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CHAPTER 1 — HOME FROM MIAMI

Kylie Bennett stepped out of the elevator, luggage still warm from the cab ride, and froze.

Their penthouse…

was unrecognizable.

Atlanta’s skyline spilled through the floor-to-ceiling windows like a living painting, reflecting off the brand-new black stone floors Drake had designed himself. Hard, mirrored, flawless — and threaded with hundreds of white LEDs beneath the surface, glowing like constellations trapped under glass.

Kylie blinked.

“Drake… this is…”

He dropped his bag and stepped beside her, smiling faintly.

“Worth the wait?”

“Worth… a book deal. A magazine spread. A Netflix special,” she breathed. “Drake, this isn’t a penthouse — this is a statement.”

He chuckled softly.

“It’s home.”

Kylie walked forward slowly, her heels clicking on the polished black stone. The white LED veins shimmered under her feet, lighting softly with each step, like the floor was responding to her presence.

“People are going to talk,” she whispered.

“They already are,” Drake said.

.......

While Kylie had been flying back from Miami, the building had apparently ignited with gossip:

“The Bennetts’ place is almost finished.”

“He’s turning the top floor into modern art.”

“Someone said the staircase is floating.”

“He’s hiding something behind those walls, I know it.”

“Is she a model? Did she get discovered?”

“That woman’s going to break marriages in this building.”

“They’re throwing a party once the paint dries.”

“I heard it’s invite-only.”

Kylie had expected rumors.

She hadn’t expected this level of mythology.

Every time she passed someone in the lobby on her way up, they gave her a different kind of look:

Some admiring.

Some jealous.

Some trying to place her from somewhere they couldn’t remember.

Some looking at her anklet a little too long.

Kylie didn’t hide it.

Not anymore.

Miami had burned the old version of her away.

She walked differently now —

shoulders loose, hips loose, eyes aware of who was aware of her.

And Atlanta noticed.

The Penthouse: Finished, Flawless, and More Than Expected

She moved deeper inside.

The entire living room flowed naturally into the kitchen, the dining space, and the staircase that spiraled upward to the rooftop suite — all white, black, polished metal, and glass.

Every room smelled new.

Every light was perfectly placed.

Every surface was pristine.

Kylie turned slowly.

“You did this in two weeks?”

Drake shrugged.

“I had help.”

“Help? Or an army?”

“Well…” Drake admitted, “you did give the contractors a memorable experience.”

Kylie covered her smile with two fingers.

“I suppose I did.”

“And,” Drake added quietly, “they worked faster after that.”

She stared at him.

“You did that on purpose.”

He didn’t answer.

Which meant yes.

.......

Her heels clicked a different rhythm as she ascended the floating staircase—each step lighting up beneath her like a galaxy unfolding.

At the top: the master suite.

Floor-to-ceiling windows framed Atlanta’s skyline, the city stretching endlessly below. The balcony jutted out like a viewing platform to the heavens, a place to watch the world while being utterly apart from it.

Her eyes narrowed, tracking the seamless lines where there should have been a door, a window, anything to break the monolithic perfection.

It was hiding something

The something no one else would notice.

But she knew exactly what was behind it.

The secret room.

Still pulsing with the memory of the night she’d been surprised by two workers who finished the build and accidentally saw more of her than they ever expected.

She stepped toward the wall, running her fingertips across the seamless surface.

“You promise no guests will wander in?” she teased.

Drake answered with a soft smirk:

“No one who isn’t meant to.”

.......

The podcast guy from the 48th floor had asked about the Bennetts in the lobby.

The real-estate broker from 56 wanted a tour.

The married couple from 60 asked when they could see Kylie “in one of her elegant outfits” again.

The younger couple from 59 — both influencers — had tried to pretend they didn’t recognize her from somewhere, but Kylie knew they knew. They had seen a video of her online from a year back of her playing with herself at the office posted on Redditt.

Everyone knew something.

Everyone wanted something.

And Drake…

Drake enjoyed watching every one of them want.

.......

Kylie moved into the bedroom — their bedroom — and gasped when she saw what the contractors had done:

A white marble headboard with thin vertical LED strips.

Black sheets.

A floating platform bed.

And off to the side:

The sliding glass doors to the rooftop pool.

Her rooftop pool.

The water outside shimmered neon blue under the evening sky.

Kylie exhaled, overwhelmed.

“I missed this bed,” she murmured.

Drake stepped behind her, voice warm:

“You’ll break it in again soon.”

She gave him a sideways look.

“Oh really?”

“Really.”

“What makes you so sure?”

He brushed a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Because the entire tower wants to see you…

and you love when they want.”

Kylie didn’t deny it. but she knew it wouldn't be that bed they'd be using. Only her and drake would be using this one. Some things have to stay sacred.

.......

Rumor had it Drake was planning something big.

A reveal.

A tower-wide event.

A party that would cement this penthouse as the crown jewel of the building.

,But Kylie wasn’t sure she wanted the attention. Not yet !

“Tell me about the party,” she said quietly.

Drake didn’t pretend he wasn’t planning it.

He simply turned toward the living room and said:

“It’ll be the talk of the city.”

“And me?” she asked softly.

“You’ll be the centerpiece.”

Kylie’s stomach fluttered.

“Oh.”

Drake smiled.

“Is that a problem?”

“No,” she whispered.

“I guess It could be… exciting.”

She paused.

“But you said people already know?”

“Oh yes,” Drake said.

“The tower has been waiting for you to come home.”

“And why is that?”

“Because,” Drake said simply, “there wouldn't be a party without us both.”

He stepped close enough to brush her lips with his breath.

“I want you to shine.”

.......

Kylie lingered near the balcony, fingertips pressed lightly to the glass. Atlanta stretched out beneath her in a glittering sprawl, every light a pulse in the night. The city felt different now—bigger, sharper, more attentive. As if Atlanta itself knew she was home and was turning its head to look.

Behind her, Drake was unpacking his suitcase with the same calm efficiency he brought to every project. The man never rushed. Never wasted motion. He moved like someone who had already calculated the next fifty steps.

“You’re thinking too hard,” he said without looking up.

Kylie smirked. “You can tell from all the way over there?”

“I can tell from your shoulders.”

He glanced back. “They lift when you’re overthinking.”

“And what am I overthinking?”

“The attention,” he answered simply. “The tower. The whispers. The party. Miami still  lingering on your skin. All of it.”

Kylie didn’t answer.

Not because he was wrong—

but because he was too right.

.......

A Knock at the Door

There were still boxes in the hallway, a few forgotten tools from the contractors, a faint smell of varnish. Kylie expected a delivery, maybe a straggling painter.

But when she opened the door—

It wasn’t any of those.

It was Bradley, the building’s concierge.

Young.

Polished.

Always a little too glad to see Kylie.

“Welcome back, Mrs. Bennett,” he said with a smile that lingered slightly past polite. “We’ve all been… anticipating your return.”

Kylie raised a brow.

“I gathered.”

He swallowed, eyes flickering down to her bare legs before he forced himself back to professionalism.

“I just wanted to let you and Mr. Bennett know—word’s going around that the penthouse reveal might be soon. People are already asking about the guest list.”

“Are they?” she asked, leaning against the doorframe just enough to let the LEDs under her feet outline her figure.

Bradley blinked hard.

“Yes, ma’am. They… absolutely are.”

Drake’s voice floated coolly from inside:

“Thanks, Bradley.

We’ll make announcements when we’re ready.”

The concierge nodded too quickly and hurried off, bumping into the wall on the way to the elevator.

Kylie shut the door slowly.

“You did that on purpose,” Drake murmured.

“I didn’t do anything,” she said.

“You didn’t have to,” he replied. “The floor lighting did the rest.”

She bit her lip.

He wasn’t wrong.

.......

Kylie walked past the secret room again.

Its presence followed her like a heartbeat.

It wasn’t just a feature.

Or an architectural trick.

It was a promise.

A promise made of:

memory

adrenaline

temptation

trust

and something far more dangerous

She paused with her hand on the seamless white surface.

Drake watched her from the Bedroom.

“You miss it, don’t you?”

Kylie didn’t turn around.

Didn’t try to hide her smile.

“You built it,” she said softly. “How could I not?”

.......

Kylie’s phone buzzed.

Renee.

Just the name made air tighten around her ribs.

The last time they saw each other had been…

electric.

Kylie accepted the call.

“Back from Miami?” Renee asked, voice smooth, amused, too knowing. (Renee had flown back alone leaving Drake and Kylie to enjoy the last week of the vacay in Miami alone)

“We Just got in,” Kylie said carefully.

“Good,” Renee purred. “Because rumor says Drake is planning the party of the year, and I wouldn’t miss watching you walk into that room for anything in the world.”

Kylie swallowed.

“Watching me?”

“Oh yes,” Renee said. “Everyone’s waiting for that.

Including me.”

The line went quiet.

And the meaning in the silence wasn’t subtle.

.......

By sunset, they could see reflections in the surrounding high-rises—

shadows of people stepping onto their balconies

trying to catch a glimpse

trying to confirm the rumors

trying to see her.

Kylie stood near the glass, pretending to look at the skyline while watching her watchers.

She whispered, “They’re trying to see me.”

“They’re trying to see us,” Drake corrected.

She nodded slowly, pulse quickening.

“I’m not used to this.”

“You will be.”

“You sound sure.”

“I am.”

“Why?”

He stepped behind her, his reflection lining up perfectly with hers in the glass.

“Because you shine when people look,” Drake said.

“And I want you to shine for me. For them. For yourself.”

Kylie exhaled a breath she didn’t know she was holding.

.......

They sat on the floating staircase together, feet on the glowing floor, staring out at the darkening city.

Drake broke the silence first.

“Saturday.”

Kylie turned her head.

“Saturday?”

“That’s the party.”

Her stomach fluttered again.

Not with fear.

With anticipation.

“What am I supposed to wear?” she asked.

He smirked faintly.

“What you always wear around here.”

“So… nothing?” she teased.

He laughed , but didn’t deny it.

.......

Later, as Kylie walked toward the kitchen, she froze.

Someone stood outside their penthouse door.

Not knocking.

Not moving.

Just… standing there.

Kylie leaned closer to the glass.

Tall.

Gray at the temples.

Sharp as a blade wrapped in a suit.

Nathan Cross.

The man from previous run-ins in the building.

The man who studied instead of stared.

The man who always seemed to be exactly where information flowed.

He looked down at the elevator engravings.

Traced one with his thumb.

The stag.

The vixen.

His lips curved—the smallest, most dangerous smile.

Then he looked up…

directly toward the penthouse door… Drake had made sure that the doors were one sided. We could see who was there, but they could not see us.

but he stood staring, as if he knew she was watching.

Kylie’s breath caught.

“Drake,” she whispered.

He came to her side instantly.

“What is it?”

She pointed silently.

Drake’s jaw tightened.

Nathan held their gaze for one long, calculated moment.

Then he stepped into the elevator and disappeared.

Kylie pressed her palm to the glass.

“What… was that?”

Drake’s voice was low.

“Someone who knows more than he should.”

Her pulse hammered.

“About the engravings?”

“No,” Drake said.

“About us.”

.......

The rest of the evening unfolded in a kind of slow-burn anticipation neither of them spoke aloud. Kylie padded barefoot across the black stone floor, still tracing the LED veins with her steps, letting the house hum around her like a thing alive.

She set her suitcase down and paused, feeling the air shift.

Something about the penthouse felt… awake.

Atlanta wasn’t Miami — the energy was different here. Colder. Sharper. Less party, more appetite. More tension. More eyes pressed against glass.

Kylie could sense the attention from every balcony that faced theirs, the way the lights in the neighboring towers brightened and dimmed like a series of subtle signals.

It felt like an audience adjusting in their seats.

She tried to ignore it.

She tried to focus on unpacking.

But the sensation followed her from room to room.

.......

On the kitchen island sat a small box tied with a black ribbon. No note. No card. Just the clean, unmistakable handwriting of the lead contractor:

“For the Bennetts.

To complete the experience.”

Kylie raised a brow.

Drake opened it.

Inside lay a remote — sleek, black, anonymous — with a single button.

He pressed it.

The entire penthouse changed.

The LED lines brightened, fading from soft starlight to cool moon-glow. The walls along the living room shifted tint, turning from pure white to a subtle silver wash. The hidden wall concealing the secret room pulsed once — faintly — almost like a wink.

Kylie inhaled sharply.

Drake grinned.

“They wired the whole place to respond to lighting presets,” he said.

“They did this for us?”

“No,” Drake said, stepping behind her. “They did it because they saw what you did to them while they worked.”

Kylie swallowed.

“So the house reacts to mood now?”

“It reacts to you,” Drake murmured.

.......

Drake’s phone buzzed.

He frowned, glanced at the screen, and sighed.

“Management wants a meeting,” he said. “Tomorrow morning.”

“About what?”

“About ‘guest volume,’ ‘common area disturbance,’ and ‘anticipation of occupancy flow.’”

Kylie blinked.

“What does that even mean?”

“It means,” Drake said dryly, “half the tower is expecting to be invited to whatever event they think we’re planning.”

Kylie stared at him.

“They’re serious?”

“Oh yes.”

“Drake—people don’t even know us.”

Don't sweat it, it's just a party and its days away.

“You don’t have to be ready tonight,” he said. “Or tomorrow. Or even for the party really. All you have to do is be you.”

“That’s the problem,” she whispered.

“How?”

She looked at the skyline.

“Atlanta already decided who ‘me’ is.”

.......

A soft ding echoed from the private elevator.

Kylie looked up, expecting a delivery.

But the doors slid open to reveal…

Nothing.

No one inside.

Just a single black envelope lying on the elevator floor.

Her name —

KYLIE —

Drake stiffened behind her.

Kylie bent down, picking it up. The envelope was thick, heavy, sealed with a wax stamp she didn’t recognize.

She opened it slowly.

Inside:

A single sheet.

No greeting.

No introduction.

Just a line.

“The lights reveal everything.”

Kylie felt her heartbeat quicken.

Drake took the paper from her hand, scanning it with a quiet intensity.

“This isn’t from the building,” he said.

“You think it’s from…?”

“That, I don't know"

.......

The doorbell rang.

Kylie nearly jumped.

Drake arched a brow. “Expecting someone?”

“No,” Kylie said, pulse racing.

He opened the door.

Renee leaned against the frame, all confidence and trouble wrapped in a fitted blazer and high heels. Hair high, smirk higher.

“Well,” she purred, “welcome back, you two.”

Kylie swallowed.

“Renee… what are you doing here?”

“Came to see the famous penthouse.”

She stepped inside without waiting.

“And to check in on you.”

Kylie felt heat crawl up her neck.

Drake watched them both carefully.

Renee walked the space like she owned part of the air inside it. She grazed her fingers along the black stone floor, studying the glow beneath the surface.

“This,” she said softly, “does things to a room.”

Her eyes flicked up to Kylie.

Renee smiled.

.......

Later, after Renee left and the envelope had been set on the counter like a warning, Kylie stood again at the window, arms crossed, staring at the dark reflection of the skyline.

“Drake,” she murmured, “someone in this building knows too much.” How do they know about the lights?"

“Someone always does,” he replied. "The contractors could've talked"

“No,” she said softly. “This is different.”

“How?”

She turned toward him.

“Because they’re not afraid to let us know they know."


CHAPTER 2 — THE NIGHT OF THE PARTY

The night of the party arrived with a kind of tension that felt engineered — as if Drake had timed the sunset, the music, the lighting, even the pulse of the building itself.

It didn’t feel like a “tower event.”

It felt like the unveiling of something forbidden.

And everyone in the building knew it.

The penthouse had become myth.

Tonight would turn myth into spectacle.

Kylie stood alone in the upstairs suite, staring at herself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror. The black stone flooring — now polished beyond perfection — glowed with thin rivers of white LED light that made everything around her hum.

And her outfit?

Barely an outfit at all.

Not vulgar.

Not cheap.

Nothing like that.

It was… art.

A floor-length white gown cut from the thinnest silk imaginable — opaque in normal light, but with the LEDs glowing beneath her feet, the fabric transformed into a light-washed shadow. The deep slit rode up her thigh with every breath, and every step would reveal exactly how unbound she truly was beneath it.

She wore nothing underneath.

Just skin.

Just heat.

Just the knowledge that the entire tower would see her silhouette tonight if she stepped into the right beam of light.

Kylie exhaled slowly.

“Not nervous,” she whispered to her reflection.

“Just… aware.”

Drake appeared in the doorway.

He didn’t speak at first.

He just watched her, expression unreadable — part admiration, part pride, part hunger, part something else entirely.

“You ready?” he asked quietly.

“No,” Kylie said honestly. “But… yes.”

Drake smirked.

“That’s the right answer.”

He stepped forward, placing a hand on her hip, feeling the warmth of her skin through the whisper-thin silk.

“You know,” he murmured, “I think I designed the whole downstairs lighting around this exact moment.”

Kylie tilted her head.

“The moment where the whole tower gets an anatomy lesson?”

Drake’s thumb brushed her hipbone.

“The moment you realize I want them to see what I see.”

Kylie's breath caught.

Not from shock — but from how much that truth thrilled her.

.......

Downstairs, the penthouse had filled fast.

People dressed to kill.

Women in shimmering gowns.

Men in tailored suits.

Couples holding hands but watching everything.

Influencers pretending they weren’t looking for Kylie.

Older wives pretending they didn’t envy her.

Younger men pretending they weren’t staring.

Drake’s architectural colleagues.

A few athletes from lower floors.

The finance couple from 60.

The influencer pair from 59.

The married duo from 56 who requested a tour two days ago.

Bradley the concierge—unexpectedly invited—hovering near the bar, trying not to gawk.

And through them all, murmurs:

“Where is she?”

“Is she coming down?”

“I heard he built this whole place for her.”

“No—around her.”

“They say she doesn’t wear—”

“No way. Impossible.”

“Just wait until she steps into the lights.”

“You’ll know.”

They were hungry.

For a glimpse.

For proof.

For mythology made real.

.......

The music shifted.

Not loudly — just enough to create anticipation.

Kylie exhaled once, slid her fingers along the rail, and stepped onto the floating staircase.

Each step lit up beneath her foot one by one.

The silk of her dress caught the LED glow and turned sheer as water — making her shape visible in ways that felt both intimate and artistic.

She didn’t rush.

She didn’t pose.

She simply walked.

And the room silenced.

Conversations clipped off mid-sentence.

Ice stopped clinking.

Glass stems froze.

Eyes widened.

Breaths halted.

Kylie Bennett became the gravitational center of the room.

A man near the bar whispered “oh my god…” without realizing it.

Two women exchanged looks — jealousy, awe, disbelief.

A young guy elbowed his friend, who muttered, “No way she’s real.”

Kylie’s cheeks warmed, but she didn’t break stride.

She didn’t hide.

She didn’t shy away.

She didn’t apologize.

She arrived.

And Drake?

Drake stepped beside her at the bottom of the stairs with the calm pride of a man revealing a masterpiece.

.......

She sensed him before she saw him.

That stillness.

That poise.

That unnerving ease.

Nathan Cross watched from near the far column, half in shadow, half in glow — the only man in the room not stunned, not nervous, not intimidated.

He didn’t stare.

He didn’t ogle.

He studied her.

