreal.

Then she felt it.

That prickle on the back of her neck.

She turned her head just slightly.

A man — early forties, tall, dark hair, grey tailored shirt — stood by the citrus stand, pretending to inspect oranges.

Pretending badly.

Kylie didn’t alter her stride.

Didn’t speed up.

Didn’t slow down.

She simply moved deeper into the market, hips swaying just enough to let him choose whether to follow.

He followed.

Not close.

Not creepy.

Not dangerous.

He stayed exactly far enough away to pretend he wasn’t.

She paused at a berry booth, bending slightly to look at blueberries.

His footsteps stopped farther down the row.

She reached for a fig — soft, ripe, slightly splitting open at the seam — and rolled it between her fingers.

A warm breath shivered down her spine.

She turned again, slow.

He wasn’t pretending anymore.

He was watching her openly.

She felt her pulse throb in her wrist, right under the fresh tattoo.

The vixen.

She lifted the fig to her lips and gave the smallest, slowest taste.

The man’s chest rose sharply.

That was all she needed.

Kylie turned, paid for her fruit, and walked away — her smile hidden, her heart pounding.

The footsteps behind her changed.

No longer maintaining distance.

No longer pretending.

They came closer.

Closer.

Until she could feel the warmth of him right at her back.

Kylie didn't turn.

Didn't flinch.

Just stood there, letting the city noise fade until all she could hear was the sound of her own pulse and the presence of the man behind her.

His hand found hers.

Slow.

Deliberate.

She didn't pull away.

Instead, she let him guide her fingers down, down until they brushed against the hard length straining against the fabric of his trousers.

His voice was low, close enough that his breath stirred the hair at her nape.

"I see you like feeling the ripeness of fruit," he murmured.

"Is mine ripe enough for you?"

Heat flooded her cheeks, her thighs, the place between them that was already growing slick with anticipation. His thickness through the fabric sent a shiver straight up her spine—thick, hard, and very much interested.

Then he released her hand as suddenly as he'd taken it.

Kylie dropped the fig she'd been holding.

It landed with a soft thud on the market floor.

When she turned, heart pounding, breath held—

He was gone.

When Kylie came back, Drake was still on the deck with the crew.

They were setting the final support bars for the infinity edge.

Kylie stepped onto the deck with her market bag…

…and every worker froze.

Again.

Her romper was now sun-warmed and clinging.

Her skin glowed.

Her legs were bare and perfect.

And she moved with the unmistakable energy of a woman who had just felt eyes on her all morning.

“Got my fruit,” she announced casually.

One worker tripped over a tile spacer.

Another pretended he wasn’t staring and absolutely was.

Drake’s eyes narrowed — not angry, not jealous…

just burning.

“You okay?” he asked.

Kylie lifted the bag.

“A man followed me.”

The entire job site went silent.

Drake stepped closer.

“Explain.”

She placed the fruit down on the stone counter, lifted her sunglasses, and looked at him with slow, deliberate clarity.

“He followed me with his eyes, "At first" she said.

“And I liked it.”

Drake swallowed hard.

And then he came up being me, pulled my hand to test his "Fruit"

And then he was gone!

“And did you follow the rules?”

Kylie smiled like sin in sunlight.

“All of them.”

She began slicing fruit on the outside counter — peaches, strawberries, figs — slow, sensual motions that made every worker look away and then immediately look back again.

She picked up a strawberry, bit into it, juice glistening on her lips, and turned toward Drake.

And Drake?

He stepped right up to her, voice low, dark, threaded with heat.

“We’re putting up the deck railings today,” he murmured.

“But not for privacy.”

Kylie’s breath hitched.

“Why then?” she whispered.

“So you don’t accidentally fall…”

Drake brushed a thumb across her cheek, slow and claiming.

“…when someone across the way gives you a reason to tremble.”

Her knees almost buckled.

And every worker on the deck pretended they weren’t listening.

Poorly.

Kylie lifted the fruit plate from the counter — strawberries, figs, peaches sliced open and glistening — and walked barefoot toward the sun deck.

The workers pretended to be focused on the pool framing.

They failed.

Every head turned.

Her white romper caught the breeze, the thin fabric outlining every curve underneath it — nothing between her skin and the warm air, just the soft cling of cotton against her bare body.

Drake watched her walk, jaw tight enough to crack.

The rulebook they wrote together wasn’t theoretical anymore.

Kylie was living it.

She stepped onto the sun-warmed stone deck, sunlight spilling across her like honey. The market fruit glowed on her plate, colors bright, fragrant.

She set it on the small table beside the lounge chair, then lowered herself onto the seat in a slow, fluid motion that made Drake’s breath stop.

Her romper rode up instantly.

Of course it did.

There was nothing underneath to keep it from doing exactly what it wanted.

The workers tried — genuinely tried — not to stare as she adjusted herself, crossing her legs in a way that didn’t hide anything the sun wanted to reveal.

A tile saw buzzed.

Then stopped.

Then buzzed again because the worker had forgotten to keep pressure on the trigger.

Kylie pretended she didn’t notice.

She picked up a fig, soft and warm, and pressed it lightly between her fingers. The skin split gently, juice glistening as she brought it to her lips.

A strawberry next.

Bright red.

Sweet.

She bit into it slowly, the juice escaping down her thumb.

From the side of the deck, one of the workers inhaled sharply and dropped a socket wrench.

Kylie turned her head lazily toward the sound, sunglasses sliding down her nose, eyes catching his.

He froze mid-reach.

She smiled softly.

Then she lifted the strawberry to her mouth and finished the bite — slow, sensual, knowing.

Drake walked toward her then.

Measured steps.

Controlled stride.

Heat radiating off him like the sun.

He stopped at the foot of her lounge chair, eyes dragging up her legs, then over the barely-there coverage of the romper, then meeting her gaze with a fire that made every nerve in her body spark.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

Kylie lifted a peach slice, juice dripping down her wrist, and nodded.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

“And the fruit?” Drake asked, voice dropping into something warm and dangerous.

Kylie’s smile deepened.

“Sweet,” she said.

“Messy.”

She licked a bead of juice from her wrist — slow, deliberate — and Drake’s pupils flared.

Behind him, two workers immediately turned away like they were staring into the sun.

Kylie shifted in her seat, the fabric of the romper riding even higher, giving Drake a flash of exactly what she’d been showing everyone else.

The breeze lifted the loose neckline slightly, letting the workers catch the faintest outline of her pierced nipples against the thin fabric.

One of them coughed hard and nearly knocked over a bucket of plaster mix.

Drake didn’t look away from her.

“What happened at the market…” he murmured.

“You’re still feeling it.”

Kylie swallowed a warm rush of air.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“And you’re doing this,” he continued, “knowing they’re all looking.”

She let her eyes slide toward the closest worker, who immediately looked at his shoes.

“Maybe,” she whispered.

Drake leaned forward just enough that only she could hear:

“Good.”

Her breath caught.

He straightened, looking down at her like she was the center of gravity itself.

“I’m going inside for a minute,” he said quietly.

“Stay.”

Kylie blinked.

“Stay?”

“Yes.”

His voice was firm.

Confident.

Claiming.

“And finish your fruit.”

Heat shot through her.

“And if someone watches?” she breathed.

Drake glanced over his shoulder at the workers, all doing a terrible job pretending not to stare.

“Then they watch,” he said.

Kylie’s pulse throbbed.

“And me?” she whispered.

Drake’s eyes locked on hers.

“You glow,” he said.

“That’s what you do.”

He turned and walked inside, leaving Kylie burning under the sun, the breeze slipping under her romper, workers struggling to maintain composure as she lifted another piece of fruit to her lips.

She didn’t close her legs.

She didn’t hide a thing.

Not today.

Not in this house.

Not under their rules.

Kylie Bennett sat in the sun, bare under her clothes, sweet fruit on her tongue, and the eyes of the world on her — exactly the way she liked it.

And somewhere inside the penthouse, Drake was imagining every second of it.


CHAPTER ELEVEN — The Man Across the Way

The sun hung low by the time Kylie finished her fruit plate. A warm hush settled over the deck — workers packing up, stacking tools, sweeping the last of the day’s dust.

Drake still hadn’t returned from inside, and Kylie didn’t rush to find him.

She liked the glow under her skin, the weight of the sun on her bare body under that thin romper, the knowledge that half the workers had spent the last hour trying not to break their necks staring.

She stood, stretched, and carried her plate toward the kitchen area.

The foreman nodded awkwardly as she passed, cheeks flushed.

“Have a… uh… good evening, Mrs. Bennett.”

Kylie winked.

“You too.”

The workers left one by one.

Quiet fell.

Kylie stepped toward the glass wall of the master suite to get one last bit of sun—

And froze.

He was there.

The man from the balcony.

But not on his balcony.

He was standing inside their penthouse.

Tall.

Dark suit.

Handsome in a deliberate, curated way.

Sharp jaw, clean shave, sleeves rolled to his forearms.

And he looked right at her.

Kylie’s breath caught.

His voice was low, smooth, and maddeningly calm.

“Mrs. Bennett.”

She blinked.

“Excuse me—who—how—”

He lifted a hand slightly, not in apology… more like introduction.

“I’m Lucas Hale,” he said.

“I own the penthouse across from yours.”

Her pulse jumped.

Drake appeared from behind the kitchen wall at the exact same moment, stopping in place when he saw Kylie facing the visitor.

Drake’s eyes narrowed.

“You came all the way over here,” Drake said slowly, “instead of waving from your balcony like a normal neighbor?”

Lucas gave a small smile.

“Waving felt… insufficient.”

Kylie felt her heartbeat slam against her ribs.

Lucas’s eyes slid from Drake… to her… then back again, like he was measuring the dynamic in the room.

“I didn’t want to intrude,” he said calmly.

“But your contractors left the service access unlocked. And I thought…”

His eyes rested on Kylie for half a breath.

“…now that we’re neighbors, it was time to say hello.”

Kylie swallowed.

“You’ve been watching us,” she said — soft accusation, soft invitation.

Lucas didn’t deny it.

“I’ve been watching you,” he said simply.

“And also watching what you’re building here.”

Drake stepped closer to Kylie, not blocking her, but aligning with her.

“And what exactly do you think we’re building?” Drake asked.

Lucas’s stare didn’t waver.

“A life,” he said.

“A very bold one.”

Kylie felt warmth pool low in her stomach.

Lucas reached into his jacket — slow, calm, confident — and handed Kylie a small, black card.

She took it.

The card was heavy.

Elegant.

Embossed with a simple address.

HALCYON PRIVATE GALLERY

TONIGHT — 9PM

Invitation for:

K. BENNETT

Kylie blinked.

“A gallery?” she asked.

Lucas’s lips curved slightly.

“Not open to the public. Not advertised. Not… restrained.”

His eyes flicked down her body — one slow, devastating sweep.

“I think you’ll find the curation aligns with your… energy.”

Drake stiffened, but not with anger.

Something else.

Something darker.

Hotter.

Lucas turned to Drake.

“You’re welcome to accompany her,” he said with polite sincerity.

“I don’t want to… step outside your rules.”

Kylie’s pulse roared.

The rules.

No shame.

No secrets.

No holding back.

Lucas stepped back toward the private access door, pausing only once before leaving.

He looked directly at Kylie and said, in a voice that felt like fingertips:

“I hope you’ll come.”

Then he disappeared.

The door shut.

Silence.

Drake exhaled slowly, the sound low and full of heat.

Kylie clutched the black card, heart pounding so hard it hurt.

She turned to Drake.

“Well?” she whispered.

“What do you think?”

Drake stepped closer.

His voice was low, dark, dangerous.

“I think,” he said, “that a man who walks into my penthouse uninvited…”

he took the card from her hand, eyes burning

“…needs to understand exactly who he’s inviting.”