Like someone who already understood her.

the same someone who recognized the symbols in the elevator…

the anklet…

the tattoo...

the dress…

the way Drake stood beside her…

Drake felt his gaze too and stiffened slightly.

Kylie’s pulse quickened.

Nathan lifted his glass in a subtle salute.

Not to Drake.

To her.

.......

Renee chose her timing with surgical precision.

She walked in wearing midnight blue silk, hair swept back, lips painted the exact shade that made her dangerous. And the moment she saw Kylie—

Something sparked between them.

Heat.

Memory.

Curiosity.

Recognition.

Renee smiled slowly.

Kylie smiled back.

Drake didn’t smile at all.

He just watched the two women feel each other out across the glow of the room.

Nathan watched them too.

And that…

that was a problem neither Kylie nor Drake realized yet.

.......

Wherever Kylie moved, the party shifted around her.

Men repositioned themselves.

Women adopted different postures — competitive, curious, defensive.

Couples whispered to each other behind glasses of champagne.

Kylie walked the room greeting her guests with :

a glass barely sipped

a dress that caught every beam of light

a stride that let the slit open just enough

and bare skin beneath that the floor knew exactly how to reveal.

At one point she passed the finance guy’s wife, who murmured under her breath:

“It’s always the quiet ones.”

Her husband whispered back:

“She’s not quiet.”

The wife replied:

“Not tonight.”

Kylie blushed.

Drake smirked.

Nathan’s eyes sharpened.

And Renee drifted closer.

.......

As the night’s energy reached its height—

Bradley approached Kylie nervously, holding a small envelope.

“Mrs. Bennett… someone asked me to give you this.”

“No name?” Kylie asked.

“No, ma’am. They just said… you’d understand.”

Kylie opened the envelope.

A single elegant card.

And on it, three handwritten words:

“You were seen.”

Her stomach dropped.

Her heartbeat climbed.

Her breath went shallow.

She looked up—

Nathan was gone.

Renee was watching.

Drake was already walking toward her.

The party around her blurred.

The lights dimmed.

The floor glowed.

And Kylie whispered:

“Drake… something odd's happening.”

........

Kylie felt the weight of the envelope in her hand long after she set it down.

You were seen.

The message hovered in her mind like a warm breath on the back of her neck.

But the party waited, and the penthouse was swelling with guests.

Music beat slow and steady against the black stone floors, each throb of bass lighting the LED veins beneath her bare feet.

The room didn’t just notice her—

The room turned toward her.

Not by force.

By gravity.

Kylie inhaled and let Drake guide her deeper into the crowd.

........

They found her near the pool doors — a younger couple she recognized from the 59th floor. She remembered them now… Influencers...Miami-edge fashion sense, curated smiles, the kind of people who lived life in drafts and uploads.

The woman, elegant in her emerald dress, stepped toward Kylie.

“You’re… even more beautiful in person,” she said.

Her eyes dipped downward.

“God, that lighting. Drake, you’re evil.”

The man nodded, though his gaze lingered too long on Kylie’s legs, watching the dress turn sheer like glass with every shift of her weight.

Kylie smiled politely, the kind that held a whisper of mischief.

Drake’s hand rested lightly at the small of her back — not claiming her, just anchoring her.

The woman leaned closer.

“I heard you’re the reason the management office had a meeting this morning.”

Kylie blinked. “Me?”

“Your return,” the woman corrected. “Everyone wanted to know if the party was still happening. People were dying to see you.”

The man murmured, “Whoever designed this lighting wanted the whole tower to fall in love with you.”

Drake hid his smirk behind his glass.

Kylie’s cheeks warmed.

........

Near the bar, Bradley — the concierge — stood frozen like a deer before headlights. He held a tray of champagne, but he wasn’t watching the tray. He wasn’t watching anyone.

He was watching her.

Every time Kylie moved, the light chased her, outlining her like a slow, hypnotic reveal. Bradley couldn’t hide the flush on his cheeks.

“Bradley,” Drake said calmly, “champagne?”

Bradley jumped.

“Oh—sir, yes—sorry—of course—”

The glasses nearly rattled out of his hands.

Kylie saw it.

Drake saw it.

Half the room saw it.

Bradley cleared his throat, trying to recover.

“It’s… the lighting, Mrs. Bennett. I mean—the design. It’s very—uh—impressive.”

“You mean distracting?” Kylie teased softly.

Bradley turned the color of a wine label.

“Yes, ma’am. I—uh—yes.”

Drake chuckled under his breath.

........

A hush rolled across the room — not silence, but a subtle shift in attention, like the air itself tilted.

Kylie didn’t see Nathan enter.

She felt him.

He stepped into the glow of the room with an ease that made everyone else look like they were trying too hard. His suit was dark, tailored, understated — the uniform of a man who didn’t need to prove anything.

And he didn’t look at Drake.

He didn’t look at the influencers.

He didn’t look at the skyline.

His eyes went straight to Kylie.

A slow, deliberate study.

Not hungry.

Not crude.

Not starstruck.

Knowing.

Kylie felt her breath catch.

Drake felt her body tighten and followed her stare.

Nathan approached, his steps soundless on the glowing stone.

He lifted his drink in a controlled, gentlemanly toast.

“Mrs. Bennett,” he said in a warm, low voice. “Atlanta has been waiting for you.”

Kylie swallowed.

“Have they?”

“Some more than others,” Nathan replied, gaze steady.

“And some with better reason.”

Drake’s jaw shifted.

“Nathan,” he said curtly.

“Drake.”

Nathan didn’t look away from Kylie.

“Quite the party you’ve thrown.”

Kylie stepped subtly closer to Drake, not out of fear — out of intrigue.

Nathan noticed.

And his smile deepened.

“Your home is remarkable,” he said, eyes flicking to the floor, the hidden wall, the view.

“But the design? That’s… something else.”

Kylie knew exactly what he meant.

Drake did too.

Nathan set his empty glass on the nearest tray.

“Enjoy your evening,” he murmured to her, voice just above a whisper.

“The city will be talking about this night for months.”

And with that… he drifted away, swallowed by the crowd.

But Kylie still felt his gaze on her.

Even from across the room.

........

Renee reappeared beside Kylie like a shadow with lipstick.

“You really should charge people for this view,” she said softly.

Kylie blinked.

“Renee—”

“I’m serious,” Renee murmured, eyes flicking down Kylie’s body as the LEDs made the silk nearly invisible. “Half this room is openly losing their minds. The other half is pretending they aren’t.”

Kylie’s pulse skipped.

“And you?” Kylie asked carefully.

Renee’s lips curled.

“Oh, honey… I’m not pretending anything.”

Drake watched the exchange with an unreadable expression.

Between them — Kylie, Drake, Renee — the air tightened.

Charged.

Electric.

Not jealousy.

Not rivalry.

Recognition.

Hunger.

A triangle drawn in heat and quiet history.

........

As Kylie moved away with Drake, she caught little fragments floating through the party:

“That’s her.”

“Look at the light through the dress.”

“Do you think she knows?”

“Nathan was talking to her.”

“Of course he was.”

“Renee too.”

“Is that the woman from—?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my God.”

“Drake lets her—”

“Apparently.”

“How does he—?”

“He likes it.”

Kylie didn’t look back.

She didn’t need to.

She knew she was the center of the storm.

She knew Drake loved it.

She knew the tower was watching.

And for the first time in a long time…

She loved it too.

........

As the music shifted again, Drake leaned close, lips almost brushing her ear.

“You feel it, don’t you?”

Kylie shivered.

“Everyone watching?”

“No,” Drake whispered.

“Everyone waiting.”

“Waiting for what?” she breathed.

Drake touched the back of her hand.

“For you to decide what comes next.”

Kylie swallowed hard.

“What if I don’t know?”

“You do,” he said.

“You always do.”

And when Kylie looked up—

Nathan was watching again.

Renee was watching too.

Bradley was still flushed.

Half the tower was leaning toward her in invisible gravity.

And Kylie Bennett realized:

Tonight wasn’t about the penthouse.

Tonight was about her.

It was for them to confirm rumors.

.........

The party was at its loudest now — laughter bubbling from the pool deck, voices rising from the kitchen, music pulsing across the open floor plan. But under all that noise, the penthouse had a second heartbeat.

Kylie was the pulse.

Every time she walked past one of the LED “rivers” in the black stone floor, the light flared slightly brighter, as if acknowledging her. It gave the illusion that the ground wanted to reveal her, to spotlight her, to magnify her presence.

Guests drifted toward her without even realizing they were doing it.

Drake kept a respectful distance, not possessive, just observant.

Renee hovered close enough to touch but didn’t.

Nathan vanished into the crowd but left the sensation of his stare behind.

And Kylie?

She felt all of it.

Every flicker of desire.

Every held breath.

Every whisper that had her name in it.

It was intoxicating in a way even Miami hadn’t prepared her for. She hadn't wanted to be touched at first but now she'd almost welcome a warm set of hands on her...in her.

.........

Near the piano alcove, someone dimmed the lights — not by much, just enough to make the LED veins glow sharper. A ripple went through the room as Kylie’s dress turned almost liquid in the shadows, its silk revealing the shape of her body in long, teasing silhouettes. Showing every curve, her pierced nipples, even the folds between her thighs.

The married couple from 60 stopped talking mid-sentence.

The older wife whispered, “She’s luminous.”

Her husband replied quietly, “He designed the whole place for her.”

Another woman nearby said, “She’s going to get an offer tonight.”

An offer?

Kylie blinked.

What kind of offer?

The thought heated her cheeks.

.........

Across the room, Bradley — the poor, overwhelmed concierge — had a meltdown in slow motion. He was delivering champagne flutes when he caught sight of Kylie stepping into the brightest LED path.

He froze.

Absolutely froze.

The man behind him slammed into his back, sending a cascade of glasses rattling.

Bradley stuttered, apologized, bowed awkwardly, turned red, and escaped behind the bar.

Renee watched, smirking.

“Careful,” she murmured to Kylie. “You’re going to get that boy fired.”

“I didn’t do anything,” Kylie whispered.

“You don’t have to,” Renee replied. “You’re a walking problem tonight.”

.........

Kylie felt it before she saw him.

Nathan reappeared on the opposite end of the penthouse, leaning casually against the far column like a judge evaluating the final act of a performance.

Their eyes met across the glowing expanse.

And for the first time that night…

he smiled.

Not politely.

Not charmingly.

Not socially.

Knowingly.

A smile that said:

I understand exactly who you are.

And what this is.

And what you’re capable of doing.

Kylie looked away first.

Her heart thudded once — hard.

.........

Drake stepped beside her, voice low enough that only she heard.

“That man is reading you like a blueprint.”

Kylie’s stomach tightened.

“You knew he’d be here?”

“I suspected,” Drake said. “I didn’t expect him to be this… bold.”

Kylie risked a glance.

Nathan was still watching.

Still smiling.

Still studying her like a man who recognized the lighting, the symbols, the architecture — all of it.

Kylie said "he’s watching”

“Constantly.”

“And you like that,” she murmured, barely above a breath.

Drake didn’t answer.

Which meant yes.

.........

Renee rejoined them, a glass in hand, pretending to be part of the conversation while obviously eavesdropping.

“Nathan Cross,” she murmured, eyes still on him. “Powerful type. Doesn’t blink unless he means it.”

Kylie swallowed.

“You know him?”

“Everyone in this building knows him,” Renee said. “But no one knows him well. He’s… private.”

“Dangerous private?” Kylie asked.

Renee gave her a look.

“Interesting private.”

It wasn’t comforting.

It wasn’t meant to be.

.........

A soft tap on Kylie’s arm made her turn.

A server — not Bradley — held out a fresh envelope.

Black.

Sealed.

Her name written in that same sharp handwriting.

KYLIE.

Her pulse quickened.

Drake stiffened.

Renee’s eyes flicked to the envelope with open curiosity.

Kylie opened it slowly.

Inside:

“The camera loves you.

Will you let it see more?”

No signature.

No clue.

Just a card…

and a business-grade, matte-black USB drive in the bottom corner.

Kylie’s breath stuttered.

“What is that?” Renee whispered.

Drake took the drive instantly, his jaw tight.

“A message,” he said. “And not from anyone here.”

“Then who?” Kylie asked.

Drake scanned the crowd, then lifted his eyes toward the upper balconies visible across the skyline.

“Someone who’s been watching longer than tonight.”

A Quiet Panic

Kylie’s chest tightened.

“Drake, this is—”

“Not dangerous,” he cut in gently. “Not yet.”

“What do you mean yet?”

“Someone recognized you,” he said quietly. “Someone who’s wanted you for a long time. Someone who isn’t hiding that anymore.”

Renee stayed silent, lips parted in a mixture of shock and… something else.

A thrill?

A warning?

Kylie couldn’t tell.

“What do we do?” she whispered.

“Nothing,” Drake said. “Not yet.”

“Why?”

“Because the party isn’t over,” he said.

“And the person who sent that—”

He nodded subtly toward the windows.

“—isn’t done watching.”

Kylie’s skin tingled.

Not from fear.

From something much more dangerous.

.........

The music dipped.

The lights subtly dimmed.

The LED floors brightened in a soft wave — one that illuminated Kylie like a living silhouette.

And across the room…

Nathan Cross watched her

with a quiet, analytical hunger

of a man who wasn’t sending envelopes

but understood exactly what was inside them.

Kylie exhaled shakily.

“Drake,” she whispered, “what’s happening to us?”

He stepped close, voice a whisper against her cheek.

“You’re becoming who you were always meant to be.”

She shivered.

And in the last moment of the night, as the tower hummed with rumor and heat and anticipation—

Another envelope slid under the penthouse door.

No one noticed.

Not yet.


CHAPTER 3 — THE MORNING AFTER THE STORM

Kylie woke before Drake, even though the penthouse remained wrapped in darkness behind its blackout glass. It wasn’t sunlight that stirred her. It was the leftover electricity from the night before, an energy that hadn’t faded with sleep.

She could feel it lingering on the walls, humming faintly beneath the black stone floors, and clinging to her skin as if the party had left fingerprints everywhere.

She rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling while fragments from the night replayed in her mind: the crowd’s murmurs, the way the room tilted toward her, Renee’s calculating smile, Nathan’s quiet attention, and the envelopes—especially those.

Most parties ended when the guests left.

This one felt like it had only started when the lights went out.

When Kylie finally sat up, Drake stirred beside her. His eyes opened slowly, but not with the heaviness of someone waking for the first time. He’d been drifting in the same restless half-sleep she had.

“You barely rested,” she murmured.

“You didn’t either,” he replied.

She gave him a small, tired smile. “Last night wasn’t exactly low-pressure.”

“It was the beginning,” Drake said, his tone calm but certain, as if he’d been expecting every second of it.

That didn’t quite comfort her.

Kylie slipped out of bed and padded toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. Even in the muted morning light, she could see silhouettes moving on nearby balconies—neighbors stretching, sipping coffee, adjusting blinds. A few of them, still half-awake, were angled subtly toward the Bennetts’ windows.

She wrapped her arms around herself.

“They’re still looking.”

“They’re curious,” Drake said from behind her, sitting up and rubbing the back of his neck. “And curiosity fades.”

“Does it?”

He walked to her, resting his hands gently on her arms.

“No,” he admitted softly. “Not for you.”

Kylie didn’t know how she felt about that—not afraid, not exactly thrilled.

Just aware. Deeply aware.

Drake leaned in, pressing his lips against the side of her neck where her pulse fluttered like a trapped bird. They hadn't had this—this quiet, this closeness—since Miami.

Sleep had been a stranger to him, but it wasn't just the cryptic messages that kept him awake. It was the memory of Kylie in that white dress, the way the LED light had turned silk into vapor, the way every eye in the room had followed her.

He pulled her closer, the warmth of her bare skin against his chest. Kylie shifted, feeling him grow hard against her thigh, a slow awakening that mirrored the electricity still humming through her.

His hands traced the curve of her spine, memorizing her shape as if for the first time, as if last night had somehow remade her into someone new—someone he both recognized and needed to rediscover.

He buried his face in her hair, inhaling the scent that belonged only to her, a mixture of vanilla and something wilder, Exposed. Dangerous. The entire tower had seen her silhouette last night, but this—this was his alone. For now.

She turned in his arms, rising onto her toes to meet his mouth. His length pressed against her stomach—hard, insistent, exactly where they both wanted it.

Drake’s hands framed her face, thumbs stroking her cheekbones before he lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist like they were made for this.

He adjusted his position and guided her down, slow enough to make her gasp. The entry was perfect—tight enough to stretch, wet enough to welcome. After Miami, after everything, he’d wondered if she’d still fit him this way. Nature had its own kind of healing.

He moved them toward the floor-to-ceiling windows, her bare back pressed against the cool glass. If anyone was watching from the neighboring towers—if any of the curious were still at their windows—they were getting their show now.

The rhythm built between them, her hips matching his thrusts, her heat coating him with every downward stroke. She was tighter than he remembered, a perfect clench around him that made his vision blur at the edges.

He felt her approaching the edge before she did—her breathing changing pitch, her fingers digging into his shoulders, her inner walls fluttering.

When she came, it was with a sharp gasp against his mouth, her teeth catching his lip as her body shook around his.

That was it for him.

He followed her over the edge, emptying himself into her womb, his forehead resting against the glass as they both shuddered through it.

When he could breathe again, he carried her back to the bed, laying her out on the black sheets before collapsing beside her. The silence in the penthouse was absolute, broken only by their ragged breaths and the city waking up below.

..........

While Kylie tried to steady her breathing, Drake picked up the matte-black USB drive from the nightstand—the one hidden inside her envelope. It looked innocent enough, but it felt heavier than its size, like a threat disguised as a gift.

“We’re going to see what’s on it,” Drake said.

Kylie hesitated. “Here? On our network?”

He shook his head. “Of course not.”

He crossed the room and opened a drawer, retrieving a thin, silver laptop she had never seen him use.

“What is that?” she asked.

“A clean machine,” he said. “No personal accounts. No saved passwords. No data. No ties to us.”

Kylie raised an eyebrow. “Why do you even have a clean machine?”

He stopped for a second, glanced at her over his shoulder, and gave her a small, knowing smirk.

“Married to you, aren’t I?”

She flushed.

“Point taken.”

He powered on the laptop and slid the USB into the port. A single file appeared on the screen:

FOR Kylie :

The hair on Kylie’s arms lifted.

Drake clicked it.

A video player opened on a black screen.

They sat side by side, breathing shallow, as Drake pressed play.

The Footage

At first, there was only darkness.

Then a faint flicker.

A grainy image began to sharpen, and Kylie felt her chest tighten before she even recognized what she was looking at. It was footage from a distance—very far, very high quality. The angle showed Atlanta’s skyline from a familiar vantage point. The perspective was unmistakable:

Someone was filming from a balcony facing theirs.

The camera tilted slightly, adjusting its focus with startling precision… and Kylie froze.

It was her.

Her. On their balcony.

Two nights before Miami.

She wore the short robe she used to water the plants in the morning, the one she didn’t tie tightly because she assumed no one could see her from that far up.

But someone had.

And someone had filmed it.

“Oh my god…” she whispered.

Drake didn’t move.

Didn’t breathe.

Didn’t blink.

The footage wasn’t shaky or accidental—it was controlled, patient, deliberate. Someone had been watching her long before the penthouse party. Long before the contractors. Long before Miami.

The video cut to black.