Kylie shivered.

“And me?” she whispered.

Drake cupped her jaw, thumb brushing the edge of her mouth.

“You…”

a slow breath

“…need to show me what you’re planning to wear to this gallery.”

Kylie’s lips parted.

“Drake…” Really?"

“Yes”

“No underwear,” he whispered.

“Obviously.”

Heat shot through her entire body.

The invitation burned in Drake’s hand.

Tonight, the Bennetts had somewhere to be.


CHAPTER TWELVE — The Gallery of Intentions

Kylie stood in the master suite, staring at the open wardrobe Drake had designed for her — a curated mix of whites, golds, blacks, silks, and the barely-there fabrics she had always secretly wanted to wear in public but never dared.

Until now.

Drake leaned against the doorframe behind her, arms crossed loosely, simply watching.

Not judging.

Not directing.

Not controlling.

Just watching.

“Kylie,” he said softly, “wear what feels like the rules.”

Those words were permission and acceleration all at once.

Kylie turned back to the wardrobe, fingertips trailing over fabrics until she found it:

A white slip dress.

Barely a dress.

More like a whisper of silk disguised as clothing.

Thin straps.

Low back.

High hem.

Clinging.

Weightless.

And of course… nothing underneath.

Nothing ever underneath.

She lifted it from the hanger.

Drake inhaled — slow, not possessive, but appreciative.

Like watching a piece of art come to life.

Kylie slid the dress over her body.

The silk fell into place like it belonged to her.

The faint outline of her pierced nipples showed instantly through the fabric.

The curve of her hips.

The movement of her thighs.

Every subtle shift.

Drake let out a low exhale.

“Kylie…”

“Too much?” she asked softly.

He shook his head.

“Not enough.”

She smiled — wicked, bright, confident.

She added heels, brushed her hair into loose waves, applied a thin line of eyeliner, and finished with a gloss that made her lips look dangerous.

She caught Drake’s reflection in the mirror — jaw tense, eyes dark, breathing slow.

“You okay?” she teased gently.

“I’m fine,” he murmured.

“Just… appreciating the view.”

“And tonight?” she asked.

“You’re not going to step in… right?”

Drake pushed off the doorframe, walked behind her, and laid his hands lightly on her shoulders.

“No,” he said.

“You walk your walk.”

He paused.

“I’ll just be there.”

Close.

Watching.

Present.

But never in her way.

Kylie’s pulse quickened.

She had never felt more powerful.

The Limo Ride

The building’s private car service waited downstairs — a sleek black limo, soft interior lighting, chilled air, and tinted windows.

Kylie slid into the seat first.

The silk rode high on her thigh.

Drake sat across from her, not beside her — leaving the visual open, letting the moment breathe.

“You look like trouble,” Drake said quietly.

Kylie let one leg cross the other.

The dress shifted again.

“Then it’s a good thing I have rules,” she murmured.

He smiled — slow, dark, proud.

Atlanta’s night lights slid past the windows, reflecting off her dress, her skin, her confidence. Every street they passed made her heartbeat pick up. Every block closer to Lucas Hale’s gallery made her aware of the heat inside her.

Drake watched all of it in silence.

Not possessive.

Not territorial.

Just present.

The limo driver kept his eyes fixed on the road ahead, but the partition remained down — deliberate, intentional. Kylie shifted in her seat, silk clinging, hem riding high enough that if the driver dared glance in the rearview mirror, he'd see everything.

The thin fabric revealed the curve of her hips, the shadow between her thighs, the hard points of her pierced nipples pressing against the silk like secrets begging to be told.

Drake watched her, watched the driver's knuckles whiten on the steering wheel, and a slow smile touched his lips.

He didn't need to possess her in that moment. He just needed to share her — the thrill of her, the heat of her, the way she moved like she belonged to no one and everyone at once.

The driver's pulse hammered in his throat, visible even from across the car, and Kylie's answering smile was pure fire.

She knew. Drake knew. The driver knew.

And the rules between them made it perfect.

The limo turned down a secluded street — upscale, quiet, with an understated sign:

HALCYON PRIVATE GALLERY

Kylie bit her lip.

Drake noticed.

“You ready?” he asked softly.

She nodded.

“Are you?” she countered.

He smirked.

“Kylie… I was ready the moment he showed up at our door.”

Arrival

The gallery entrance wasn’t flashy.

It was elegant.

Minimal.

Intentional.

A single glass door.

Muted lighting.

A black-suited attendant waited beside it.

The attendant’s eyes widened subtly when he saw Kylie step out of the limo.

His gaze fell instantly to the way the silk dress clung to her.

Then to her legs.

Then back to her face — as if trying to hide the fact he’d looked.

“Mrs. Bennett,” he said with a slight bow, “welcome to Halcyon.”

Kylie heard the approval in his tone — barely hidden.

She liked it.

Drake walked behind her — not blocking, not claiming.

Just following the rules.

The attendant opened the door.

Inside, the gallery was dim and warm, lit by soft spotlights and shadows. Sculptures. Paintings. Photographs.

All sensual.

All bold.

All curated with intention.

But none of it compared to the man standing at the far end of the entry hall.

Lucas Hale.

Tall.

Composed.

Suit fitted perfectly.

Hands clasped loosely behind him.

He looked up.

Saw Kylie.

Stopped breathing.

Then—

“Kylie,” he said, voice dropping an octave,

“You look… extraordinary.”

She felt the compliment slide over her skin like heat.

Drake stepped just behind her shoulder — quiet, watching, steady.

Lucas’s eyes slid to him.

“Drake,” he said with a respectful nod.

“I’m glad you both came.”

Drake returned the nod.

“We agreed to no holding back,” he said simply.

Lucas’s eyes flickered with something like approval.

“I hope you’ll both enjoy the exhibit,” he said, stepping aside to let them in. “Some of the pieces tonight… require an open mind.”

Kylie stepped forward.

“Good,” she whispered.

“I brought one.”

Lucas exhaled, slow and full.

Drake followed her at a respectful distance — letting her lead, letting her shine, letting her fire light the room.

He wasn’t there to stop anything.

He was there to see everything.

And the night was only beginning.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN — The Gallery of Want

The gallery wasn’t large.

It didn’t need to be.

Every wall, every spotlight, every sculpture, every shadow had been arranged with a kind of deliberate intimacy Kylie had never seen before.

Most museums felt like they kept you at a distance.

Halcyon felt like it wanted to pull you in.

Lucas Hale walked one slow step ahead of her, hands clasped behind his back in a posture that was polite… but not at all passive.

Drake followed several paces behind — exactly as promised — giving Kylie space, letting her lead, letting her experience the world without interruption.

Kylie moved like silk through the dim hallways, her whisper-thin dress catching each subtle shift of air. Her bare skin glowed under the soft amber lights, every step a tease, every sway of her hips a quiet declaration of who she’d become.

She caught Lucas stealing a glance once.

Just once.

It wasn’t a leer.

It wasn’t a fumble.

It was the look of a man who understood the value of beauty… and recognized it instantly.

She felt heat slide low in her stomach.

The First Room — The Portraits

Lucas stopped before a collection of framed photographs.

Black-and-white.

High contrast.

Not explicit.

But deeply intimate.

Hands touching.

Eyes locked.

Bodies angled in ways that suggested more than they showed.

Emotion.

Desire.

Tension.

Kylie exhaled softly.

“They’re… beautiful,” she whispered.

“They’re honest,” Lucas said quietly.

“Honesty is rare.”

She glanced sideways at Drake.

He met her eyes calmly — steady, open, no jealousy, no fear. Just heat and understanding.

Kylie turned back to the wall.

One piece in particular caught her breath.

A woman sitting on a chair, nothing but shadows covering her, the light falling across her collarbone and thighs in a way that felt both exposed and protected.

Lucas noticed the way Kylie lingered on it.

“That one hits you,” he said.

Kylie nodded, voice sinking.

“She looks…”

She swallowed.

“…like she wants to be seen.”

Lucas spoke without hesitation.

“She does.”

Kylie’s breath caught.

The words vibrated deeper than they should have.

Behind her, Drake shifted his stance — not moving closer, not stepping in — just watching more intently.

The Second Room — The Light Installation

Lucas led her into a darker room, illuminated by beams of soft white light that moved slowly like drifting silk.

When Kylie stepped inside, the lights shifted — following the lines of her legs, her hips, the curve of her back, the dip of her shoulder.

Drake’s breath hitched quietly.

Lucas watched the lights play across her skin.

“This room reacts to presence,” he said.

“Movement. Intention.”

Kylie moved one step forward.

The lights tightened around her like hands tracing air.

Her chest rose.

Lucas circled to stand slightly in front of her, letting the light play between them. Not touching. Not closing the distance.

Testing.

Kylie felt it.

She lifted her chin, meeting his gaze.

Drake stayed in the doorway, silent, giving her the space to choose.

Lucas spoke softly, voice sliding like velvet.

“Some people come in here trying to hide.”

Kylie didn’t move.

“Others come in wanting to be seen.”

The light shifted along her thighs.

Heat climbed her spine.

“And you,” Lucas murmured,

“seem like a woman who already knows exactly who she is.”

Kylie’s pulse thundered in her wrist.

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t need to.

Lucas held her gaze a second too long — enough to feel deliberate, controlled, respectful… but undeniably charged.

A test.

Drake saw it.

Kylie felt it.

And neither of them broke.

The Third Room — The Unspoken Question

The next room felt different.

More intimate.

More dangerous.

A single sculpture stood in the center: two abstract figures — one tall and angular, one curved and fluid — leaning toward each other without ever touching.

The space between them was the art.

Lucas stopped beside her.

“This piece is about restraint,” he said.

“The moment before action. The breath before a decision.”

Kylie nodded slowly.

“It’s the tension that makes it beautiful.”

Lucas looked at her.

“Do you like tension, Kylie?”

She swallowed.

Behind her, Drake exhaled — not warning, not objection.

Recognition.

Permission.

Lucas continued, voice lower now.

“Tension… tells us the truth about who we are.”

Kylie’s lips parted.

“And who am I?” she asked quietly.

Lucas didn’t touch her.

Didn’t lean in.

He simply said:

“A woman who doesn’t run from being wanted.”

She inhaled sharply.

Drake stepped closer then — not to interfere, not to block — but because the air between them had changed, and he wanted to feel every inch of it.

Lucas didn’t step back.

Kylie felt both men in her atmosphere like heat and gravity.

Lucas met her eyes.

“Would you like to see the private collection?” he asked softly.

Kylie’s stomach tightened.

“What’s in it?” she whispered.

Lucas smiled — slow, confident, sure.

“Pieces that don’t hide.”

Kylie’s knees nearly buckled.

She turned her head toward Drake.

He didn’t say a word.

He just nodded once.

Slow.

Permission.

Support.

Fire.

Kylie faced Lucas again.

“Show me,” she whispered.

And Lucas Hale led her deeper into the gallery.

Drake followed.

Close enough to watch.

Far enough not to interfere.

Exactly the way she wanted.

Exactly the man she married.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN — The Threshold

The private wing of Halcyon wasn’t marked on any map.

Lucas opened a matte-black door with a keycard and stepped inside as if he were leading her into a secret he’d been saving for years.

Kylie followed.

Drake entered last.

The room was warm, low-lit, lined with sculpted shadows and soft gold light. Plush carpet muffled every footstep. A long mirrored wall reflected them as if the gallery wanted proof they’d been here.

Kylie felt the air change.

Not dangerous.

Not dirty.

Just charged.

Lucas moved ahead of her, stopping in the center of the room where a single art piece stood beneath spotlight:

A minimalist steel frame — tall, clean, almost architectural.