Text faded into the darkness:

“NYC. Special Invite”

Then another line:

**“If she wants to be seen,

let her be seen.”**

And finally:

“Tell her I’m waiting.”

The video ended.

Kylie pressed a trembling hand over her mouth.

“Drake… who—who would do this?”

Before he could answer, the penthouse doorbell chimed.

Once.

Twice.

Slow.

Purposeful.

Drake stood, calm but tense.

“Kylie,” he said softly, “stay behind me.”

He walked to the door, shoulders set, and pulled it open.

A tall figure stood in the frame.

Sharp suit.

Cold eyes.

Perfect posture.

Nathan Cross.

And he was smiling.

...........

Nathan Cross stood in the doorway with the composure of a man who had already crossed a threshold long before anyone noticed. There was no awkward smile, no flustered apology for arriving uninvited. He simply stepped over the line between hallway and penthouse as if he’d always had the right.

Drake didn’t move aside to welcome him.

Nathan moved anyway.

“Good morning,” Nathan said, the faintest hint of amusement threading his voice. “I hope I’m not interrupting.”

Kylie remained half-hidden behind Drake, she was barely covered in nothing more than a thin short bathroom robe... She wasn’t bashful or afraid. Not exactly. Something about Nathan’s presence made the air feel tight, like a room holding its breath.

Drake closed the door but said nothing. The silence stretched thin between the three of them.

Nathan broke it first.

“I imagine you’ve had quite the morning.”

His eyes flicked briefly to the slim laptop on the coffee table, still open, the video paused on its final frame. Kylie’s stomach twisted at the sight of it.

“You sent it,” Drake said. It wasn’t a question.

Nathan gave a small, polite shrug.

“I delivered it.”

“That’s not the same thing,” Drake replied.

“No,” Nathan agreed softly. “It isn’t.”

He walked further into the penthouse, examining the architecture with a critical, appreciative gaze—the black stone floor, the silver-tinted walls, the floating staircase.

“Keen craftsmanship,” he whispered. “Beautiful work. And very intentional.”

Kylie stiffened. She couldn’t tell if he meant the penthouse, or the woman standing ten feet away.

Nathan turned at last, giving Kylie his full attention.

“You looked exquisite last night,” he said, as if commenting on the weather. “The lighting was… inspired.”

Kylie felt her pulse skip, and Drake took a single, quiet step forward, closing the space between them.

“What do you want?” Drake asked, his voice low.

Nathan considered the question with an expression that suggested he was measuring how honest to be. After a moment, he smiled faintly.

“Nothing you wouldn’t expect, given the circumstances.”

“And what circumstances are those?” Drake asked.

Nathan looked at Kylie again—not like a man appraising an object, but like one decoding a language he already spoke fluently.

“You changed the tower last night,” he said simply. “And you don’t even realize it.”

Kylie swallowed.

“I didn’t do anything.”

Nathan’s eyes softened, as if he found that thought endearing.

“You walked into a room,” he said, “and the room moved. You awakened a kind of… awareness. Curiosity. Anticipation.”

He paused.

“And not just in the tower.”

Kylie froze.

Nathan took a step closer, though still keeping a respectful distance.

“What you saw on that video, Mrs. Bennett—what he filmed—was not an accident. It wasn’t coincidence. It wasn’t even obsession.”

Kylie felt the smallest shiver work down her spine.

“Then what was it?” she asked quietly.

Nathan studied her expression for a moment before answering.

“Recognition.”

The word hit the room with a strange, heavy clarity.

Kylie wasn’t sure she understood.

Drake understood too well.

“Who is he?” Drake pressed.

Nathan tilted his head slightly.

“A man with influence. A man with reach. A man who when he wants something, he says so.”

“And he wants what?” Drake demanded.

Nathan didn’t answer immediately. His gaze drifted to Kylie—not predatory, not purely curious, but with an unsettling level of understanding.

“He wants her,” Nathan said softly. “Or perhaps more accurately… he wants her seen.”

Kylie felt her breath catch.

Nathan continued, his voice low and even.

“New York is not a threat. It is an invitation. Your party last night confirmed what he suspected: Atlanta wasn’t big enough for what you’ve become.”

Kylie stepped forward before she even realized she’d moved.

“Then why send it to me anonymously? Why not say whatever he wants directly?”

Nathan’s smile sharpened.

“He wanted you to know the feeling of being watched before you met him. He wanted you to understand the difference between curiosity and obsession".

His eyes flicked toward the cluster of neighboring balconies visible through the window.

“…and intent.”

Kylie swallowed hard.

“And what exactly is his intent?”

Nathan folded his hands behind his back, posture relaxed but eyes sharp as glass.

“He wants to offer you something. Something he believes only you can handle. Something you’re already halfway prepared to accept.” He wants to offer your fame, notoriety, reach"

Drake stepped between them.

“She’s hasn't accepted anything......Yet”

Nathan’s smile didn’t fade.

“That’s not my decision to influence,” he said quietly. “I didn’t come here to convince her of anything. I came to tell you both the truth.”

“And what truth is that?” Drake demanded.

Nathan turned fully to Kylie.

“That you haven’t seen the last envelope.”

Kylie inhaled sharply.

Drake’s eyes narrowed.

Nathan took a graceful step backward toward the door, his composure steady, his expression unreadable.

“The next message won’t come from me,” he said. “And when it arrives, you’ll understand everything he’s offering.”

He reached for the handle, paused, and added:

“For what it’s worth, I don’t think he’s wrong about you, Mrs. Bennett. Some people are meant to be admired. Some are meant to be studied. And some…”

His eyes lowered to her anklet.

“…are meant to be seen.”

Then he left.

The door clicked shut with a softness that felt louder than a slam.

Kylie stood frozen, her pulse pounding, her mind racing through images of the video, the party, the envelopes, the balcony across the skyline.

Drake walked toward her slowly.

“What did he mean… the next message?” she whispered.

Drake didn’t answer.

Because neither of them had noticed it yet.

But lying at the base of the penthouse door, slid quietly beneath it while Nathan was talking…

…was the next envelope.

..........

Drake didn’t see the envelope immediately. He was too focused on the way Kylie moved around the room, the slow, feline tension beneath her skin, the afterglow from the party still buzzing lightly through her veins.

When she pointed it out—a slim black envelope resting at the base of the door—Drake walked toward it.

Kylie’s pulse fluttered, but with anticipation.

The penthouse was a stage.

And she was finally learning to enjoy being the center of it.

Drake opened the envelope, sliding a crisp sheet of paper free. Kylie stepped beside him, close enough for her shoulder to brush his.

The handwriting was bold, almost playful.

**“New York is more fun when you travel alone.

When you’re ready… I’ll be waiting.”**

— A Friend Who Appreciated Last Night”

Kylie raised an eyebrow, lips curving.

“Well,” she said softly, “that’s… flattering.”

“Flattering?” Drake smirked. “Try inevitable.”

She nudged him lightly. “You’re not jealous?”

“Jealous?” Drake stepped closer, sliding a finger beneath the strap of her camisole. “Kylie, you walked through a room last night and made three floors in this tower forget their own names. New York is just the next city waiting to discover you.”

Her stomach tightened pleasantly.

“So this… doesn’t bother you?”

“Bother me?” he repeated. “Baby, it excites me.”

Kylie felt warmth spread through her chest. She bit her lip, glancing again at the envelope.

“Who do you think sent it?”

“Someone with taste,” Drake said. “Someone bold enough to want you and confident enough to say so, Kylie. That’s desire.”

She exhaled slowly.

Yes. That felt right.

It was an invitation.

A tease.

A promise of something bigger than Atlanta’s skyline.

“New York…” she whispered.

Drake lifted her chin gently.

“You think Miami was wild?” he said with a slow grin. “Wait until a city of nine million people gets one look at you.”

Her knees nearly weakened.

“And you’re okay with me… going?”

“I’m more than okay,” Drake said. “I’m the one sending you.”

Before she could respond, her phone vibrated on the nightstand.

She walked over and picked it up.

Renee.

Calling early, on a Sunday, after one of the most provocative nights of Kylie’s life.

Kylie smiled slowly as she answered.

“Renee? Morning, sweetheart. I didn’t expect to hear from you so soon.”

Her voice softened into something warm and wicked.

“What’s on your mind?”


CHAPTER 4 — THE CALL FROM RENEE

Renee’s voice slid through the phone with a lazy confidence, the kind a woman only had after surviving a night she wanted to replay in her mind again and again.

“Well, well… good morning, beautiful,” she said. “Did I wake you?”

Kylie walked toward the master suite windows, the morning light turning her camisole almost translucent. Drake leaned against the doorframe behind her, watching her with an expression that said he loved the way the world gravitated toward her.

“No,” Kylie murmured, smiling. “Just getting out of bed. Last night was… something.”

Renee laughed softly. “Something? Kylie, half the tower is still talking about you. You do realize you were the main event, right?”

Kylie felt heat rise in her chest—pleasure, not embarrassment.

“Oh? And what exactly are they saying?”

“That Drake Bennett has the most stunning, irresistible wife in the building,” Renee said. “And that you walk like you know exactly what effect you have on people.”

Kylie let her head tilt slightly, enjoying the warmth in the words.

“And what about you, Renee? What did you think?”

A pause.

A slow inhale.

Step out and look over at my balcony and you'll see.

Kylie stepped out and saw Renee fully nude. With dabs of whip cream on her nipples and she was slowly licking it off herself.

“I think,” Renee said, “you were the most captivating thing in that room. "And this is what I had wanted to do to you, then she Laughed.

Kylie’s pulse fluttered.

She didn’t need to look at Drake to know he was smiling—she could feel it in the air.

Renee continued, her voice dipping lower.

“And I think you knew I was watching you.”

Kylie smirked. “Maybe.”

“Oh, sweetheart,” Renee breathed, “there was no ‘maybe.’ You were teasing me. The dress. The way those LEDs lit you up from below. You were practically glowing.”

Kylie walked her fingers along the cool glass of the window, tracing her reflection in the morning light.

“Sounds like you enjoyed yourself.”

“You have no idea,” Renee said.

Another pause. A different tone now—more deliberate, more intimate.

“Kylie… I called because I need to ask you something. And I want you to answer honestly.”

Kylie’s lips parted ever so slightly.

“I’m listening.”

“When you saw me last night… when we talked… when our eyes met across the room—” Renee exhaled softly. “Was I imagining things, or was there something there?”

Kylie didn’t look at Drake. She didn’t need to.

She knew she had his full permission.

She knew he wanted to hear her answer as much as Renee did.

So she said, in a quiet, unhurried voice:

“No, Renee. You weren’t imagining it.”

Renee let out a slow, warm sigh, almost a purr.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

Kylie smiled.

“You going to tell me why you really called?” she asked.

Renee hesitated for the first time.

“Well… I wasn’t planning on it so soon. But after last night, after watching you move through that crowd like you owned it… I figured I should get ahead of the curve.”

“Get ahead?” Kylie teased. “Of what?”

“Of the line forming behind you,” Renee said. “Of all the people trying to get your attention. Of the person who slipped you that envelope. And…”

Her voice softened, almost vulnerable, “...of how badly I wanted to be the one you thought about this morning.”

Kylie felt her breath catch in her throat.

Drake’s hand brushed her hip as he stepped behind her, listening openly, unashamedly, his touch warm and encouraging.

“You’ve been on my mind,” Kylie said softly into the phone. “I’ll give you that.”

Renee let out a quiet, satisfied hum.

“But that’s not all, is it?” Kylie added. “There’s something else.”

“Yeah,” Renee said. “There is.”

“What is it?”

Renee exhaled slowly, steadying herself.

“I got my own envelope this morning.”

Kylie turned slightly, eyes flicking to Drake.

“You did?”

“Yes,” Renee said. “Slipped under my door. Same black paper. Same handwriting.”

“What did it say?”

Renee hesitated.

“‘Make sure she goes alone and you keep Drake at home.’”

Kylie froze, but not out of fear.

It was something else.

A spark.

A thrill.

A widening world.

Drake’s hand slid to her waist, steadying her.

“You know what that means, don’t you?” Renee asked.

Kylie spoke softly.

“What?”

“That someone thinks you going alone is what's best for you…”

Her voice warmed into something molten.

“...and that me keeping Drake content is necessary.”

Kylie’s heartbeat quickened.

“Renee,” she whispered, “are you saying—”

“I’m saying,” Renee cut in gently, “that if you are going to New York… I think I should keep Drake here.”

Kylie closed her eyes for a breath, letting the idea settle, spread, bloom.

Beside her, Drake whispered against her ear:

“You can say yes.”

Kylie smiled into the phone.

“Renee?”

“Yes”

..............

You could hear Renee's excitement thru the phone.

“I thought about what you said last night,” Renee murmured, her voice warm, thoughtful. “About how you move… how you live… how you thrive. You’re not someone who needs a partner in crime. You’re someone people orbit.” just think about your 2 days of freedom in Miami."

Kylie’s lips curved.

“Well,” she said lightly, “I don’t know about all that.”

“Oh, stop,” Renee chided. “You do. New York doesn’t need two of you showing up. It needs you walking in like a storm.”

Kylie glanced over her shoulder at Drake, who had settled onto the edge of the bed, arms folded, eyes intent on every word.

“And what about you?” Kylie asked softly. “Where do you fit in this… little arrangement?”

Renee didn’t hesitate.

“With Drake,” if you agree and are ok with it". she said simply. “If you go to New York, he shouldn’t be left pacing the penthouse worried about you. He needs someone keeping him… occupied.”

Kylie raised an eyebrow, a slow grin spreading.

“So, you want to babysit my husband?”

“Sweetheart,” Renee laughed, “I want to make sure he’s smiling when you call each night. And I want him relaxed when you tell him all about your… adventures.”

Kylie bit her lip.

“And you think he’d agree to that?”

Renee’s tone shifted, dropping low and sultry.

“He already did. You both said yes before I even finished asking.”

Kylie felt Drake’s presence behind her—a quiet, amused approval radiating from him like warmth.

“Besides,” Renee added, “I think Drake likes the idea of having someone in his bed who reminds him of you when you’re gone.”

Kylie smirked.

“Oh? And who would that be?”

The pause on the line was delicious.

“Me,” Renee whispered. “Unless you object.”

Kylie didn’t object.

Drake didn’t even let her get that far.

He reached out, slid a slow hand along Kylie’s hip, and spoke loudly enough for Renee to hear:

“She doesn’t object.”

Kylie felt her pulse quicken.

“All right then,” Renee purred. “While you’re lighting up New York, I’ll keep things… warm here.”

Kylie turned slightly toward Drake.

His eyes were on her—steady, hungry, proud.

“This could work,” Kylie said quietly into the phone.

“Of course it can,” Renee murmured. “New York needs you. Atlanta needs him. I’m just… helping keep the balance.”

Kylie almost laughed.

Balance.

Something she knows much about.

Apparently, her life was developing a theme.

“Then we agree,” Kylie said softly. “I travel alone.”

“And I stay close to Drake,” Renee finished smoothly. “Until you come home with stories he’ll replay for months.”

Kylie let her eyes close for a moment, letting the idea wash over her—New York. A new city, a new stage, a new unknown admirer who wanted her to be seen. And meanwhile, back home… Drake in capable hands, waiting to hear every detail.

“Thank you, Renee,” Kylie whispered.

“Oh, don’t thank me yet,” she said with a teasing laugh. “I have one condition.”

Kylie’s lips curved as she leaned into the phone, her voice dropping to match Renee’s sultry tone.

"And what's that condition?"

There was a pause on the line—a deliberate, delicious pause that made the space between them feel charged with possibility. When Renee spoke again, her words came out like warm honey.

"I want to see that secret room of yours now that its complete."

Kylie glanced toward the wall where the secret door lay hidden, remembering its promise of memory, adrenaline, and temptation. She heard Drake shift behind her, heard the soft sound of his breath—interest, not objection.

Renee continued, her voice barely a whisper now.

"Another pause. "Now that it's finished... I want to experience it with both of you."

Kylie felt her heartbeat quicken at the images that flooded her mind—Renee, Drake, and her, in a space designed for pure secret satisfaction.

"You want...?" Kylie let the question hang in the air, knowing Renee would fill in the blanks.

"I want," Renee murmured, "what you live by, no rules, no holding back"

Kylie looked over at Drake, saw the slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. The secret room wasn't just about privacy—it was about performance, about the taboo, about letting go. And apparently, Renee understood that perfectly.

"Well," Kylie said into the phone, her voice warm with promise, "I think that can be arranged."

Kylie hung up slowly, setting the phone on the nightstand, her breath steady but warm.

Drake rose from the bed.

“A lone wolf,” he said with a grin. “Just the way you like it.”

Kylie stepped into him, sliding her arms around his neck.

“Exactly the way I like it.”

He lowered his mouth to her ear.

“Good,” he murmured. “Because New York doesn’t know what’s about to hit it.”

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“And you?” she whispered. “You’ll be okay here with… company?”

Drake smirked.

“Baby, I’ll be better than okay.”

Kylie let her fingers trail down his chest.

“Then it’s settled.”

She started to turn away when Drake caught her wrist gently.

“One more thing,” he said.

“What?”

He nodded toward the door.

The one where the envelope had been.

“You realize,” he murmured, “that whoever sent that… isn’t trying to scare you.”

“Then what are they trying to do?” Kylie asked softly.

Drake smiled slowly.

“They’re trying to tempt you.”

Her breath hitched.

“And it’s working,” he added.

Kylie exhaled with a shiver of excitement she couldn’t hide.

“When do I leave?” she whispered.

A soft rustle came from the floor outside the bedroom.

Drake walked over, bent down, and picked up something thin and rectangular that must have been slipped quietly under the master door.

He held it up.

A sleek black travel envelope.

He opened it.

Inside was a single item:

A one-way ticket to New York City.

In Kylie Bennett’s name.

Kylie’s heart fluttered—not from fear, but from irresistible anticipation.

Drake looked at the ticket, then at her.

“Well,” he said with a slow grin, “I think the city just answered your question.”

Kylie stepped toward him, eyes bright, breath warm.

“Then I better start packing.” And we should work on locking our doors"

............

Kylie stood there for a moment with the ticket in her hand, letting the idea settle into her bones. New York. A new skyline. A new stage. And whoever sent the invitation already knew she would say yes. They knew what she was. They knew how she moved through a room. They knew what kind of fire she carried.

And they wanted to see it up close.

Kylie drew a slow, steady breath, turned toward the master suite walk-in closet, and slipped inside.

Drake followed her to the doorway but didn’t enter. He leaned against the frame, arms crossed, enjoying the view—watching her sift through clothes like a woman curating a weapon.

“What are you thinking?” he asked.

Kylie pulled a long white cover-up from its hanger, holding it up to the light.

“Something that says ‘unattainable,’” she mused. “But also ‘don’t even try unless you’re ready.’”

Drake laughed under his breath.

“So… your usual wardrobe.”

She smirked. “Pretty much.”

She moved deeper into the closet, fingertips brushing fabrics—sheer, silky, minimal. Only Kylie could make the act of packing look like a performance.

Drake spoke again, lower this time.

“You’re excited.”

Kylie didn’t deny it. “Of course I am.”

He stepped fully into the room then, closing the distance until she could feel his warmth at her back. His hands didn’t touch her—he didn’t need them to. She felt him anyway.

“This is what you wanted,” he said softly. “Freedom. Adventure. Attention that doesn’t require permission.”