A frame a woman could step into.

A frame a woman could lean against.

A frame a woman could be seen through.

Kylie swallowed.

Lucas circled her once, slow and respectful, like she wasn’t a thing to touch but a thing to admire.

“Some art,” Lucas murmured, “only reveals itself when someone is brave enough to stand in the right place.”

Kylie’s pulse fluttered.

“Is this one of those pieces?” she whispered.

Lucas nodded.

“Yes.”

Then—

“Would you like to see what you look like in it?”

The question was a test.

A dare.

A door opening.

Kylie stepped toward the frame.

Her heels clicked softly on the floor.

The silk of her dress swayed against her bare skin.

Her hair brushed her shoulders as she moved.

Drake watched from a few feet behind — breathing slow, eyes dark, hands steady at his sides.

Not interfering.

Not stepping in.

Just witnessing.

Kylie reached the frame and placed one hand on the cool metal.

The spotlight warmed her skin.

The mirror behind her reflected everything:

Her legs.

Her hips.

The delicate sway of the dress that hid nothing underneath.

Lucas stopped in front of her.

“Turn around,” he said quietly.

She did.

Slow.

Graceful.

Heart pounding.

She faced the mirror now, seeing herself in the frame — caught between shadow and light, silk and skin, confidence and craving.

Lucas stood behind her reflection, his presence a line of heat she could feel without being touched.

“Beautiful,” he said softly.

Not lust.

Appreciation.

Desire disguised as art critique.

Kylie’s breath trembled.

“Is this still part of the exhibition?” she whispered.

Lucas came one step closer.

“Yes,” he murmured.

“But this is the moment the art begins watching you.”

Kylie’s knees weakened.

She felt him behind her — close enough that the warmth of his chest hovered just shy of her back, close enough that her dress fluttered with the exhale he released.

His eyes met hers through the mirror.

A question.

Not spoken.

Not rushed.

Not forced.

A question she answered with a single slow nod.

Behind them, Drake took one step closer — silent, steady, fire flooding his eyes — giving her permission without a word.

Lucas lifted his hand.

Placed it lightly on the small of her back.

Kylie inhaled sharply.

Her body arched instinctively, silk tightening across her curves.

Lucas’s voice dropped into a tone that curled straight into her spine.

“Lean forward,” he whispered.

Kylie braced her hands on the sides of the metal frame, her back arching, the hem of her dress sliding higher over the backs of her thighs.

The room exhaled with her.

Lucas stepped directly behind her now.

Her pulse thundered.

Her legs trembled.

And the air between them burned.

He positioned himself close — exactly close enough for her to feel the shape of his presence behind her without a single explicit touch.

“Do you want this?” Lucas asked softly, breath warm against her ear.

Kylie’s lips parted.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Show me.”

Behind them, Drake tightened his jaw, nostrils flaring, but he didn’t move forward.

Didn’t interfere.

Didn’t stop anything.

He watched.

He allowed.

He wanted to see this unfold exactly the way Kylie needed it.

Lucas placed his hands on her hips — warm, steady, reverent.

Kylie’s breath shivered.

Her legs parted instinctively.

Her body bowed.

Her eyes closed.

The entire room vibrated with the moment before the moment.

Lucas stepped in behind her—

Through the thin silk, Kylie felt his thickness before she saw it—a hard line pressing against her back as she remained bent over the frame, hands gripping the metal, watching herself in the mirror as if witnessing someone else's undoing.

Lucas worked his zipper down in one smooth motion, the soft hiss the only sound in the room besides their breathing. Before Kylie could process the intention, he was there—pressing against her entrance, then sliding in with deliberate slowness that made her gasp. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way that was both familiar and forgotten, a rediscovered territory of sensation.

His rhythm was maddening—long, measured strokes that consumed her entirely. Kylie wanted harder, faster, more desperate, but his hands held her hips in a firm grip, controlling the pace with an authority that left her powerless. She'd never been teased like this, brought to the edge so slowly that pleasure became its own form of torture.

When her orgasm crashed through her, it wasn't a sharp peak but a prolonged wave that seemed to have no end. At that unhurried pace, her release kept coming—rippling through her in endless contractions, her body shaking continuously as she climaxed again and again.

Lucas maintained his steady rhythm for what felt like hours—neither quickening nor slowing, just that perfect, torturous pace that kept her suspended in pleasure. When he finally found his release, Kylie felt the warmth of him flood her insides, a claiming that sent shivers through her already trembling body.

He withdrew from her slowly, stepping back without a word, leaving her leaning against the frame as she tried to collect herself. In the mirror, Kylie watched him walk away, his reflection disappearing into the shadows, while she remained—marked, shaking, and utterly undone.

Kylie remained bent forward for several long seconds, letting her pulse settle, letting her legs remember how to hold her weight.

Then—

She lifted her head and looked into the mirror.

And met Drake’s eyes.

He looked wrecked.

Awestruck.

Lit from the inside.

“Kylie…” he whispered, voice raw.

She straightened slowly, the silk slipping back into place over trembling skin, and turned to face him.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

Drake exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for minutes.

“Better than okay,” he said.

“You…”

His voice broke into a low growl.

“…you were incredible.”

Kylie smiled — slow, shaking, powerful.

Lucas stepped back into the shadows of the room, letting them have the moment, no intrusion, no arrogance.

Just a quiet acknowledgment of what had happened.

Kylie touched Drake’s chest lightly.

“You’re still following the rules…” she whispered.

Drake nodded once.

“No shame.

No secrets.

No holding back.”

Kylie’s heart hammered.

“Then,” she said softly, “take me home.”

Drake took her hand.

Lucas watched her leave — not with possession, not with regret, but with a look that promised:

This wasn’t the last time.

And Kylie walked out of the private gallery knowing the same.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN — The Ride Back Up

The door of the gallery closed behind them with a soft click.

Kylie’s legs were still unsteady.

Her breathing still uneven.

Her skin still trembling with the after-heat of what happened inside that private room.

Drake didn’t touch her on the sidewalk.

Didn’t grab her.

Didn’t guide her.

But his eyes…

His eyes were molten.

The limo door opened, and Kylie slid in first.

The silk dress rode high up her thighs immediately — nothing underneath to hold it down, nothing to hide the way her body still pulsed with aftershocks.

The driver caught it in the rearview mirror.

He tried to look away.

He failed.

Drake stepped in after her, closing the door.

The limo pulled away from the curb.

Silence lasted all of two seconds.

Then Drake leaned forward, elbows on his knees, breath low and harsh.

“Kylie,” he murmured, “look at me.”

She did.

And the expression on his face nearly buckled her again.

“You let him see you,” Drake breathed.

“You let him touch you.

You let him—”

He cut himself off, jaw flexing.

Kylie swallowed, her voice soft, raw, shaking:

“I followed the rules.”

Drake’s breathing hitched.

The dress slid even higher.

The driver saw it in the mirror — his eyes widening, throat tightening — and Kylie felt the heat of it rush through her.

She leaned back in the seat, letting her knees drift apart just an inch.

Drake’s nostrils flared.

“You’re doing that on purpose,” he rasped.

Kylie tilted her head, lips curving.

“Maybe.”

Drake’s voice dropped into something that vibrated straight through her.

“Come here.”

She didn’t crawl.

She didn’t move timidly.

She glided across the seat until she was right in front of him, knees pressing against his legs.

The limo hit a red light.

The driver watched.

The mirror told her everything:

He wasn’t missing a second.

Kylie inhaled shaky.

“Drake…”

He reached up, cupped her jaw, pulled her closer.

His voice was a growl wrapped in velvet.

“You are the sexiest thing I have ever seen in my life.”

He swallowed hard.

“And right now… you’re killing me.”

Kylie’s breath trembled.

“Then do something about it.”

Drake’s pupils blew wide.

“Kylie…” he whispered, warning cracking into want,

“We’re in the back of a car—”

She cut him off with a slow press of her body against his, silk sliding over skin.

“And?”

Drake exhaled, shaking.

“And the driver can see.”

Kylie leaned in until her lips brushed his ear.

“He already did,” she whispered.

Drake lost his breath.

He grabbed her hips — not rough, just desperate — pulling her fully onto his lap.

The driver cleared his throat softly.

Didn’t help.

Didn’t change anything.

Kylie straddled Drake without hesitation, her dress hiking up so far the driver’s hands tightened on the wheel.

Drake looked wrecked.

Destroyed.

Hungry.

“Kylie…” he breathed.

She kissed him once — slow, deep, claiming.

Then she whispered:

“I need you.”

Drake’s head fell back.

“Kylie—

Oh, God—

We’re… we’re really doing this here?”

She nodded, eyes dark, voice trembling with heat.

“Yes.”

Then she pulled back just enough to smirk.

“Unless you’re worried he’ll see.”

Drake’s hands tightened on her hips.

“Kylie…” he growled,

“I want him to.”

Kylie’s entire body ignited.

The limo turned a corner.

The driver’s eyes flicked up into the mirror again — cautious, hungry, trying so hard to pretend he wasn’t watching.

Kylie didn’t close her legs.

She didn’t hide her body.

She didn’t hide a thing.

She braced her hands on Drake’s shoulders, the silk dress barely hanging on, her breath shaking.

Drake’s voice broke.

“Kylie…

You’re right at the edge…”

“I know,” she whispered.

“Do you want—?”

“Yes.”

The air sizzled.

The driver swallowed audibly.

Kylie leaned forward, lips almost touching Drake’s, body lined up perfectly—

His mouth crashed against hers, deep and desperate, a collision of all the things they hadn't said. Drake's fingers found the thin straps of her dress, sliding them down her shoulders until the silk pooled at her waist. He lowered his head, taking one pierced nipple between his teeth, tongue swirling as her back arched. The limo hit a bump, pushing her harder against him.

In the rearview mirror, the driver's knuckles were white on the steering wheel.

Drake's hands roamed her back, hips, thighs — possessive, hungry, like he was memorizing every inch. Kylie's fingers shook as she found his zipper, the metal teeth parting with a soft hiss that echoed in the quiet limo. She freed him, already hard and wanting, thick with the need that had been building all night.

She positioned herself above him, knees sinking into the plush leather on either side of his hips. The driver watched as she lowered herself, inch by excruciating inch, until Drake was buried inside her. She took him to the hilt, her body welcoming the stretch, the fullness, the claim.

Drake's head fell back against the seat, his grip tightening on her hips. "Kylie..." he breathed, voice raw.

She began to move — slow at first, finding her rhythm, then faster, harder, riding him with a desperation that matched his own. The driver watched as Drake held her dress high, giving him a clear view of her body taking him, of her breasts bouncing with each thrust, of the way her head fell back in ecstasy.

A flicker of jealousy crossed Drake's face as he caught the driver's eye in the mirror — not anger, just a hot surge of possessiveness that made him thrust up into her harder. Kylie cried out, her body arching as she met each thrust with equal force.

They moved together, lost in the moment, the world outside fading to nothing but the sound of their bodies, their breathing, their shared pleasure. The limo turned into the tower parking garage, the concrete walls reflecting their sounds back at them as they approached their destination, still moving together, still connected in every possible way.

The limo was silent except for their breathing.

Heavy.

Shaking.

Spent.

Kylie collapsed against Drake’s chest, hair falling around them like a curtain.

Drake wrapped one arm around her waist, the other sliding up her back as he tried to catch his breath.

“Kylie…” he whispered, voice hoarse,

“…you’re going to ruin me.”

The driver Didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Probably couldn’t.

Drake lifted Kylie’s chin, kissed her slow and deep, and whispered:

“Let’s go upstairs.”

Her legs were still shaking when he helped her out of the car.

And the night was nowhere near over.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN — The Secret in the Secret room.