“And you?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder. “You’re really okay with me going alone?”

“Baby,” he said, “I’m the one saying go.”

That line alone made Kylie’s pulse flutter.

She folded two outfits—one silky, one dangerously simple—and set them inside her overnight bag. She added a pair of heels, then paused, considering whether she needed anything more.

Probably not.

Kylie could walk into a city with nothing but her anklet and walk out with half the skyline wanting to know her name.

Drake stepped closer, his voice brushing the back of her neck.

“Be honest,” he murmured. “You already know exactly who you’ll be when you step off that plane.”

Kylie zipped the bag slowly, letting the sound stretch.

“Maybe,” she whispered.

He smiled. “No maybe. You become someone different when you travel. Bolder. Untouched by routine. Dangerous in a way that makes every man in the room nervous and fascinated.”

She turned fully to face him.

“And what about you? Nervous or fascinated?”

“Oh, I’m both,” he said. “And I’m counting on Renee to keep me that way.”

Kylie laughed softly, shaking her head.

“She’s going to drive you insane.”

“She already does,” he said. “In all the right ways.”

Kylie’s eyes softened.

“Good. I want you taken care of while I’m gone.”

Drake leaned in closer, his lips almost touching hers.

“I will be,” he promised. “Just call me when you get to New York… and tell me what you’re wearing.”

Kylie’s breath caught in her throat, the anticipation settling into her bloodstream like heat.

“I’ll call you,” she said.

He brushed a thumb along her jawline.

“Before you leave,” he added, “Renee is stopping by.”

Kylie blinked. “Oh?”

“She said she wanted to… get familiar with the house,” Drake said, a slow smile curving. “Make sure she can keep me content.”

Kylie smoothed the strap of her camisole.

“Well,” she murmured, “I suppose I should pack faster.”

She grabbed her small travel bag, slung it over her shoulder, and stepped out of the closet. Drake followed, watching every sway of her hips as she walked toward the stairs.

Halfway down, Kylie paused.

“Drake?”

“Yeah?”

She looked over her shoulder, eyes warm and wicked.

“When she gets here…”

Her voice dipped, sultry and confident.

“…don’t start anything you can’t describe to me later.”

Drake’s grin was slow, dangerous.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he said,

“I plan on describing everything.”

Kylie’s cheeks warmed with heat she didn’t bother hiding. The anticipation—her trip, his night, the secret room’s new role—was a current running under her skin.

She reached the bottom of the stairs just as a soft knock sounded at the penthouse door.

Kylie didn’t need to ask who it was.

Drake inhaled slowly.

“She’s early.”

Kylie stepped toward the elevator, her bag in hand, her hair still mussed from the morning.

“I’ll let you handle it,” she teased.

A second knock.

Softer this time.

Suggestive.

Drake approached the door.

Kylie stepped into the open elevator.

“Call me later,” Drake murmured without turning.

“I will,” she whispered back.

The doors began to slide closed—just as Drake opened the front door to let Renee in.

Kylie caught a final glimpse: Renee leaning in, whispering something that made Drake’s eyebrows rise… and his hand drift toward the small of her back.

The elevator closed.

Kylie exhaled, excitement trembling through her.

New York was waiting.

And Drake?

Drake would have stories of his own by the time she returned.


CHAPTER 5 — WHEELS UP

The elevator slid to a stop on the lobby floor with a soft chime. Kylie stepped out, travel bag in hand, the anklet gleaming faintly beneath the hem of her dress. It wasn’t tight. It wasn’t short. But it was the kind of dress that moved—gently, deliberately, brushing her hips in a way that told the world she didn’t need to try.

Heads turned.

They always did.

The concierge straightened as she passed.

The older gentleman in the seating area looked twice.

A young guy at the security desk nearly forgot to scan his own badge.

Kylie didn’t slow down.

Her phone buzzed just as she stepped out onto the curb.

Drake:

Renee just walked upstairs with that look you know she gets.

I’ll keep you updated. I love you, and have fun...

Kylie smirked.

She typed back:

Kylie:

Good. Keep her busy.

I want stories when I get home.

and I love you too....

A black sedan pulled up—sleek, tinted, polished. The driver stepped out quickly, greeting her by name with a warm, practiced smile.

“Mrs. Bennett? Your car to the airport.”

She slid inside.

The city crawled by outside the window as the car accelerated through Atlanta. Kylie watched neighborhoods blur into skyline, watched the reflections of passing buildings dance across the tinted glass.

She could still feel the warmth of the secret room upstairs.

She could still hear the way Renee’s voice dropped on the phone.

She could imagine how things were unfolding in the penthouse even now…

..............

Upstairs, Renee moved through the penthouse with the kind of ease that suggested she was visiting a second home, not someone else's. She'd arrived in what could pass for casual—a light jacket, jeans—but the transformation had already begun in her mind.

She paused at the top of the stairs, glancing down at Drake who watched from below, patient, waiting. When he'd told her to make herself at home, she'd understood exactly what he meant.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind her.

The jeans slid to the floor.

The jacket followed.

What emerged was something different entirely—leather and straps, an intricate web of dark red that showcased rather than concealed. An outfit designed not for comfort, but for effect. Her 36DDD's looked so much more when outlined in leather. She looked in the mirror and loved the look.

She released her hair from its tight knot, letting strawberry-red waves cascade over her shoulders, then traced her lips with a shade of crimson that matched her straps.

When she descended the stairs, each step was deliberate, each movement calculated to mesmerize.

Drake didn't move. He didn't speak.

But his eyes darkened.

Renee reached the bottom, closing the distance between them until her leather-clad body pressed against his.

Her mouth found his—not tentative, not teasing, but deep, claiming, the kind of kiss that leaves no room for questions if your lovers.

When she pulled back, her eyes held his. She took his hand, guided it beneath the leather straps, through folds already slick with anticipation.

She let him feel her readiness before she spoke, her voice a low murmur against his ear.

"This," she whispered, "is going to be fun."

..............

Kylie inhaled slowly, letting the anticipation settle.

At the Airport

The terminal was busy, but the energy shifted when she walked through. Kylie always felt the shift—eyes catching on her, lingering, puzzled, intrigued.

Security was quick.

Her dress drew more attention than her ID.

One TSA agent tried very hard not to stare.

He failed.

Another passenger behind her whispered something to his friend.

“Is she…wearing anything under that dress?”

“No idea, but damn…”

Kylie didn’t acknowledge any of it.

The world had become a stage, and she’d learned exactly how to walk across it.

At the gate, she found her seat in first class without waiting long. Her row was empty—until someone arrived and paused in the aisle beside her.

Dark suit.

Casual confidence.

Broad shoulders.

Eyes that noticed details most people missed.

“Looks like I’m sitting with you,” he said, sliding a carry-on into the overhead bin.

His tone wasn’t flirty.

Just observant.

Kylie crossed one leg over the other, the anklet catching the light again.

He noticed.

They always noticed.

He took his seat.

Buckled in.

Turned to her with a curious tilt of his head.

“That’s an interesting bracelet,” he commented.

“It’s not a bracelet,” Kylie said softly.

“No?” he asked. “Then what is it?”

She watched his eyes, the way they sharpened—recognition flickering.

“Something that only means something to the right people,” she said.

And it's an anklet, hence the location"

His breath shifted—barely, but noticeably.

“Ah,” he murmured. “That kind of symbol.”

He didn’t push.

He didn’t pry.

But he understood.

And that was enough to make her smile.

The cabin door closed.

The safety demo started.

Kylie settled back, watching the runway lights shimmer.

As the engines powered up, the man beside her turned one more time.

“Headed to New York for work?” he asked.

“Something like that.”

“Or pleasure?”

Kylie smoothed her dress over her thighs.

“Maybe both.”

He gave a slow, knowing nod.

“Well,” he said, “New York is full of possibilities.”

She let her gaze drift down to his hands, then back to his eyes.

“So I’ve heard.”

There was a pause.

Warm.

Open.

Charged.

Then she turned her head, looking out the window as the plane climbed into the sky.

She wasn’t here to entertain men.

She wasn’t here to flirt.

Not unless she chose to.

And she might choose to on this flight.

.............

About halfway into the flight the fabric of her dress shifted as she settled back into her seat, a deliberate adjustment that sent the silk sliding up her thigh until the slit revealed exactly what she intended. Not too much, not too little—just enough to make a man wonder, to make him look again. She had spent years curating this particular kind of perfection, and she knew its worth.

Kylie didn't bother with modesty gestures like tugging at her hem. She simply reclined, allowing the material to settle where it wanted. The cool cabin air kissed her exposed skin, and she felt the subtle tightening of her nipples, the piercings creating faint shadows through the thin fabric.

The man beside her noticed. She could feel his attention shift from casual to acute, the space between them suddenly charged with possibility. His gaze lingered, then drifted away, then returned—each time with more certainty.

Kylie closed her eyes, feigning rest, but she was hyperaware of every subtle sound, every shift of air current. She heard his breath catch when the flight attendant passed by almost catching his stare. She sensed his courage change when the cabin lights dimmed.

Then she felt it—the warmth of his hand as it settled on her thigh, testing boundaries. Kylie didn't move, didn't open her eyes, just let the silence stretch. His touch was confident but not invasive, waiting for permission she wouldn't grant verbally.

Slowly, his fingers traced upward, finding the edge of her dress, then venturing beyond. When he reached the warmth between her legs, she felt rather than saw his quick intake of breath. His fingers explored with practiced gentleness, finding her already wet, already waiting.

Kylie's breathing remained even, but beneath the surface, her pulse raced. Two fingers slipped inside her, stroking slowly, deliberately. She let out a soft sigh that could be mistaken for comfort.

When his other hand moved to her breast, thumbing her hardened nipple through the fabric. Her chest began to rise and fall with satisfaction as her pulse quickened, she seen in his eyes something change, dark and knowing. He leaned in, closing the small distance between them, and captured her swelled nipple and piercing between his lips.

Kylie's hand slid into his hair, pulling him closer. He responded with deeper pressure, his fingers inside her finding a rhythm that matched his mouth. When she came, it was with a quiet arch of her back, a muffled gasp against his shoulder, a shudder that traveled through both of them.

He lingered for a moment longer before sitting back, adjusting himself as if nothing had happened. Kylie smoothed her dress, the silk settling into place as though it had never moved.

The flight continued.

............

The man beside her cleared his throat softly, as if re-centering himself.

“So is someone meeting you in the city?” he asked.

Kylie smiled faintly and rose from her reclined position.

“Oh yes,” she said. “Someone arranged everything.”

He arched a brow.

“Someone important?”

She tilted her head. “Someone curious.”

The man chuckled lightly.

“You enjoy being naughty and mysterious, don’t you?”

“Only when it works,” she said.

“And is it working on me?” he asked.

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

The last half of the flight felt like static in the air—warm, charged, expectant. Kylie closed her eyes briefly, letting her mind drift forward.

What the admirer had planned.

What they would want from her.

What the city might draw out of her.

And how Drake would react when she told him everything.

Her lips curved faintly.

Yes.

This was exactly the life she had chosen.

............

The wheels touched the runway with a soft thump.

Passengers stirred, phones dinged awake, chatter filled the cabin.

Kylie rose gracefully, gathering her bag.

She could feel the man’s eyes on her—not greedy, but restrained and aware.

“Enjoy your trip,” he said quietly.

“I will,” Kylie replied. “I always do.”

She stepped off the plane, through the jetway, down into the terminal… and paused.

A man in a perfectly tailored suit held a sign.

Not a paper sign.

Not a hotel logo.

A single name, hers, etched in silver on black:

* KYLIE BENNETT *

His eyes lifted when he recognized her.

“Mrs. Bennett,” he said warmly. “Your car is waiting.”

Kylie’s pulse flickered.

This was no rideshare.

No standard limo.

This was something orchestrated.

He gestured elegantly.

“This way.”

As she followed him through the terminal, she heard the soft vibration of her phone.

A new message.

Unknown number.

She opened it.

A single sentence.

“Welcome to New York. Let’s see if the storm can keep up with the city.”

Kylie smiled slowly, heat awakening behind her ribs.

“Oh,” she whispered to herself,

“this is going to be fun.”

...........

The limo pulled up to a private entrance at the Mark Hotel tucked behind central park off Madison Ave, a place so quiet Kylie wondered if she’d stepped onto a movie set. No crowds. No taxi lines. No noise except the hum of the luxury vehicles sleeping at the entrance.

The driver stepped out and opened her door with the kind of precision that made it clear he’d been trained for clients far above her pay grade — or rather, her former pay grade.

“Mrs. Bennett,” he said gently, “your suite awaits.”

Kylie stepped out, the wind pulling at her hair as if welcoming her to the city. The driver escorted her through a private entrance, down a quiet hallway scented with jasmine and new leather, and into an elevator with no buttons — only a monitor that scanned her face and began its ascent.

The doors opened into her suite.

Kylie stopped walking.

Stopped breathing.

Stopped everything.

..............

It wasn’t a hotel room.

It wasn’t a penthouse.

One like shed never seen before.

10,000 plus sqft , 2 floors, rooftop terrace

This was a private city-level residence tucked inside one of Adrian Wolfe’s buildings — a space so carefully curated it felt like a stage waiting for a star.

Black marble floors.

White trim.

Floor-to-ceiling windows revealing Manhattan like a living mural.

Soft gold backlighting.

Clean lines.

Silence thick as velvet.

But none of that was what stole her breath.

It was the bedroom.

Or more specifically—

The wardrobe waiting for her.

Rows and rows and rows of designer dresses hung like a private runway collection. The kind of pieces she’d only seen on red carpets or magazine covers. Designer names she recognized instantly, and others she didn’t even know how to pronounce.

Every single one:

sheer

sculpted

cut with impossible precision

tailored around curves only she had

fitted at the bust and hips

stitched to float over her skin

designed to be worn with absolutely nothing underneath

Her heart kicked hard.

There was no way these were guesses.

Whoever selected them knew her.

Not personally…

but intimately.

Her style.

Her walk.

Her heat.

Her preference for no undergarments.

Each dress seemed to whisper:

“Wear me, and they’ll forget how to speak.”

And then she saw the lingerie.

Or what counted as lingerie.

A full wall of it.

Barely-there pieces in silk, lace, mesh — some so fine they disappeared when she held them up to the light, others sculptural enough to make her look like a walking sin.

Kylie reached for a hanging tag.

Custom-stamped with a wolf insignia

and the initials:

A.W.

Her breath shivered.

Adrian Wolfe had dressed her

before she ever walked into his world.

She stepped deeper inside the closet, her fingertips brushing the fabrics, feeling the luxurious textures kiss her skin. There was an entire section dedicated to shoes — stilettos with red soles, metallic heels with impossible balance, and strappy pairs that made her legs look a mile long.

A full vanity station was set up with:

luxury skincare

expensive perfumes

glowing makeup palettes

hair tools arranged like surgical instruments

And on the marble counter:

Another envelope.

Black.

Slim.

Elegant.

Her name written in a hand that felt like precise, masculine confidence.

KYLIE BENNETT

She opened it slowly.

Inside was a card with a single message.

**“Wear anything you want.

Or nothing at all.

I’ll make the world adjust to you.”

— A.W.”**

Kylie’s fingers curled around the card.

A slow, electric warmth spread through her chest.

This wasn’t intimidation.

This wasn’t fear.

This wasn’t being controlled.

This was someone giving her the stage

she never realized she’d been craving.

She looked around the room again — the dresses, the lingerie, the shoes, the setup.

This wasn’t a gift.

It was an invitation.

She stepped toward the bed, dropping her bag onto the white coverlet.

Then she noticed something else on the pillow:

A schedule card.

Minimal.

Precise.

Confident.

**2:00 p.m. — Rooftop Photoshoot

Private Helicopter Pickup — 1:30

Wardrobe: Anything That Feels Like a Storm

Dinner: 8:00 p.m. (TBD)

Your first reveal begins tonight.”**

Kylie’s pulse flickered.

She checked the time.

12:47 p.m.

Plenty of time,

but not nearly enough.

She walked to the mirror, letting her fingers trail down her dress, imagining what it would feel like to slip into one of the pieces hanging for her.

Kylie's lips curved into a slow smile. Whatever Adrian Wolfe had in store for her, she was ready.

The elevator ride up to the rooftop felt like the prelude to a symphony, the sounds growing louder, the lights brighter. When the doors opened onto the rooftop helipad, the wind caught her dress, making it billow around her like ink in water.

She walked to the edge, the city sprawling beneath her in all its chaotic glory. Somewhere below, someone was watching. Somewhere above, her ride was approaching. And somewhere in between, Kylie Bennett was exactly where she was meant to be—center stage, dressed for a storm, waiting for the world to adjust to her.

Kylie stepped on to the chopper and exhaled slowly.

She thought of Drake.

Of his smile when she told him she’d call.

Of how he and Renee were probably getting very… acquainted by now.

...........

The hot tub bubbled around Drake's waist as he leaned back, the steam rising to meet the cool air of the penthouse terrace. The sting was still fresh on his back—four perfect red crescents where Renee's nails had dug in when he'd brought her to the edge. On his chest, faint purple marks bloomed like exotic flowers, evidence of her mouth and her teeth. At the base of his shaft, a crimson ring remained where her lipstick had transferred during that moment when she'd taken all of him—then taken him again.

She hadn't even taken off those damn leather straps, just straddle him on the sofa, her hips moving with a frantic hunger that made him forget his own name. He had cum heavily not once but twice. First with her mouth, then riding him like he was the last man on earth until they'd collapsed together in a tangle of sweat and satisfaction.

Now she floated beside him in the water, her strawberry-red hair fanned out around her shoulders, a lazy, satisfied smile playing on her lips. The water lapped at the intricate web of dark red leather still webbed around her body like a second skin. Her hand drifted to his thigh, fingers tracing patterns that promised this was merely an intermission.

Drake's thoughts drifted too—across miles of sky to New York, where Kylie was likely stepping into whatever world the stranger had built for her. He trusted her judgment; knew she'd make choices that led her exactly where she wanted to be. His phone was on the table nearby, screen dark. He'd check it later, after this particular storm had fully passed.

Renee's hand slid higher, her touch deliberate. When he looked at her, her eyes held that same calculated hunger he'd seen in her at the party.

"Missing her already?" she murmured, though it wasn't really a question.

Drake shook his head slowly, reaching out to trace the edge of one leather strap against her skin.

"Not for a second."

And it was true.

Because this was part of their arrangement.

Him in Atlanta.

Her in New York.

Both of them exactly where they were meant to be at that moment.

...........

Kylie looked out over the city, her lips curled in a slow, hungry smile.

“New York,” she whispered to her own reflection,

“you’re about to find out exactly who I am.”

..........

The helicopter lifted higher, slicing through the afternoon haze as Manhattan unfolded beneath Kylie like a living tapestry. From this height, the city looked less like steel and noise and more like a creature—breathing, watching, waiting.

Sunlight streamed in through the side window and hit her cobalt dress just right, turning the sheer panels into slow flashes of brilliance. Every tilt of her body revealed a different contour, a different suggestion, every angle making her look like a woman engineered by the skyline itself.

She rested her palm on the cool glass, watching Central Park drift past beneath her.

A world-famous skyline.

A private suite in the city’s most exclusive hotel.

A helicopter sent for her.

A photoshoot planned for something she didn’t yet understand.