The lobby doors opened, and the doorman caught sight of them instantly.

Kylie’s silk dress was wrinkled, clinging, barely hanging on her body.

Drake’s shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, hair mussed, breathing not fully steady.

The doorman didn’t ask.

He just grinned — a slow, knowing smile — and tipped his head.

“Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Bennett.”

Kylie felt her cheeks heat.

Drake gave the man a quiet smirk and a nod.

They crossed the lobby, and every step toward the elevator made the air between them thicker… heavier… charged.

Inside the car, Kylie leaned back against the glass wall, breathing slow, trying to calm her pulse.

Drake stepped in front of her, caging her body between his arms — not touching, just close enough to feel the electricity.

The engraved stag and vixen designs on the elevator doors glowed subtly in the soft light, the freshly etched lines catching her eye.

The elevator chimed.

Drake’s voice dropped low.

“Kylie… there’s something I didn’t tell you.”

She blinked.

“What?”

“You’re getting your surprise tonight.”

A pause.

She didn’t get the chance to question him.

The doors opened.

The penthouse was dim — quiet — except for the faint hum of tools deeper inside.

Kylie froze.

Lights were on in the Back Room.

Drake muttered under his breath.

“They weren’t supposed to still be here.”

He took her hand, heartbeat picking up, and led her toward the hidden panel.

When he slid it open—

Two workers stood inside.

One was tall, dark-skinned, built like a linebacker. His name was Craig.

The other was shorter, Spanish, lean, tattooed arms, eyes wide. His name was Juan.

They both turned.

Froze.

Stared.

Kylie had no time to hide.

No time to adjust her dress.

No time to cover the fact she was wearing absolutely nothing underneath and utterly wrecked and leaking.

Her breath caught.

Craig’s jaw dropped.

Juan swallowed hard.

Drake held up a hand, calm.

“It’s alright,” he said evenly.

“You’re finishing the job.

We walked in early.”

The workers scrambled to compose themselves.

“S–sorry, Mr. Bennett,” Juan said.

“We were just—uh—testing the light controls.”

“And the rotation platform,” the other added, pointing to the bed.

Kylie blinked.

“The bed… rotates?”

Drake smiled, slow and wicked.

“Try it.”

The Room was no longer raw concrete.

It glowed.

Blacklights hidden in the ceiling.

White walls shining like polished marble.

A low platform bed in the center — pure white sheets — sitting on a hidden motorized base.

The workers grabbed a small remote.

With a soft hum, the bed turned.

Silky.

Slow.

Effortless.

Kylie’s knees almost gave out.

Drake stepped behind her, brushing her arm lightly.

“I wanted to surprise you once it was finished,” he murmured.

“Didn’t think we’d walk in on the final test.”

Both workers were trying desperately not to stare.

And failing.

Kylie’s dress slipped off one shoulder.

Craig inhaled sharply.

Juan's eyes went wide again.

Drake watched their reactions with a cool, steady calm.

“As you can see,” he told them, “the room is… functional.”

Kylie’s breath trembled.

Juan cleared his throat.

“The restraints are installed too, Mr. Bennett.”

Kylie’s pulse spiked.

Drake turned to her.

“Lay down.”

Her legs moved before her mind caught up.

She climbed onto the bed, the silk dress sliding up her thighs as she did, the sheets cool under her bare skin.

The workers forgot how to breathe.

Drake adjusted the platform angle, rotating her slightly toward the men without touching her.

Kylie flushed hot.

“Just testing it,” Drake said quietly.

He took her wrists gently, fastening the built-in black straps around them — snug but soft — then the ones at her ankles.

Kylie shivered.

The men stared like they were witnessing something they weren’t supposed to see but couldn’t look away from.

Drake stepped back, admiring the view.

His voice was low, controlled, dark.

“Kylie… look at them.”

She did.

Juan’s breathing was shallow.

Craig shifted his weight, trying to hide the effect she clearly had on him.

Failing.

Kylie’s body pulsed with heat.

Drake looked at the men.

“You like what you see?”

Neither spoke.

Both swallowed hard.

Drake nodded slowly.

“Good.”

Kylie’s heart slammed.

Drake stepped beside her head, brushing her cheek with his knuckles.

“I told you I had a plan,” he whispered.

Then he looked at the workers.

“She’s yours to look, touch and taste"

Kylie gasped.

Drake leaned close to her ear.

“And if she says yes… or better yet. Doesn't say no... She's yours to do with as you please”

The men's eyes widened.

Kylie’s breath caught, trembling.

Drake straightened, voice calm and commanding.

“Finish the testing,” he told them.

“She’s staying right here.”

The workers approached the bed slowly, reverently, their eyes devouring her bare skin.

One of them reached for the light controls.

The room glowed hotter.

Drake lowered his voice again.

“Kylie… tell them what you want.”

She opened her mouth—

She for once didn't know what to say.

Words failed her, caught somewhere between shock and anticipation, her body already responding to the raw hunger in the men's eyes.

Her mouth opened but only a soft gasp escaped, her chest rising and falling in shallow breaths that made the silk dress cling to her curves.

The air in the room felt thick, charged with the weight of possibilities, the blacklights making her skin glow like something otherworldly.

So Drake said "gentlemen, do not be shy. Show her what those muscles and obviously large packages are capable of."

His voice was low, commanding, yet there was a heat in it that matched her own rising temperature.

He stood back, arms crossed, watching with eyes that burned like coals in the dim light, giving them permission with a mere nod of his head.

They took her instantly in every possible way, their hands rough but reverent as they explored her body.

Craig, the linebacker-built worker, positioned himself at her head while Juan, with his tattooed arms, knelt between her legs.

The restraints held her securely, making her completely vulnerable to their desires.

At one point she had two in one hole as Juan and Craig joined together, stretching her impossibly wide, the fullness making her cry out in pleasure-pain that blurred into something transcendent.