Her life had shifted that quickly.

Drake would be losing his mind right now if he saw her like this — if he saw how perfectly the dress molded to her without a single undergarment, how the city below seemed to react to her presence like it knew she was coming.

She smiled at the thought.

He would see it soon enough.

The Pilot glanced back.

“Ten minutes out, Mrs. Bennett.”

“Thank you,” she said, keeping her voice steady, controlled.

But inside?

Her pulse stepped into its own rhythm.

Not fear.

Not nerves.

Something hotter.

Anticipation wrapped in adrenaline, wrapped in the hum of the rotors.

This didn't feel like just a photoshoot.

It felt like her introduction.

She shifted her legs, the dress sliding like liquid silk along her thighs. She could tell the tailored fit had been measured with shocking precision. Every seam knew her shape.

It wasn’t a guess.

Someone had studied her.

Not creepily—strategically.

She wondered if it had been Wolfe himself.

If he’d asked for references.

Measurements.

Footage from her travel nights.

Photos from the Atlanta party.

Videos from Miami someone had leaked.

She wouldn’t put it past the kind of man who signs notes with letters instead of names.

The helicopter banked left, angling toward the heart of Manhattan’s skyline. From here she could see:

The glittering glass towers that framed the city

Rooftop gardens perched hundreds of feet in the air

Tiny specks that were people on the sidewalks below

The Hudson flowing silver at the edges of the island

And then—

A rooftop terrace came into view.

Wide.

White.

Minimalist.

Flooded with light stands, screens, reflectors, and a crew that moved with the efficiency of a film set.

As the helicopter hovered, Kylie saw heads turn upward. Then bodies shifted. Then hands shaded eyes.

She inhaled softly.

She could get used to this.

The helicopter touched down gently.

The rotors slowed.

The pilot cut the engine.

The door opened with a soft, pressurized hiss.

Wind caught her dress immediately, lifting it just enough to hint at the curves beneath. Someone on the ground audibly sucked in a breath — she didn’t even need to look to know.

Kylie stepped down onto the rooftop, heels clicking onto the helipad’s painted surface with perfect confidence.

A man—tall, sharp, clearly expensive—stepped forward with a headset and a clipboard.

“Mrs. Bennett,” he said, tone respectful and a little awed, “welcome. We’re ready for you.”

Kylie glanced around the rooftop, letting the city breeze wash through her hair.

“Is Adrian Wolfe here?”

“Not yet,” the man replied.

“But he’ll be watching your first set.”

She raised a brow.

“Watching from where?”

The man smiled faintly.

“Oh, you’ll know when he decides to be seen.”

Kylie walked toward the center of the set.

The dress clung.

The wind teased.

Her stride was liquid.

She stepped into the space as if she had been born for this.

Because maybe she had.

.........

Cameras shifted positions around her, operators fine-tuning angles as the rooftop crew snapped into their workflow. The warm lights settled into a soft glow, casting a halo across the terrace while stylists hovered just outside the frame, pretending to stay busy as they stole glances at Kylie in that magnificent dress.

She walked to the mark with natural ease, the fabric gliding along her hips in a way that made it look alive. The wind caught the sheer panels again, lifting them just enough to hint at her curves. Kylie didn’t need to pose; she simply moved, letting the city shape her silhouettes.

The photographer raised his camera.

“Perfect. Keep breathing. Let the dress react to you.”

She turned slightly, letting the breeze sweep her hair into a slow cascade. Her expression softened, her eyes lowering just enough to draw the viewer closer. Behind the screens, assistants murmured to themselves.

“Look at this detail.”

“She doesn’t even need direction.”

“This is… wild.”

Kylie shifted her weight and let a spark of attitude slide into her posture. A subtle smirk. A roll of the shoulder. A half-step into the wind. The entire crew leaned forward without meaning to.

Then something in the air changed.

Not dramatically.

Just a subtle tightening of attention.

Kylie felt it before she saw him.

Adrian Wolfe stepped onto the rooftop like he owned the weather. He didn’t rush. He didn’t ask questions. He simply approached with a quiet authority that made everyone else on the terrace straighten instinctively.

He wore a charcoal suit that matched the skyline. His eyes locked onto Kylie immediately, as though he had come here for no other reason. He didn’t smile; he didn’t look away; he didn’t even blink at first.

He just watched her.

Kylie didn’t move for a breath.

Then she shifted her stance—almost imperceptibly—angling her hip toward him. The photographer clicked instantly.

Adrian came closer, stopping just outside the lights.

“Continue,” he said softly.

His tone wasn’t commanding.

It was approving.

Expectant.

Kylie lifted her chin and stepped into another fluid turn. The dress flowed with her, sheer in all the right places. The camera followed. Adrian did too.

Shots fired in rapid succession.

A sideways glance.

A hair-toss.

The skirt lifting as she spun half a step to the left.

Everything she did was deliberate yet effortless, like she’d been waiting her whole life for someone to give her permission to unleash this side of herself.

Adrian watched every second.

When the photographer finally lowered his camera for a reset, Kylie remained poised on the mark, her breath steady. Adrian moved forward, closing the distance until he stood just within conversation range.

“You fit this city,” he said quietly.

“As if it’s been waiting for you.”

Kylie let a small smile tug at her lips.

“And you were expecting me,” she whispered.

His eyes warmed just slightly.

“More than you know.”


CHAPTER 6 — AFTER THE SHOOT

The rooftop crew began breaking down equipment the moment the final shutter snapped. Assistants rolled up cables, stylists gathered stray pins, and techs carried lighting panels off toward the elevator. The energy that had buzzed earlier settled into something quieter—almost reverent.

Kylie stood near the edge of the terrace, overlooking the city as the wind cooled the heat still lingering on her skin. Her pulse was steady but charged, like her body hadn’t quite caught up with what she’d just done.

The photographer approached first.

“You were flawless,” he said, his smile genuine. “I’ve shot models for fifteen years. I’ve never seen someone walk in on day one and command a set like that.”

Kylie offered a small, disarming smile.

“Maybe it was the dress.”

“No,” he said quickly. “It was you.”

He squeezed her arm lightly, then stepped away to give her space.

A few others came to thank her, compliment her, tell her she was unforgettable. She accepted each word with grace, but her attention kept drifting toward the staircase leading down into the building.

Adrian Wolfe hadn’t spoken to her again.

He watched the last few frames. Observed her cool down. Then he’d disappeared inside the building without a word to anyone else.

Not an exit.

A summons.

Kylie felt it in her bones.

Her escort appeared at her side.

“Mrs. Bennett,” he said, “Mr. Wolfe would like a moment, if you’re willing.”

She smoothed her dress, letting the fabric settle over her hips.

“I assumed he would.”

The escort didn’t smile, but his eyes softened.

“This way.”

...........

They led her up one flight of stairs into a private loft space that overlooked the entire rooftop. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped the room, letting her see the terrace from above like a quiet observer.

The room was dimly lit—warm, golden light against black marble floors. Sunlight struck the windows in long, angled beams that painted lines across the space.

Adrian was standing at the far end.

Hands in his pockets.

Shoulders relaxed.

Eyes already on her.

He didn’t move right away.

He let her cross the room slowly, the sound of her heels echoing with a soft, elegant rhythm.

“Impressive,” he said finally.

Kylie paused a few steps from him.

“The shoot?”

“You,” he corrected.

She lifted her chin slightly.

“I wasn’t sure what you were expecting.”

“I was,” he said. “And you exceeded it.”

Her lips curved in a subtle challenge.

“Should I take that as a compliment… or an invitation?”

He let a small breath of amusement slip through his nose.

“Whichever makes you more dangerous, Mrs. Bennett.”

The air pulsed softly between them.

Not flirtation.

Not tension.

Recognition.

He stepped closer, closing half the distance.

“You handle pressure like it was designed around you. You understand the camera without needing instruction. And you don’t hide from attention—you use it.”

Kylie held his stare.

“And what are you planning to use me for, Mr. Wolfe?”

His answer came without hesitation.

“To show the world what it’s been ignoring.”

She felt the truth of that down her spine.

“You’re not a model,” he continued. “You’re not an influencer. You’re not a performer playing a part. You’re something rarer. People don’t just want to look at you… they want to feel something when they do.”

Kylie drew in a slow, steady breath.

“And what is it you feel, Adrian?”

He stepped in the last of the space—close enough to sense but not touch.

“Potential.”

She held herself perfectly still.

“Potential for what?”

“For fame,” he said softly.

“For danger.

For desire.

For whatever world you’re willing to take.”

Her pulse flicked hard.

“And my husband?” she asked.

“He’ll have a front-row seat,” Adrian said, unapologetically. “If you let him.”

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t waver.

Didn’t look away.

She simply said,

“Show me what comes next.”

Adrian’s gaze darkened—not lust, but interest sharpened into something rare.

“In due time,” he said. “For now… you should rest.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Resting wasn’t part of my plan.”

“It will be,” he said, “when you see tomorrow’s schedule.”

He handed her a black envelope.

Heavy cardstock.

Minimal gold embossing.

Her name printed in sharp, clean lettering.

Kylie took it slowly.

“What’s tomorrow?”

He smiled, just barely.

“Your first appearance.”

She slid a finger beneath the seal.

“And after that?”

“After that,” Adrian murmured, stepping back so she could breathe again, “you won’t be anonymous ever again”

The weight of the words hit her… and lit something inside her at the same time.

Fame.

Danger.

Desire.

She’d lived pieces of all of them.

But never like this.

The escort returned quietly at the door.

“Whenever you’re ready, Mrs. Bennett.”

Kylie held Adrian’s gaze a moment longer.

Then she turned, her dress catching the light again as she walked toward the exit.

She didn’t ask where she was going.

She didn’t need instructions.

New York was already watching.


CHAPTER 7 — THE ENVELOPE

The elevator doors to The Mark’s penthouse suite opened with a soft hiss, releasing Kylie into the warm, quiet luxury of the space Adrian Wolfe had provided for her. The city glowed through the towering windows, its lights scattering across the marble floor like a thousand curious eyes trying to catch a glimpse of her.

She slipped off her heels and walked barefoot across the smooth stone, the dress brushing her skin like an electric memory of the shoot. Her body still carried the adrenaline from the rooftop, and every step reminded her that strangers in three different departments had needed a break after photographing her.

Kylie set the black envelope on the marble dining table before opening the mini-fridge for a bottle of sparkling water. The cool condensation slid down her fingers, and she caught herself imagining Drake’s reaction if he had seen her beneath those rooftop lights, the dress outlining her curves with every breath.

She paused at the edge of the window, the city lights stretching out behind her like a carpet of scattered diamonds. With deliberate fingers, she raised her phone, angling the camera just so—capturing the silhouette of her body against the skyline, the sheer dress catching the ambient glow in ways that made her look both ethereal and dangerous. The shot was perfect: her profile sharp against the urban glow, the city watching her like it always did.

She typed out the message with a slow, deliberate rhythm, each tap of her thumbnail against the screen feeling like a promise.

"you'll probably be seeing more of me like this."

The words hung in the air for a moment before she hit send, watching the message disappear into the digital space between her and Drake. A small, knowing smile played on her lips as she imagined him opening it—his pulse quickening, his breath catching—somewhere across the miles, somewhere where the night air was thick with the scent of Renee's perfume and the lingering heat of their encounter.

When she returned to the table, she paused and let her palm rest on the envelope’s edge. It was heavier than the others, thicker, and somehow more intimate, as if it carried the next step in a dangerous game she had already begun playing.

Kylie broke the seal slowly, savoring the whisper of paper against her nail. Inside lay a single card with Adrian Wolfe’s unmistakably clean handwriting, each letter cut with control and confidence.

There was no greeting, no instructions, no pleasantries. Just a single line:

“Tomorrow, the world sees you for the first time.”

Beneath it was a folded itinerary—minimal, expensive paper—listing the event:

The Metropolitan Fashion Council, Private Preview Gala.

The kind of room reserved for legends, money, and people whose names altered industries.

Kylie exhaled, her pulse tightening just enough to feel dangerous. She imagined walking into a gala filled with people who’d spent their lives believing they were untouchable, then watching their composure melt the moment they saw her.

As she skimmed the schedule, she noticed a second card beneath the first one—much smaller, black with silver foil around the edges. This one didn’t list times or events. It carried only a suggestion.

“Wear something that makes New York forget how to act.”

Kylie smirked and ran her fingers through her hair, feeling the faint sheen of hairspray from the shoot. She already knew there were dresses in the suite that could stop traffic from thirty floors up. There were pieces in the closet that would make half the gala lose their breath and the other half lose their sense of morality.

She imagined eyes lingering where the fabric turned sheer, imagined photographers catching the exact outline of her without needing flash. The thought alone tightened a heat low in her stomach, because the possibility wasn’t just thrilling—it felt like her next evolution.

She walked toward the bedroom, the dress shimmering along her hips with each step. The closet doors were still open from earlier, dresses hanging like a private runway waiting for her touch. The cobalt dress slid off her shoulders when she tugged the zipper, pooling around her feet in a slow, luxurious spill of color.

She picked up a new piece from the rack, one with sheer black panels and a slit so high it bordered on indecent. When she lifted it, the fabric caught the city lights and transformed into a thin constellation of dark shimmer. It was a dress designed for sin performed in the language of fashion.This would be perfect for dinner later this evening, but for now she needed to rest.

Kylie walked past a full-length mirror on the way to the bed, paused there for a moment, wearing nothing but her anklet and the soft shadows cast by the city lights. The reflection in the mirror showed a woman who was no longer hiding behind fantasies—she was living one, and the world was beginning to watch.

Kylie stood before mirror, the city lights painting shadows across her bare skin. Her eyes traced the curve of her hips, the slope of her breasts, the silver glint of her anklet catching in the ambient glow. The heat began to build slowly between her thighs, a warmth that spread like water as her mind drifted to the possibilities of her new experiences.

Her hands began their exploration, fingertips grazing her own skin with the familiarity of a lover and the curiosity of a stranger. Images flickered behind her eyes—Drake's smile when she'd left, the hunger in Renee's gaze, the way Adrian watched her as if seeing something the world had missed until now.

Her fingers dipped lower, finding her pussy already slick with anticipation. She braced one hand against the mirror's frame, the cool glass a stark contrast against her heated skin, while her other hand began a slow, deliberate rhythm between her thighs. Her eyes remained locked on her reflection, watching herself as she built the tension higher, each stroke drawing out the pleasure until it coiled tight in her belly.

When the release came, it washed through her in waves, soft and shuddering. Her knees weakened slightly, her breath catching in quiet gasps that echoed in the luxurious silence of the suite. As the tremors subsided, she leaned her forehead against the mirror, the cool glass soothing her flushed skin.

Kylie lay back on the bed afterward, her hair fanned across the pillows, and stared at the ceiling as her heartbeat slowly settled. She wondered what Drake was doing right now, whether he had checked the clock in Atlanta and guessed she was back in her hotel suite.

She let her eyes drift closed, imagining him listening to her voice on the phone later, hearing the lilt of excitement that came from stepping into something entirely new. Part of her ached to tell him everything; another part wanted to let him wait, to let anticipation sharpen into something hotter.

.........

The penthouse in Atlanta carried a different kind of silence when Kylie was gone. It wasn’t empty or lonely—just charged, like the air held the memory of her footsteps and the echo of her laugh. Drake stood by the window with a drink in his hand, watching the lights of the city twitch and pulse beneath him.

He wasn’t worried about her safety; Kylie thrived in motion. What gripped him more was the curiosity of what she was doing right now, who she was captivating, and how far she would let herself go in a city built to devour beauty. That curiosity warmed his blood more than he cared to admit.

Renee appeared behind him, barefoot, wearing one of his shirts that hung just a little too loosely on her frame. She didn’t ask permission to join him—she simply did, stepping close enough that her shoulder brushed his arm as she looked out at the skyline. The shirt wasn’t buttoned all the way, and Drake tried not to stare.

“She’s probably causing trouble,” Renee said softly, taking a sip of the wine she’d poured. “Or causing someone to forget how to breathe.”

Drake’s mouth twitched into an involuntary smile.

“That sounds like her.”

Renee studied his expression the way someone studies a spark that might become a flame. She had learned quickly that his calm didn’t mean he was indifferent. If anything, the stillness made him more dangerous, because it hid how deeply he felt everything.

“I’m glad she went,” Renee said quietly. “Honestly? She needed a city bigger than her appetite.”

Drake glanced at her, appreciating how easily she spoke the truth without jealousy. “You think New York can handle her?”

“I think New York is about to have a religious experience,” Renee replied with a slow grin.

A faint vibration buzzed on the counter behind them. Drake and Renee turned toward the phone at the same time, and the screen lit up with a message from Kylie. The preview alone made his pulse stutter:

Photo received.

Renee stepped closer as Drake opened the message, and the moment the image expanded on the screen, both of them exhaled at the same time.

Kylie stood against a glass wall with Manhattan blazing behind her, the cobalt dress clinging to her body like it had been painted on. The sheer lines revealed enough to make imagination work overtime, and the wind had lifted her hair just enough to give her expression a fierce, effortless glamour.

Renee’s fingers curled slowly against the railing.

“Oh… my god.”

Drake didn’t speak for several seconds. Something hot and territorial twisted low in his abdomen—not possessive, but proud and hungry all at once. He zoomed in slightly, the city lights catching the shimmer of her piercings beneath the fabric, the dress outlining her curves in a way that made his breath tighten.

“She looks…” Drake said, voice low and warm.

“Like she owns the whole damn skyline,” Renee finished for him.

They stood shoulder to shoulder, each absorbing the image in their own way. Renee’s breathing shifted subtly, growing shallower, and Drake caught the delicate flush rising up her neck. She wasn’t trying to hide anything; she wanted him to see her reaction.

Kylie had that effect—bringing out people’s truths.

Renee swallowed hard.

“She sent that to drive you insane.”

“She succeeded,” Drake murmured. “In both of us.”

Renee turned slightly toward him, her expression soft but smoldering. “Does it turn you on? Knowing she’s there… while you’re here… with me?”

Drake closed his eyes for a moment, letting the truth settle in his chest. “It turns me on that she wanted us to see this. That she’s letting the world look at her, but she chose to share it with us first.”

Renee’s breath caught, and she bit her bottom lip as she looked at the photo again. “She looks unforgettable,” she whispered. “And she knows it.”

Drake lowered the phone but kept the image visible on the screen. His body was warm, wired, buzzing with the mixed cocktail of desire and admiration only Kylie could generate. He leaned back against the window, the cool glass behind him a sharp contrast to the heat under his skin.

Renee moved closer, the hem of Drake’s shirt brushing his thigh as she stepped into the space between his knees. “Do you want to know something?” she asked softly.

“What?”

“When I saw her in that dress at the party, I knew she was going to change everything for us. Not in a bad way,” she added quickly, resting her hand on his chest. “Just… evolution. She’s becoming something bigger. Something the whole world will want.”

Drake breathed out slowly, his hand sliding around her waist in a loose, contemplative hold. “I know.”

“Does that scare you?” Renee asked.

“Not even a little.”

Her lips curved, relieved by the certainty in his voice. She traced one finger along the buttons of the shirt she’d borrowed, her touch feather-light, her pulse fluttering. “It doesn’t scare me either. But it does… something else.”

“What does it do?”

“It makes me want to be part of whatever she’s becoming. And part of whatever you become with her.”

Drake studied her face, the sincerity, the spark, the quiet hunger she didn’t bother pretending she didn’t have. He saw it for what it was—not dependence, not desperation, but alignment.

And then the phone buzzed again.

Another message from Kylie.

This time, not a photo.

A voice note.

Renee and Drake exchanged a look—charged, anticipatory, warm with shared desire. He held the phone between them and pressed play.

Kylie’s voice spilled into the room, low and sultry, a soft purr of confidence layered with the faint echo of city noise behind her. She said she was heading to dinner. She said she felt incredible. And then she said something that made the air shift entirely:

“Behave yourselves… or don’t.”

Renee exhaled sharply, her hand curling tighter against Drake’s shirt. The sound of Kylie’s voice in the empty penthouse electrified every nerve in both their bodies.

Renee's fingers found the buttons of Drake's shirt, undoing them one by one with deliberate slowness. Her eyes never left his, watching as Kylie's voice note faded into memory but not effect. When the last button gave way, she shrugged the fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool around her feet on the marble floor.

Drake's breath hitched as her bare skin met the cool air of the penthouse, his mind still spinning with the implications of Kylie's message—behave yourselves... or don't. The invitation hung between them, electric and undeniable.

Drake's fingers tightened around his phone. She reached for the waistband of his shorts, her knuckles brushing against his abdomen as she slowly worked the fabric down his hips. The material slid easily, gathering at his ankles as he stood transfixed, caught between the image of Kylie in New York and the reality of Renee before him.

With the recording over, the silence afterward felt heavy and intimate. Drake set the phone aside carefully, as if the message itself were a fragile artifact. Renee watched him, her chest rising in slow, steady breaths.

“She’s giving us permission,” Renee whispered.

“No,” Drake corrected gently, leaning close enough that she felt the warmth of his breath along her cheek. “She’s giving us instruction.”

Renee’s eyes darkened with understanding, her body softening against his in silent answer. Outside, the Atlanta skyline shimmered like a thousand private witnesses, and inside, the two of them stood suspended in a moment charged with anticipation of what the night could become.

They both knew Kylie would want to hear every detail later.

And they both knew they were about to give her exactly that.

.........

Kylie lay on the bed for several long minutes after her release, letting the aftershocks melt slowly through her body. Her breath settled in warm, satisfied waves, but the glow in her skin lingered in a way she couldn’t hide even if she wanted to.

When she finally rose, her legs felt light and her pulse hummed with anticipation. She walked to the closet with a loosened posture, the city’s evening light painting her skin in soft gold as she reached for the black dress she’d chosen earlier.

The fabric slipped over her body like a dark secret, clinging with an elegance that bordered on dangerous. The sheer panels traced her curves in deliberate lines, and the high slit revealed the length of her leg each time she shifted her weight.

Kylie checked her reflection and found herself flushed and glowing, the evidence of her earlier pleasure still faintly coloring her cheeks. She smoothed her hair, reapplied gloss with a slow, sensual drag.

The city waited outside the window with its endless hunger, but she felt ready to meet it. Adrian’s envelope had mentioned dinner at eight, and something about the simplicity of those words made her suspect it was anything but simple.

The car waiting for her downstairs was sleek and black, the interior dim and soft like a confession booth made for sin and silk. Kylie slid inside, letting the dress ride up her thigh as the door shut with a deep, expensive click.

The driver didn’t speak except to say, “Mr. Wolfe reserved the entire space.” His tone made it sound less like a reservation and more like a takeover.

They drove through Manhattan’s glittering arteries until the bright streets gave way to narrower, quieter blocks where wealth disguised itself in shadow. Kylie watched the buildings shift from obvious luxury to understated power, the kind of power that didn’t need to show off.

The car pulled up to a door so unmarked it looked abandoned, but two men in tailored black suits stepped aside the moment they saw her. Their eyes took in the dress, her glow, and the confident curve of her walk as she entered.

Inside, the restaurant was nothing like she expected. The lighting was low and warm, with dark wood, velvet seating, and a subtle hum of jazz that wrapped around her like velvet.

The space wasn’t erotic in an overt way, but there was an unspoken understanding in the room that boundaries here were chosen, not assumed. Couples leaned too close, strangers made eye contact too long, and the staff carried themselves with the practiced discretion of people who had seen everything.

A hostess in a black satin gown greeted her with a knowing smile and said, “Right this way, Mrs. Bennett.” Kylie followed her through the labyrinth of shadowed alcoves and private booths sealed by velvet curtains that occasionally fluttered with suggestive movement.

She noticed glimmers of skin in the periphery, glimpses of hands where they shouldn’t be, and the subtle gasps of patrons who believed they were hidden. None of it shocked her; instead, it felt like a whispered promise that anything could happen in a place like this.

The hostess stopped at the final alcove, where a single table sat illuminated by a small amber lamp. Kylie’s pulse tightened when she realized there was only one wineglass poured.

Adrian Wolfe stepped from the shadows behind the curtain, dressed in a black suit that matched the room’s decadence. He took her in from head to toe, and the open admiration in his eyes made her feel warm all over again.

“You’re glowing,” he said in a low voice that slid across her skin like a slow touch. “New York looks good on you.”

Kylie met his gaze without flinching.

“I was resting,” she said, letting the double meaning hang between them.

Adrian pulled out her chair with a deliberate, sensual grace that made the air thicken around them. “I hope your rest satisfied you,” he murmured, “because tonight is meant to do the opposite.”

Kylie felt heat rise again—soft, anticipatory, and full of wicked potential. She slipped into her chair and crossed her legs, the slit of her dress opening just enough to reveal a long, enticing line of skin.

Adrian took the seat across from her, eyes lingering on her thigh before drifting back to her lips. “This place operates by its own rules,” he said, leaning forward slightly. “It’s private, discreet, and indulgent… much like the world you’re about to enter.”

Kylie’s smile was slow and edged with hunger.

“And what exactly am I indulging in tonight?”

Adrian’s eyes darkened with interest.

“Possibility.”


CHAPTER 8 — THE TABLE WITH TWO SHADOWS

The server poured Kylie a glass of deep red wine before quietly slipping away, leaving her and Adrian alone in a booth framed by velvet curtains. The soft glow of the amber lamp carved warm shadows along her cheekbones, highlighting the flush still lingering.

Adrian studied her in a way that didn’t feel invasive yet still managed to peel back layers she didn’t know she’d been wearing. He seemed to read her glow instantly, as if he could sense exactly what she’d done before coming here, and the faint curl of his mouth suggested he approved.

Kylie felt lighter than she expected, her body humming with unspoken energy that made the fabric of her dress feel even more daring. The room around them buzzed with quiet decadence, the kind of indulgent freedom that whispered you could get away with anything if you were brave enough to stop pretending.

She lifted her wine and let the stem roll between her fingers as she asked, “So why dinner? Why here? This doesn’t seem like your usual boardroom strategy session.”

“It isn’t,” he said, leaning back with calm confidence, his gaze fixed on her lips. “This is where truth shows itself. People reveal themselves in places that feel like permission.”

Kylie arched a brow as she took a slow sip. “And what truth are you hoping to see from me?”

Adrian’s eyes flicked down to the sheer panel of her dress before returning to her face. “Not hoping,” he said in a low, steady voice. “Expecting.”

A warm tremor moved through her, tightening low in her stomach in a way she couldn’t hide. She set her glass down slowly, giving herself a moment to steady the fire threading through her thoughts.

The restaurant’s atmosphere unfolded around them—other booths filled with murmurs, soft breaths, and quiet laughter that suggested something far more intimate than dinner. Every shadow seemed to hold a secret, and every curtain hinted at heat just out of view.

Kylie felt the room watching her, though no one dared stare openly. There was a subtle shift in the air whenever she moved, as if she were pulling the temperature upward with nothing more than her presence.

Adrian finally leaned in, lowering his voice. “I brought you here to see how you handle desire when no one gives you a script.”

Kylie met his gaze steadily, letting her lips part in a deliberate challenge. “I handle it just fine.”

“I know,” he said with a faint smile. “And that’s exactly why I needed you here.”

Their food arrived in elegant silence—beautiful plates that neither of them paid much attention to. The real meal was the tension between them, simmering with every glance and shifting breath.

Adrian watched her savor a bite slowly, his attention fixed on the way her throat moved. “You walk into a room and change its rules,” he said. “You did it today on set. You’re doing it here.”

Kylie swallowed her next mouthful with a warm, tingling awareness spreading through her. “Change the rules how?”

“You make people braver,” he said. “Wilder. You make them want more than they thought they deserved.”

Her breath caught as she processed the weight of his words. There was power in them—not flattery, not seduction, but recognition.

Before she could answer, Adrian’s gaze shifted over her shoulder. Something in his expression sharpened, settling into calculated interest. Kylie turned slightly, just enough to catch a glimpse of a shadowed corner across the room.

A man sat in the alcove diagonally behind her, half-hidden by dim lighting and the angle of the curtain. His suit was immaculate, his posture composed, and his face partially obscured by the tilt of his head.

But Kylie felt his eyes on her.

They were heavy, deliberate, and far too familiar with the art of watching someone without flinching. His attention skimmed over her like warm fingertips, lingering on the slit of her dress before returning to her face with slow, practiced intent.

Kylie held his gaze for half a second longer than was polite… and felt something inside her respond to the quiet challenge.

Adrian’s voice drew her back. “Don’t turn away,” he murmured. “Just breathe.”

She did, letting her chest rise slowly as her pulse fluttered beneath her skin. The man didn’t look away. He seemed to drink her in, savoring the confidence in her eyes and the flush on her cheeks.

“Who is he?” Kylie asked softly.

“A potential problem,” Adrian replied. “Or a potential opportunity. It depends on what you want.”

Kylie let her gaze drift back to Adrian, though she could still feel the stranger’s attention from across the room. “What is he doing here?”

“Watching you,” Adrian said, swirling his wine. “He’s been watching you since the moment you walked in. And he’s not the first.”

Her stomach tightened with a dangerous thrill, the kind that made her shoulders loosen and her lips curve in slow intrigue. She didn’t mind being watched—she just wanted to know why.

“And you’re just letting him?” she asked.

Adrian leaned closer, lowering his voice until it skimmed her skin like velvet. “I’m letting you decide how far this goes.”

A warm pulse moved through her, coiling like a promise. She wasn’t used to this kind of power being acknowledged so openly. She wasn’t used to men willingly offering her the first move.

She let her eyes lower briefly, then lifted them again with a spark. “What exactly did you bring me here to decide?”

Adrian smiled, slow and knowing, the kind of smile that said he’d predicted this moment and built the night around it. “Whether the world gets to see you the way you were meant to be seen… or whether you prefer to stay a secret.”

Kylie tilted her head, feeling the pulse of the restaurant thrum against her skin. “Secrets never stay hidden.”

“No,” Adrian agreed softly. “But some become legends.”

Kylie leaned back in her chair, feeling the silk of her dress glide across her thighs, and let her gaze drift once more toward the man in the shadows. This time, she didn’t hide the interest in her eyes.

His lips parted slightly, as if he hadn’t expected her to acknowledge him twice.

She returned her attention to Adrian, her voice warm and quiet. “I think I’m ready for legends.”

Adrian lifted his glass in silent approval.

“Then tonight,” he said, “is your beginning.”


CHAPTER 9 — THE ART OF BEING WANTED

Kylie didn’t rush leaving the table. She rose slowly, letting the slit of her black dress fall open just enough to show the smooth line of her thigh, a deliberate reveal she pretended not to notice.

Adrian watched her with quiet amusement as she adjusted a strap on her heel, the movement pulling the sheer panel of her dress tighter across her hips. She knew exactly what the action did to the room, and she held it for a moment, letting eyes gather around her like moths to heat.

When she straightened, she shifted her weight to one hip, creating a silhouette that invited attention without asking for it. She brushed her hair over one shoulder, revealing the elegant line of her collarbone and the subtle shimmer of her pierced nipples beneath the thin fabric.

The men in the nearest booth went silent. One of them forgot he was holding his fork. Kylie felt their stares slide over her like warm hands, and instead of hiding from them, she lifted her chin and let a slow, knowing smile ghost across her lips.

It wasn’t arrogance—it was mastery.

She was giving them permission to look deeper.

She stepped out into the main room, and the lighting caught her dress in a way that made it seem even more transparent. The slit opened with each stride, teasing the highest point of her thigh before closing again like a secret whispered between shadows.

A man at the bar nearly spilled his drink as she passed.

Another shifted in his seat, clearly trying to adjust himself discreetly.

Kylie didn’t pretend she didn’t notice—she made eye contact and held it just long enough to dare him to keep looking.

Adrian followed several steps behind her, but he didn’t intervene. He didn’t guide her hand, or speak, or pull focus. He wanted to see who she became when all eyes were on her and no limits were placed.

She slowed near the edge of the dining floor, pretending to examine a painting on the wall. The angle was intentional; the soft light traced down her bare back, hitting the sheer fabric so perfectly that it left almost nothing to the imagination.

Two men at a corner table shifted forward in unison, their chairs scraping quietly across the floor. Kylie glanced over one shoulder, letting her lips part with a subtle daring, as if challenging them to take the next step instead of hiding behind polite admiration.

One swallowed hard.

The other leaned farther into the table.

Neither blinked.

Kylie’s smile deepened.

She placed one hand on her hip, elongating her posture in a slow, sinuous sweep that made her slit flare open even wider. A whisper of cool air brushed her inner thigh and higher, and the two men visibly tensed, unable to hide how badly they wanted more.

She looked from one to the other.

Then down their bodies.

Then back to their eyes.

Slow.

Direct.

Predatory.

They froze, trapped by her confidence and the invitation woven into her gaze.

A server stepped between them for only a second, and when he passed, she let the slit open more... intentionally as she shifted her stance. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t shy away. She dared both men to pretend they hadn’t seen anything.

They didn’t.

They held their breath instead.

Kylie let out a soft exhale—barely a sound, more of a warm sigh—just enough to let them know she approved of their staring. She didn’t need to speak; her body communicated every message with perfect clarity.

Adrian stepped to her side, his hand brushing the small of her back without restricting her. “You’re enjoying this,” he murmured.

“Some people like being admired,” she replied lightly. “I like being wanted.”

Her eyes flicked back toward the man in the original hidden alcove—the watcher who hadn’t looked away once. He sat forward now, elbows on his knees, watching her with a hunger that felt more focused than the others. His gaze didn’t wander aimlessly; it followed her with intent.

Kylie held his stare across the room and lifted one finger, tracing a slow line down her own arm. The watcher’s breath visibly hitched.

Adrian followed her gaze and hummed in quiet approval. “He wants you more than the rest.”

“I know,” Kylie murmured. “I want him too.”

She pivoted slightly so that the sheer panel of her dress faced him directly. Her silhouette glowed beneath the fabric, revealing the soft curve of her hip and the unmistakable outline of her bare body beneath.

The watcher’s jaw tightened.

His hand curled around the edge of his table.

He looked ready to stand, ready to break the room’s unspoken rules.

Kylie arched one eyebrow and tilted her head in the smallest rejection—not yet.

He froze again.

Obedient.

Captivated.

She turned back toward Adrian, letting the dress fall elegantly back into place. “You brought me here to test something,” she said softly.

“I did,” Adrian admitted, voice steady. “And you’re confirming everything I hoped for.”

“And what’s that?”

“That you don’t just attract attention,” he said. “You direct it.”

Kylie felt the truth ripple down her spine in a warm, intoxicating wave. She could feel the entire room’s gaze shifting with her movements, as if she were the gravity pulling every desire into orbit.

“Is that why you brought me here?” she asked.

Adrian stepped closer, leaning in just enough to let his breath brush her ear. “No, Kylie. I brought you here because the world is ready to want you publicly… but I needed to see if you were ready to want it back.”

She let her lips curve into a slow, confident smile.

“And?”

Adrian met her eyes with a look that acknowledged what she already knew.

“You’re not just ready,” he said.

“You’re made for this.”

Kylie let her gaze sweep the room again, lingering on the man in the shadows, then returning to Adrian’s steady presence beside her. Something powerful settled in her chest—an awakening she’d only felt fragments of before.

She was wanted.

She was seen.

And she was finally learning how to use it.

Kylie let her gaze drift from Adrian's steady eyes to the dark corners of the room where shadows held secrets. She shifted her weight, using the the slit of her dress like a weapon. When she turned back to Adrian, the amber light caught her lips in a way that made her question feel like a challenge.

"What are my rules?" she asked, her voice smooth and low, each word deliberate. "What are my limits?"

Adrian's smile was slow, predatory. He leaned forward just enough that the space between them crackled with possibility.

"The rules," he murmured, "are whatever you decide they should be. "As for limits..." He paused, letting the word hang between them like a promise. "Those are for other people to discover."

"So, you're telling me," Kylie's voice dropped to a whisper, "if I wanted this room. All of them. To take me. That wouldn't be too much for you?" The words hung between, carrying the weight of a challenge she already knew how to win.

Adrian's gaze didn't waver as he swirled the remaining wine in his glass. He watched her over the rim as he brought it to his lips, the movement measured and deliberate as if testing the temperature of her dare with his tongue before answering.

"Too much," he said, setting his glass down with a soft click that echoed in the intimate space, "is a limitation I don't impose on women who understand their own power." His eyes dropped to where the sheer panel of her dress revealed the soft curve of her hip before slowly returning to meet her stare. "And you," he added, "understand your power better than anyone I've ever met."

Kylie's lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. "Then what would you do," she asked, her voice dropping even lower, "if I decided to test those limits right now?" Her fingers traced the rim of her wine glass as she spoke, as if every shadow and every gaze had tuned in to this dangerous dance of power and possibility.

Adrian's expression didn't change, but his eyes darkened with something deeper than interest—recognition. He watched her as if seeing the final piece of a puzzle he'd been assembling for years. "I would do nothing," he said, "Except watch the world shift to accommodate your desires."

The warmth spread through Kylie's chest, a slow, intoxicating fire that made her want to push further, to see how much of this power she truly wielded. She let her gaze drift across the room, —the lingering stares, the subtle shifts in posture, the whispered conversations that stopped as she looked their way.

When she returned her attention to Adrian, she found him watching her with an expression that was both predatory and approving, as if she had just passed a test she hadn't known she was taking. He lifted his glass in a silent toast to her boldness, his eyes promising that this was only the beginning of something much larger than either of them had anticipated.

Kylie moved toward the back of the room to the shadows. There, a velvet sectional curved, its plush depths calling to something in her that craved comfort for what would come next.

She didn't sit like a lady. She sank into the velvet cushions with deliberate intentions, then let her knees fall apart. The sheer panel of her dress offered no resistance—finally surrendering to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs and the bare mound between them.

Kylie had chosen her grooming carefully since her and Drake began what she considered an open marriage. Now, under the low lighting, the evidence of that decision was on full display for anyone who dared to look. The air around her felt charged, electric with the weight of gazes that had followed her across the room.

A pulse fluttered between her legs, subtle but unmistakable. She could feel herself growing slick with heat and awareness, her body responding to the attention. The moist gleam at her core was visible to those who looked closely enough—a testament to her arousal that made no apologies.

She lifted one hand, trailing fingers along her inner thigh with deliberate slowness. The touch was light, teasing, yet it sent waves of sensation through her body that made her arch slightly against the velvet cushions. She heard a sharp intake of breath from across the room—then another.