Then they went with one thick cock in each hole as Craig entered her from behind while Juan remained beneath her, their movements synchronized in a rhythm that stole her breath.

They came in her not once but twice, three times, their releases warm and claiming, marking her as theirs in that moment.

They came on her and in her, their essence covering her skin like a second layer of silk, the evidence of their desire visible in the ultraviolet light that made everything glow.

But they made her cum so much at one point i think she passed out and came back for me, her body arching, convulsing, waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain, her mind going blank in a haze of pure sensation.

She lost count of her orgasms, each one building on the last until they merged into one continuous高潮 that left her shaking, breathless, utterly undone.

When she finally came back to herself, it was to find Drake watching her with an expression of raw, unguarded pride, his eyes telling her that this was exactly what he had wanted, exactly what she had needed.

Kylie lay against the white sheets, breath weak, skin flushed, sweat glowing under the blacklights.

The workers stepped back, shaken, overwhelmed, barely able to speak.

Drake untied her wrists gently, kissing the marks the restraints left.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured.

His breath trembled against her skin.

“You were made for this room.”

Kylie wrapped her arms around his shoulders, still trying to catch her breath.

“And you planned it,” she whispered.

“Every detail,” he said.

“All for you.”

The workers gathered their tools, dazed, stunned, eyes avoiding hers out of respect they didn’t have earlier.

“Rooms finished, and works well, Mr. Bennett,” the Craig managed, voice unsteady.

Drake nodded.

“You did good work.”

Juan swallowed.

“Y’all… enjoy your night.”

The door closed behind them.

Kylie and Drake were alone.

And the Secret Room hummed around them like it approved.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN — The Rule That Changes Everything

The Secret Room (that they had still yet to come up with a name for) was still warm around them — white sheets rumpled, blacklights humming softly overhead, Kylie’s skin glowing in the aftermath.

Drake lay beside her on the rotating bed, one arm beneath her shoulders, the other tracing slow, thoughtful patterns up and down her thigh. His breathing had settled, but the look in his eyes hadn’t:

Dark.

Steady.

Changed.

Kylie tilted her face toward him.

“What is it?” she whispered.

He didn’t answer right away.

He looked at the ceiling, at the finished walls, at the room he built for her…

then back at the woman who filled it completely.

“Kylie…”

His voice was deep, slow, deliberate.

“…I want to add a rule.”

Her pulse skipped.

“A new one?” she asked.

He nodded once.

“Yes.

The most important one yet.”

Kylie sat up slightly, the sheets sliding off her bare skin.

“What rule?”

Drake exhaled — not with tension, but with release.

“You don’t have to stay tied to my schedule. Not anymore.”

His hand slid to her cheek.

“I don’t want to control you. I want to set you free.”

Her breath caught.

He held her gaze.

“If you travel without me…”

His fingers traced her jaw, slow and claiming.

“…you have my permission to do whatever you want. See whoever you want. Experience whatever you want.”

Kylie’s heart slammed.

“Drake—”

“As long as,” he added gently, “you tell me everything afterward.”

Her stomach flipped.

All heat.

All adrenaline.

All freedom.

It was the ultimate rule.

The one she hadn’t dared to hope for.

The one that made her entire body thrum.

“No shame,” he murmured.

“No secrets.”

He brushed her lower lip with his thumb.

“And no holding back… especially when I’m not there.”

Kylie’s breath trembled.

“You trust me that much?”

He smiled — slow, dark, proud.

“Kylie, I trust you to be exactly who you are.

Unbound.”

She felt the word ignite inside her.

Unbound.......The name she was becoming.

She leaned forward, kissing him softly, her voice shaking as it touched his mouth.

“That’s the sexiest rule you’ve ever given me.”

He let out a low breath against her lips.

“I’m not done.”

Her pulse stuttered.

“There’s more?”

He nodded.

“You remember how I told you this house would take a few more days to finish?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Well…” Drake ran a hand down her back, slow, thoughtful.

“…I booked us a getaway. Somewhere warm. Somewhere loud. Somewhere you can feel eyes on you without trying.”

Kylie shivered.

“Where?”

“Miami.”

Her smile spread slowly, heat curling under her ribs.

“When?” she whispered.

“Tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

Drake nodded.

“But—” she frowned playfully “—you said you’re busy with work this week.”

He looked at her with that same calm, controlled fire.

“I can’t be there the first two days.”

Kylie stared.

“And you’re… okay with that?”

“Kylie,” he said, brushing her hair back behind her ear,

“I want you to go without me first.”

Her breath hitched.

“Why?”

“So you can practice the new rule.”

His voice dropped into a rasp:

“So you can walk into Miami completely unbound.”

Kylie’s thighs pressed together instinctively.

“And you’ll meet me after two days?” she whispered.

Drake nodded.

“I’ll come find you.”

His eyes darkened.

“And when I do… you can tell me everything that happened before I got there.”

Her entire body warmed.

She could already picture it:

The Miami skyline.

The heat.

The water.

The men watching her walk very little (if anything at all).

The freedom.

The hunger.

The stories she’d bring back to Drake’s hands and mouth and ears.

Kylie leaned into him, her lips barely touching his.

“Drake…”

“Yes?”

“This is going to be dangerous.”

He smiled, slow and sinful.

“That’s the point.”

She giggled, breathless.

“And what’s this rule called?” she asked softly.

He traced her cheek with his knuckles.

“It’s simple,” he whispered.

“When you’re away from me…”

He kissed her lightly.

“Your .....Hotwife Traveler…Unbound.”

Her breath broke.

“And when you come back to me…”

He pulled her fully into his arms.

“…you tell me everything.”

Kylie rested her forehead against his, smiling like a woman on the edge of the best trouble of her life.

“Miami,” she whispered.

“Miami,” Drake answered.

She kissed him once more, long and deep, knowing this was the end of one world and the beginning of another.

Because the Bennetts were leaving Atlanta, temporarily.

And Kylie Bennett, newly unbound, was about to hit the beach.
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