Adrian had moved to lean against a pillar, arms crossed as he watched her transformation from admired object to architect of desire. His expression held nothing but approval, as if she were fulfilling some prophecy he had seen coming long before she had.

Kylie's gaze drifted past him to the man in the shadows—the watcher who had followed her every movement. He had shifted forward in his seat, his knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the table. His eyes were fixed on the space between her legs.

She held his stare, letting her legs fall open another inch. Another deliberate surrender. Another invitation without words.

As she settled deeper into the velvet, Kylie felt something shift inside her—not just arousal, but recognition. This was where she was meant to be at this moment. The urge building between her thighs was more than she could stand any longer.

Her fingers traced the path she'd drawn earlier, but this time they didn't stop at her thigh. She moved with certainty, her hand gliding upward until it reached the wetness pooling between her legs.

She found herself very slick. Her middle finger slipped through her folds in a slow, deliberate exploration that made several men across the room shift uncomfortably in their seats. When she finally let it sink inside up to the second knuckle, she released a held breath she wasn't aware shed been holding.

She withdrew it just as slowly, the motion leaving a trail of shimmering wetness on her skin. Without breaking eye contact with the man in the shadows, she brought her hand upward, tracing the path along her stomach, between her breasts, pausing to circle one nipple that strained against the sheer fabric.

When her finger reached her lips, she didn't hesitate. Her tongue darted out to taste herself before taking the digit fully into her mouth, her eyes never leaving his. She swirled her tongue around the tip, sucking gently before letting it slide out with an audible pop that echoed in the sudden silence.

She wasn't going to ask. She wasn't going to beg. She would sit there, exposed and unashamed, until someone made the decision on his own. Until someone couldn't hold back the rage and lust and would devour her right there in front of them all. And maybe—just maybe—it would be more than just one.

The man rose from his shadows with the slow confidence of someone who had finally reached his limit. There was nothing subtle about the hunger in his eyes—pure, unadulterated lust that burned like a physical force. He moved with purpose, each step deliberate and measured.

Kylie watched him approach, her own pulse hammering against her ribs in rhythm with his footsteps, and maybe with his found courage, others would find theirs as well.

When she knew he was without a doubt he was headed her way—when there was no turning back, no possibility of retreat—she let her head fall back against the velvet cushions. Her eyes closed. She spread her arms wide over the back of the sofa, a gesture of both welcome and vulnerability.

And then she waited—patient, exposed, and utterly ready—for what would come next.

..........

She didn't need to open her eyes to know he was standing directly before her, blocking out the soft light from earlier. She could feel his body heat, could sense the shadow he cast over her.

When hands touched her knees, she didn't startle. She welcomed the contact with a soft sigh that escaped her lips as her body relaxed further into the cushions. His touch wasn't gentle; it was confident, possessive, as if he had been waiting for this moment longer than even he realized.

His fingers tightened slightly, then began their movement up her inner thighs. Kylie's breath caught as they traced the path her own hands had taken earlier. She kept her eyes closed, surrendering to the sensory experience of being touched, claimed, prepared.

When his hands reached his target between her legs, Kylie's back arched. His thumbs parted her slick folds with precision, exposing her to the room's silent witnesses. She could feel herself pulse against him, could feel the evidence of her arousal coating his fingers as he explored her.

His touch was electric, each stroke sending waves of sensation through her body that made her toes curl and her fingers grip the velvet beneath her. She was completely exposed—her dress pushed up around her hips, her legs spread wide, her most intimate self on display for anyone who cared to look.

And still she kept her eyes closed, trusting in the moment, trusting in the journey she had set in motion.

When his fingers finally entered her, Kylie's body responded with an involuntary clench that made him pause  before continuing. He moved with a rhythm that matched the beating of her pulse, each withdrawal and reentry building the tension within her to an unbearable level.

Somewhere in the haze of pleasure, she became aware of movement around them—other bodies shifting closer. The thought sent an additional thrill through her, reminding her that this wasn't just a private moment but a public spectacle, an exhibition of desire.

She opened her eyes slowly, blinking against the dim light, and found herself surrounded. The watcher wasn't alone anymore. Other men had risen from their tables, drawn by some force they couldn't resist.

Two men had already freed themselves from their trousers, their cocks hard and in their hands as they stroked. Their eyes never left her, they were raw with hunger as they watched the scene unfold before them.

Another pair moved toward the velvet sectional. They reached for her dress, fingers hooking into the sheer fabric to pull it away from her breasts. The cool air made her nipples harden before the first mouth was on her. One sucked a peak between his lips while the other mirrored his action.

The first man—the watcher who had initiated her desire—lowered his head between her thighs. She felt his breath across her sensitive flesh before his tongue ran through her folds with practiced precision.

Kylie laid her head back against the velvet cushions, eyelids held closed tight. She made herself a silent vow—not to open them again until whatever was happening had reached its end. In this moment, she chose trust over control, surrender over direction, believing with absolute certainty that whatever came next would bring the ultimate pleasure.

And she was right.

What came next would be pleasure multiplied, desire shared, limits shattered—a collective of the woman she had become.

The second wave of men moved closer, their desire felt in the charged air. One stepped forward, unfastening his trousers with a slowness that drew out the anticipation. When he revealed himself, Kylie didn't need to see to know he was impressive—the intake of breath from around the room told her everything.

She felt weight shift on the velvet beside her as he positioned himself, then the distinctive sensation of hard flesh pressing against her lips. She opened her mouth without hesitation, her tongue extending to taste the salty beads of pre-cum already forming at his tip.

Another man moved to her other side, and soon each of her hands were guided to matching hardnesses. She wrapped her fingers around them, finding rhythm through touch alone. Her world limited to sensation only—the thick cock sliding between her lips, the velvety rock hard cocks in her hands, the tongue working tirelessly between her legs, and the mouths suckling at her breasts.

When the first man lifted his head from her thighs, Kylie felt a momentary loss before understanding hit her. He was making way for someone else. Or perhaps...

The thought was interrupted by the sensation of his body shifting between her legs, then the distinct pressure of something much larger than fingers pressing against her entrance. He entered her with one smooth stroke that filled her completely, drawing a gasp from her throat that vibrated around the cock currently in her mouth.

The rhythm began, pleasure conducted without words. The man between her thighs established a deep, powerful cadence that made her entire body respond with clenching heat. The cock in her mouth sliding deeper with each thrust until she was taking all of him.

Her hands found their own pace and the men at her breasts remained focused, their suckling and nipping sent jolts of electricity straight to her core.

The room had dissolved into whispers of movement and soft moans, the occasional clink of a belt buckle, the feel of  skin against skin. She was no longer an individual experiencing pleasure; she had become the epicenter of a larger experience.

When the first wave of climax hit her, it wasn't a single event but a cascade of sensations. The man between her thighs shifted angle, finding the spot inside her that made stars explode behind her closed eyelids. The cock in her mouth swelled further, then began pulsing as warm liquid flooded her throat.

The man between her thighs tensed and slowed as a guttural sound escaped his lips. Kylie felt him swell impossibly larger before pulsing against her inner walls, warm jets coating her womb in his seed and that triggered another wave of her own release. Before she could recover, another took his place, sliding into her with ease.

Each departure was followed immediately by another entry, a seamless flow of desire that blurred into one continuous line of possession. The cocks in her hands swelled and pulsed almost simultaneously, warm streams coating her fingers and dripping onto the velvet beneath her. Another took the place of the man in her mouth as she accommodated him with the same hunger she'd shown the last.

Cool jizz splashed across her chest and breasts. Kylie could feel the multiple releases painting her skin, marking her as the little slut she was playing.

Her own orgasms had merged into one long wave of sensation, each one higher than the last until they rolled together in an endless tide of pleasure. She could feel herself squirting now with each new stimulation, the wet sounds of her arousal heard over the moans and soft gasps around her.

Each time another cock entered her, another wave of release washed through her, until time felt it had stopped—the stretch and fill, the pulse and release, the endless cycle of giving and receiving pleasure.

When she finally felt the last man withdraw, leaving her feeling empty and used, Kylie remained motionless against the velvet cushions. Her body hummed with an energy that made her skin tingle, her body covered in countless loads that had begun to puddle between her breasts.

She lay there for what felt like forever, not ready to move, not ready to face her audience, when a soft touch on her shoulder drew her from the velvet depths. When Kylie opened her eyes, she saw two women standing over her, as if this was not the first time they had saw such depravity. They didn't speak but extended their hands in silence, their movements economical and practiced.

Her legs trembled as she rose, not from exhaustion but from the sensitivity of her clit still causing many bursts of pleasure. The women helped her keep her balance, as they led her through a maze of darkness that still smelled of sex and satisfaction. Kylie caught glimpses of men adjusting their clothing, their faces flushed, their eyes following her with as she passed.

The ladies' room was a sanctuary of cool marble and soft light, a stark contrast to the warmth of the velvet couch. One woman turned on the water while the other retrieved a plush towel from a heated cabinet

.

Kylie leaned against the marble vanity, her reflection revealing the evidence of the evening—flushed cheeks, swollen lips, marks that told stories without words. The warm water soothed her sensitive skin but  the tremors continued.

When she straightened, the women were waiting with a silk robe, its fabric cool against her heated skin. They dressed her with the same efficiency, their hands respectful but not shy, as if they understood what she had experienced.

The final touch came as one woman gently brushed through her hair, removing the tangles while the other applied a dab of gloss to her lips, restoring their natural fullness and trying to make her presentable. They stood back, as if to admire their work.

When she stepped toward the exit, every pair of eyes followed her movement. She didn’t hide from a single one. She let them hunger, imagine and crave the next chance to see her again.

Kylie left the restaurant with a new lust humming through her veins:

............

Adrian was already waiting when she emerged through the unmarked door, standing beside a black sedan. He held the back door open, watching her with an expression that didn’t quite match the quiet fire still simmering inside her.

“How much of that was for me?” he asked as she settled onto the leather seat, her robe sliding open around her.

“All of it,” she said, meeting his gaze. “And none of it.”

Adrian smiled faintly and slid in beside her, the driver pulling away from the curb without being told.

“You’ve done this before,” he said quietly, not a question.

“Not like this,” Kylie replied. “Not with the world watching.” She leaned back, feeling the adrenaline still buzzing beneath her skin.

...........

The city slid past the windows in streaks of gold and steel. She felt achingly aware of her body, of the way the slit in her robe had shifted open again, of Adrian’s voice echoing in her head.

“You don’t see it yet,” he murmured, still watching the lights instead of her. “But you will.”

Kylie tilted her head, letting her hair fall across her shoulder in a dark wave. “What exactly don’t I see?”

Adrian’s eyes drifted to her thigh, then up her body before meeting her gaze again. “How effortless power is for you."

A warm shiver pulled through her, tightening low and deep. She didn’t break eye contact—didn’t want to—because the admiration in his look and tone wasn’t worship. It was recognition.

She shifted her leg, the slit opening farther, exposing more skin than the dark cabin lighting showed. She saw Adrian notice; saw the exact moment he realized she had done it intentionally.

He didn’t look away.

He simply inhaled once, a controlled breath that told her she’d gotten to him.

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

“Am I?” She leaned back, letting the motion draw his eyes down her body again. “Or are you just finally looking?”

His gaze sharpened with interest. “Kylie,” he said, his voice dropping half an octave, “you were made for a world far bigger than what you were settling for.”

Her pulse hammered once.

From exhilaration.

“And you’re the one who gets to show it to me?” she asked.

The car dipped into a turn, headlights cutting across the interior and illuminating her face. Adrian held her gaze the entire time, his expression settling into something dangerously close to hunger.

“You felt them wanting you tonight,” he said. “You made them want more.”

Kylie’s lips curved in a slow, confident smile. “I made them take me. Wanting was just the beginning.”

Adrian exhaled a quiet laugh—low, almost dark. “Do you know how rare that is? To make a room full of powerful men forget their place just by breathing differently? "And you enjoyed it.”

She let her knee brush his. “I did.”

“And you didn’t hide it.”

She leaned in just enough to let his cologne mix with her own warmth. “Why would I hide what I want, hide who I am?”

His voice dropped to a whisper. “Good. Don’t ever hide again.”

Adrian’s hand rested on the seat between them—not touching her, but close enough that she could feel the pull.

Kylie glanced down at his hand, then back to his eyes, letting her smile soften into something wicked. “You’re tempted.”

“I’m human,” he said.

“And disciplined.”

“Yes.”

“And curious,” she added.

His throat bobbed. “Very.”

She reached out and brushed her fingers down the inside of her own thigh, never breaking eye contact. The motion was slow, erotic.

Adrian’s jaw flexed once.

That's when Kylie knew she had him.

Kylie shifted in the seat, the silk robe falling open fully now. The car's dim lighting revealed what had happened between her thighs—still swollen from use, still showing the load of multiple releases despite the ladies' room cleanup. Cum pooled at her center, a mixture of her own arousal and the cream pies of countless men who had claimed her just moments before.

Adrian's gaze dropped and held. When Kylie's fingers dipped between her legs, running up her slit collecting  some on her finger, his breath caught audibly.

She brought those fingers to his lips without a word. His mouth opened with out thought, his tongue tasting what remained of her evening—the salt and musk and heat of shared desire. His eyes darkened with something deeper than the hunger.

His hands found her hips, pulling her across the leather until she straddled his lap. The motion sent the robe falling nearly off her body completely as their bodies aligned. Her fingers fumbled with his belt buckle—before finally freeing him from his trousers. He was thick and hard against her palm, the heat of him burning through her fingertips.

Kylie lifted herself, positioning him at her entrance. There was no question, no asking—just the quiet certainty that this had been inevitable from the moment they'd met. She sank onto him slowly, their exhale filling the car as he filled her completely.

She leaned back against the driver seat for support. Adrian's hands tightened on her hips as he began to move. Each thrust drove deep and true, their bodies finding a rhythm that had been waiting to be unleashed.

Through the partition, Kylie thought of the driver—aware that he felt every jolt of their motion, heard every gasp and moan that escaped her lips. The thought sent a thrill through her, the knowledge that even this private moment had become part of her exhibition.

..........

The driver slowed as the car approached The Mark Hotel’s private entrance. Adrian didn’t move at first. He simply buckled his pants, the glow on her cheeks told him that she enjoyed it as much as he had.

The car glided to a stop at The Mark's private entrance. Adrian adjusted his tie, his fingers brushed against his collar as he spoke, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

"That wasn't planned," he said, eyes fixed on the glowing hotel entrance beyond the window. "I'm usually more disciplined."

Kylie watched the pulse beat in his throat, a steady rhythm that betrayed his words. The silk robe had slipped during their encounter, leaving one shoulder bare and the faint marks of his grip visible against her skin.

"Are you?" she asked, letting her fingers trace the edge of his jaw. "Or do you just need a better reason to lose control?"

"Perhaps," he murmured, "you're becoming the reason."

The driver's door opened, closing with a soft click that signaled the end of their private moment.

"Tomorrow's schedule," he said, his tone shifting back to business even as his eyes remained dark with memory, "will be waiting for you in your room."

The door opened.

City air swept in.

Kylie stepped out slowly, letting the slit fall open one last time before gathering herself with quiet composure.

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t need to.

She knew Adrian was still watching her.

And she knew the city was beginning too as well.


CHAPTER 10 — BACK AT THE MARK

The moment Kylie stepped through the private entrance, the silence wrapped around her like silk. New York noise stayed outside, muffled behind heavy doors meant for VIPs who valued discretion—and yet everything about her now felt like the opposite of discreet. Her nipples were swollen from Adrian’s mouth, her breath still shallow from what she’d done with him in the dim glow of the limo.

She walked deeper into the suite-level hallway, each step increasing the trail running slowly down her thigh.

The air tasted expensive, the way only the top floors of Manhattan ever do. Her robe hung open at her thighs, skin still warm from the restaurant’s hidden corners and the car’s fogged windows. The dress she had worn was wrinkled in ways that said everything.

Kylie slid her keycard through the reader and stepped inside the penthouse suite, the chandeliers dimmed low. She kicked off her heels without looking, letting them clatter across the marble. Her pulse hadn’t fully come down; it still throbbed between her legs, in her fingers, in every breath.

She crossed the room in long, slow strides.

Her robe slipped from one shoulder. She pressed her palm to the cool window, staring out at the glittering city, watching the lights flicker as if the whole skyline was watching her back.

She could still smell Adrian.

Still taste the other men at the back of her throat.

She exhaled, slow, letting her body melt onto the plush sofa. Her thighs parted naturally, the robe falling open in a way that resembled what the restaurant’s hidden cameras had caught. She just didn't know they had existed or that they had caught enough already.

Enough to get people talking.

Enough to make someone curious.

Enough to cause trouble if or when the wrong eyes saw it.

Kylie lifted her phone from the cushion. The screen lit her face, highlighting the faint smudges of lipstick and the dark flush on her cheeks. She stared at her reflection for one endless moment—this version of her, wild and unbound, a woman who didn’t apologize for desire.

And then she smiled.

Not a gentle smile.

A knowing, dangerous one.

A smile that said she understood exactly what she was becoming—and she loved it.

She sent one single photo to Drake and Renee:

Her sitting on the edge of the bed, robe parted just enough, the city blazing behind her like a crown.

Then she slid fully onto the mattress, body loose, warm. She pulled the sheets over her waist, resting her cheek on the pillow as if exhaustion had simply claimed her. The scent of the night still clung to her skin, and she let herself fall into a deep sleep.

New York wasn’t done with her.

The world wasn’t done with her.

But tonight—just for this moment—Kylie Bennett slept like a woman who had no idea she had just changed everything.


CHAPTER 11 — THE WORLD SEES HER FIRST

Drake’s phone buzzed first, the vibration rolling across the nightstand like a quiet summons. He blinked against the morning light, reaching for it with the lazy heaviness of someone who’d barely slept. Renee shifted beside him, her thigh draped over his like she belonged there.

The moment he unlocked the screen, he froze.

Kylie’s picture filled the display—

her robe half-open, bare leg stretched across white sheets, city lights blazing behind her like she owned Manhattan. Her hair was messy in the most deliberate way, her lips swollen, her eyes half-lidded in that look she only had after doing something… unforgettable.

Renee pushed up onto an elbow, her hair spilling over his arm.

“Is that—oh my god…” she breathed, leaning closer as her lips parted in awe.

The two of them stared like worshippers.

Kylie wasn’t posing.

She wasn’t performing.

She was simply there, glowing, undone, powerful in a way the camera barely contained.

Drake felt heat slide through his chest, slow and possessive.

Renee felt it too—her breath catching, cheeks flushing as she touched the screen lightly with a fingertip.

The photo was intimate enough to hurt a little.

Intoxicating enough to make them both want more.

And brazen enough to confirm she was living her truth without hesitation.

They stared a moment longer—

long enough for jealousy, desire, pride, and longing to twist together in their stomachs.

Long enough for the air to get warm and charged between them.

Renee had just slid a hand up Drake's thigh when...

The news broadcast changed—

and Kylie appeared again.

This time, on TV.

..........

Kylie didn’t wake gently.

She woke like someone rising from the depths—slow, heavy, warm with the memory of everything she’d done the night before. Her legs ached, her lips tingled when she parted them for a yawn, and her robe was twisted somewhere down near her ankles, discarded after she’d collapsed into bed.

For a moment, she had no sense of time.

Only sensation.

The faint musk of the restaurant still clung to her skin.

A bruise from one of Adrian’s hands was forming high on her hip.

Her hair smelled like champagne and sex.

It was one of those mornings where a woman wakes up feeling like she’d lived a life-changing night.

She just didn’t know how life changing.

Her Phone Begins to Buzz. And Buzz. And Buzz.

At first, she ignored it, rolling over and dragging a pillow across her stomach with a lazy moan.

She was sore, satisfied, and unhurried.

New York could wait.

But the buzzing didn’t stop.

It got louder.

More persistent.

Like the world was trying to shake her awake.

Kylie reached blindly for the phone on the nightstand, squinting at the light as she brought it close thinking it would be Drake.

There were so many notifications the screen froze twice.

Text after text.

Missed calls from numbers she didn’t know.

Messages from Drake.

Messages from Renee.

Push alerts from apps she didn’t even remember downloading.

The first headline made her blink hard:

“BREAKING: Adrian Wolfe’s Mystery Muse Stuns Fashion World.”

The second made her sit up:

“WHO IS THE WOMAN IN BLUE?

The Rooftop Goddess Dominates NYC.”

But the third—

the third stole her breath.

“LEAKED FOOTAGE: Hot Mystery Woman Caught in Private Club’s Forbidden Rooms.”

Kylie’s pulse jumped.

She swiped the notification, heart pounding harder as the article loaded.

The video thumbnail was graphic, very graphic.

It was her.

Her silhouette at least.

Her dress.

Blurred, shadowed, but undeniably Kylie Bennett.

The commentary beneath it was wild:

“Is this the same woman from the rooftop shots?”

“She’s unreal.”

“This is the most intoxicating thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Adrian Wolfe picked a goddess.”

Kylie pressed a hand to her mouth—shock and heat swirling in her stomach.

Her Name Hits #1… Twice

She went to Instagram.

Her follower count had jumped from a modest 2,300 to 89,000 in one night.

Twitter?

She was trending #3 in the world.

Fashion blogs?

Calling her "the face of the new era."

Adult sites?

#1 searched term: “Woman in the Black Dress NYC.”

Two worlds colliding, feeding off each other.

And Kylie Bennett—still half-naked in a $7,000 hotel bed—was the epicenter.

She felt the power of it settle into her bones.

A slow, wicked thrill lit her veins.

She wasn’t just seen.

She was desired.

Hunted.

Worshipped.

Talked about in rooms she hadn’t even entered yet.

Meanwhile — Atlanta Burns for Her

Drake & Renee were awake long before she was.

Drake in bed, his almost early morning romp with Renee interrupted, watching the local news replay the rooftop photos on loop. Every anchor looked half-distracted, half-obsessed. Every graphic featured Kylie’s curves outlined in cobalt and wind.

Renee running her hand up Drake's thigh—until she saw the TV.

“Holy… God,” she whispered. “She definitely owns the city and more.”

Drake didn’t speak at first.

He couldn’t.

His throat was tight with pride and something darker.

Then his phone buzzed.

A new message.

From a private, encrypted adult site.

A video link.

Sent anonymously.

He opened it.

Renee leaned over his shoulder.

They both went still.

It was hot, bold, and definitely NSFW material.

It was so obviously her, fully her.

Doing beautifully indecent things in the restaurant.

In the shadows.

On a sofa.

With hands and mouths and bodies pressing toward her like she was a magnet.

Renee exhaled a slow, trembling breath.

“She’s a star,” she whispered.

“She’s a phenomenon,” Drake corrected.

Their eyes stayed glued to the screen as Kylie’s silhouette—blurred, wild, sinful—took the camera by storm.

The TV switched to another headline:

“Mystery Woman Expected to Appear at The Mark Hotel Today.”

Drake felt something primal twist inside him.

“She has no idea,” he murmured.

Renee smirked, sliding her fingers down his chest.

“She will.”

.............

Kylie set the phone down slowly, letting the tidal wave settle, letting her heartbeat find a rhythm again. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and looked at herself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror.

Her hair was beautifully ruined.

Her body, nude, bruised and without shame.

She looked like a woman who had stepped into a world she was born for.

She drew in a slow, deliberate breath.

If this was fame—

If this was notoriety—

If this was the path opening beneath her feet—

She wasn’t walking.

She was strutting.

And she was just getting started.

She grabbed a robe, tied loosely, letting it fall enough to scandalize a nun. Then she headed toward the bathroom for a shower that wouldn’t wash away the proof.

She had just turned on the water, getting it to a comfortable temp when......

A knock sounded at the door.

Soft.

Controlled.

Someone was here for her.

The world was waiting.

And Kylie Bennett was ready to answer.

............

Kylie paused mid-step, the steam from the still-running shower drifting past her legs like a hand brushing against her skin. The knock came again—harder this time, nothing like housekeeping or room service. It carried the sign of someone who expected her to open the door.

She turned slowly, the robe slipping farther off one shoulder as she moved.

Her pulse lifted—not from fear, but from the thrill of possibility.

New York was already claiming her, and she could feel it in the air, in her body, in the prickle at the base of her spine. Whoever was outside had timed this perfectly.

Kylie crossed the penthouse.

The robe swayed with each step, revealing a flash of hip, the curve of her stomach, the outline of her breasts against the thin fabric. The knock didn’t come again—whoever was behind it was confident, certain she was coming.

She opened the door only a few inches.

A tall hotel staff member stood there—older, elegant, dressed in a black suit with The Mark’s emblem on the lapel. His expression didn’t falter at the sight of her half-exposed body, but his eyes flicked to the side for a fraction of a second, betraying his pulse.

“Ms. Bennett,” he said. “Mr. Wolfe requests your presence downstairs.”

Kylie leaned against the doorframe, the robe dangerously close to slipping open.

“And why would he need me right now?” she asked, her tone full of curiosity.

The man inhaled subtly, steadying himself.

“Because” he said, “the world has arrived at the hotel entrance. And they seem to be here for you.”

Kylie’s lips parted.

She knew the footage had been posted.

She knew the fashion photos were everywhere.

But she hadn’t imagined the impact would hit this fast.

“Is it bad?” she asked softly.

The man didn’t hesitate.

“No, Ms. Bennett. It’s chaos.”

A slow smile curled her lips—warm, delighted.

She let the door open another inch, enough for the man to catch a glimpse of bare thigh and slight exposure of a nipple. His composure cracked just slightly.

“And Mr. Wolfe?” she asked.

“He’s waiting in the private lobby,” the man replied. “He asked me to escort you personally. He said to tell you… ‘It’s time.’”

Kylie exhaled through a slow, excited smile.

The robe slipped down her other shoulder, revealing even more skin she didn’t bother hiding.

“Give me five minutes,” she murmured.

The man bowed slightly and stepped back, letting the door glide shut.

..........

Kylie leaned her back against the door.

Took a deep breathe, and by instinct she ran a hand from her neck, down thru her cleavage and right between her thighs where the heat and moisture was already building.

She pushed off the wood with a quiet laugh—and walked toward the shower.

The robe slid down her body as she moved, leaving her trail of heat in the cool air of the room.

Once in the shower, the water sheeted down her body, warming skin still tender from the night before. Kylie tilted her head back, letting the steam curl around her face as she reached for the handheld sprayer.

She positioned the pulsing jets exactly where she needed them, against her swollen clit still sensitive from earlier pleasures. The water hit with precise rhythm, each pulse sending vibrations through her core that made her thighs tremble. She leaned against the marble wall for support, eyes closed, mouth slightly parted as the pressure built.

The first wave rolled through her slow and deep, followed by another stronger still. Her body clenched around nothing, responding to the water's relentless assault. When release finally broke over her, it wasn't gentle—it was a flood that made her knees buckle, her fingers tightening on the shower handle to keep from collapsing entirely.

The water continued to pulse against her, drawing out aftershocks that made her gasp. She could feel her own juices mixing with the shower spray, her desire swirling down the drain. Her mind drifted to Drake and Renee who would see the footage she already knew existed.

Kylie stayed under the spray longer than necessary, letting the water wash away physical evidence but not memory. When she finally emerged, her skin glowed with renewed confidence.

She dried herself slowly, luxuriously, her reflection in the fogged mirror showing exactly what the world outside was waiting to see—a woman unafraid of desire, unashamed of pleasure, and utterly irresistible.

She chose the dress —a silk that whispered secrets against her skin, cut to reveal the story written on her body overnight. The fabric promised more than it showed, clinging to the curves of her hips where hands had gripped, and falling away from the fresh marks blooming on her collarbones.

The hotel room mirror reflected a woman preparing to face cameras. Kylie’s fingers lingered at her throat, tracing the ghost of Adrian’s mouth before letting them slide downward to the bruise high on her hip—Her lips, swollen from his kisses and he was downstairs waiting for her now.

When she stepped toward the door, the scent of expensive perfume mingled with this morning’s private indulgence in the shower.

............

Beyond the door, Adrian waited in the private lobby. But the real audience was gathering outside—Kylie could feel them even from this distance, their cameras raised, their questions poised like weapons, And Kylie Bennett intended to walk into it dripping in confidence.

..........

Kylie was already halfway to the door when the knock came—Her dress clinging to her tighter than her usual style: she chose this one to show her war wounds...a short, molten-red slip that hugged every curve and left scandalous inches of thigh exposed with each step.

The neckline dipped low enough to reveal the faint purplish hickey blooming just above her left breast, a souvenir from last night that she didn’t bother covering and every sway of her hips made the hem slide higher, revealing flashes of the bruises left along her hip—beautiful proof of the night she’d owned.

She didn’t hide them.

She angled the dress so they could be seen.

Her bare feet whispered across the polished floor as she reached for the handle, fingers brushing the cool metal. The fabric shimmered —thin, clingy, nearly translucent when stretched tight across her curves. Nothing underneath as usual. Not now, not ever.

Kylie cracked the door open, letting the morning light spill across her body like a spotlight.

The same hotel attendant from earlier stood there—still composed, still sharp in his black suit—but the moment his eyes dropped to her collarbone and caught the hickey, his breath skipped. When his gaze trailed lower and found the bruises peeking out from the slit of her dress, his throat tightened visibly.

“Ms. Bennett,” he said, voice almost steady, “Mr. Wolfe… is waiting”

Kylie leaned her shoulder against the frame, the red fabric pulling even tighter to her breasts.

The attendant swallowed hard.

His gaze flicked everywhere and nowhere—her throat, her chest, her hips—before he forced his eyes upward.

“The lobby is… full,” he said, in a reverent whisper. “Reporters. Photographers. Influencers. Guests from other floors. They’re asking for you. All of them.”

Kylie let one slow smile curl the corner of her mouth.

“And Adrian thinks I should walk right into that, dressed like this?” she teased.

The attendant’s composure cracked just enough for the truth to slip through.

“I think,” he murmured, “Mr. Wolfe expects nothing less.”

Kylie stepped forward, the red dress shimmering. The hickey above her breast darkened beautifully in the hallway lighting, drawing the attendant’s eyes again before he could stop himself.

“Lead the way,” she whispered.

He turned at again, fighting a losing war against staring.

She let him look, she didn't mind the stares because...

she really liked it, and

Today was about being seen.

...........

The elevator glided to a stop with a soft chime, and Kylie stepped forward as the doors parted—only to be met with a wall of sound. Flashbulbs cracked like distant fireworks, voices layered over one another, the air charged with that raw, electric energy that only happens when a crowd is desperate for a single person.

Her.

Cameras rose the moment she became visible.

Phone screens tilted.

People surged forward until security pushed them back with controlled ease.

Kylie didn’t flinch.

She stepped out as though she’d rehearsed this moment her entire life, chin lifted just enough to let the lobby lights catch the lines of her body, her confidence radiating like heat. The reporters reacted instantly—voices rising, cameras tracked her like magnets pulled to metal.

“Ms. Bennett—Kylie! Over here!”

“Is it true you’re Adrian Wolfe’s new muse?”

“Kylie, how does it feel to go viral overnight?”

“Were you really at that club last night?”

“Kylie—can we get a smile? Just one?”

She gave them nothing.

Not at first.

She simply walked—fluid, unhurried, a deliberate invitation to stare.

Security created a path for her, but it didn’t matter; the crowd parted instinctively as if she was a force of nature they couldn’t risk touching.

Halfway through the lobby, she paused just long enough to let a few cameras frame her. She didn’t pose, didn’t preen—she just existed. And that alone made half the room gasp.

A door opened near the end of the hallway.

Adrian Wolfe stepped into view.

He didn’t wave her forward.

He didn’t beckon like a man in control.

He simply watched her walk toward him with an expression that said the entire hotel—maybe the entire city—was about to rearrange itself around her.

Kylie didn’t speed up.

She wanted him to feel every step.

When she finally reached him, he spoke in a voice only she could hear, though half the room strained to catch it.

“You draw attention like a storm draws lightning,” he murmured.

She let her gaze skim the crowd gathering behind her, their eyes wide with hunger, fascination, envy.

Then she leaned closer to Adrian’s ear, letting her breath warm his skin.

“My pussy is SOOO wet right now"

His jaw tightened, a subtle pulse at his throat giving away more than he intended.

“Come,” he said, regaining himself. “There’s something you need to see.”

The crowd roared as he guided her through the last doorway, cameras still flashing wildly until the wood closed behind them and the lobby vanished.

Inside, the noise faded.

But the tension didn’t.

Adrian turned toward her slowly, eyes dark with purpose.

“What?” she asked, voice low, curious, unafraid.

He stepped aside, revealing a wall of screens—live streams, news feeds, trending tags, and posts from the night before.

Every screen showed her.

The rooftop.

The restaurant.

The limo.

The blurred footage.

The fashion shots.

Her name in trending lists.

Her face dominating headlines.

Kylie stared.

The world hadn’t just noticed her.

It was fixated.

Adrian folded his hands behind his back and spoke softly, reverently.

“You didn’t go viral, Kylie.”

He stepped closer.

“You detonated.”

Kylie felt her pulse thrum.

Not fear.

Thrill.

Recognition.

She turned toward him, eyes bright, heartbeat steady.

“Good,” she said.

“Then let’s see how far we can take it.”


CHAPTER 12 — PREPARING THE WORLD

Adrian didn’t speak right away.

He simply watched her absorb the screens, her expression sharpening into something he hadn’t yet seen from her—a mixture of ambition, and hunger waking up at the same time. She stood with her weight shifted onto one leg, arms loose at her sides, eyes narrowed.

“You’re not overwhelmed,” he murmured.

Kylie gave him a slow, amused look.

“If I were overwhelmed, would I be standing here?”

Adrian breathed out a short, soundless laugh.

“No,” he said. “You’d be running.”

The First Conversation of Her New Life

He crossed the space between them until they stood close enough for the hum of the screens to fall away. Kylie didn’t step back. She held her ground, chin lifted, waiting for him to speak.

“There’s a gala tonight,” Adrian said, sliding a small keycard from his pocket and placing it into her hand. “The people who run this city will be there. The old world. The elite. The ones who pretend they decide who becomes famous.”

Kylie traced the edge of the keycard with her thumb.

“And you want me to walk in and shake that up?”

“I want you to walk in,” he said, “and make them remember why they don’t decide anything anymore.”

Kylie smiled—soft, sharp, wicked.

“What’s the dress code?” she asked.

Adrian stepped back, gesturing toward the far end of the suite where a second room had been unlocked. “You’ll find out. Your wardrobe arrived ten minutes ago.”

She arched a brow.

“Your dressing me now?”

He shrugged slightly.

“I ordered it last night before the footage leaked.”

Kylie blinked.

“You planned all of this?”

“I anticipated,” he corrected. “There’s a difference.”

...........

Across state lines, the world shook in a smaller, more intimate way.

Drake stood at the kitchen island, staring at a paused news segment on the smart TV. The grainy silhouette from the restaurant hovered on the screen—Kylie, moving like sin and silk wrapped into one. Renee stood beside him, one hand braced on the marble counter, her breathing shallow.

“You knew she had it in her,” Renee whispered.

Drake didn’t answer at first.

He was too focused on the curve of Kylie’s body in the footage, the arch of her neck, the way even in blurry shadow she commanded the room.

Finally, he breathed out, “I knew—but I didn’t know like this.”

Renee moved closer, sliding a hand down his arm, her voice growing lower.

“She’s turning us on from hundreds of miles away. Imagine what she’s doing to New York.”

He swallowed.

“Imagine what she’ll do when she finds out.”

Then they both looked at the second notification on Drake’s phone again—the picture she’d sent just before bed. The robe. The city behind her. The afterglow all over her skin.

The heat between them shifted at once.

Slow.

Thick.

Inevitable.

So we can't change what's happening in New York," Drake murmured, his voice low and deliberate as he leaned closer, "but we can certainly make some news of our own."

His teeth grazed Renee's neck—not quite a bite, but enough to send jolts down her spine. One hand curved around her ass, fingers pressing deep into the soft flesh before pulling her cheeks apart. His fingers slid lower, finding her already slick and ready.

Renee's knees buckled with a soft gasp, her body trembling as he entered her with two fingers. Before she could collapse against him, Drake's other arm swept around her waist, lifting her effortlessly onto the marble counter.

She laid back against the cool stone, thighs falling open in invitation. Drake didn't hesitate, burying his face between her legs. His tongue moved with hungry precision, tracing circles around her clit before delving deeper, lapping at her folds like a man tasting his last meal.

Renee began to cream heavily, her juices coating his tongue as he worked her closer to release. When her orgasm crashed through her, back arching off the counter, Drake remained steady, drinking everything she gave him.

As the last tremors subsided, Drake freed himself from his trousers—intending to take her right there on the counter. But Renee had other plans.

She slid from the marble and dropped to her knees, positioned directly in front of the full-length windows that overlooked Atlanta's skyline. Without hesitation, she took him into her mouth, swallowing him whole until her nose pressed against his pelvis.

Renee grabbed both of his ass cheeks, pulling him deeper as she looked up at him with pure hunger. Drake understood the silent command, his hands tangling in her hair as he began to thrust. She gagged slightly with each deep stroke, but never pulled away. Drool and precum dripped from his balls and her chin, falling to the kitchen floor below.

............

They never thought to look out past the balcony doors in their urgent need, but the cameras were already there—trained on the penthouse, hungry for any glimpse of Drake, any peek into the world that of Kylie, the city's world's newest obsession.

What those cameras didn't expect was that they'd get exactly what they wanted—and so much more than anyone had bargained for.

Through the floor-to-ceiling glass, Drake's body came into view first. His head was thrown back, muscles straining as Renee's lips worked him with practiced hunger. The cameras zoomed in, catching the drool that hung from her chin, the way her hands gripped his ass cheeks, pulling him deeper with every thrust.

Renee's bare back was to the glass, kneeling on the floor. When Drake began to thrust into her mouth, her body responded with an arch that pushed her breasts forward—her nipples hard points against the cool air of the kitchen.

One camera shifted angle, capturing Drake's face contorted in pleasure, his hands tangled in Renee's hair as he guided her movements. Another focused on Renee's technique—the way she hollowed her cheeks, the slight gag reflex that made her eyes water but never stopped her from taking him deeper still.

What those cameras hadn't anticipated was how visible the moment would become when Drake's release came. His body tensed, hips bucking as he emptied himself down her throat. Some escaped—white streams that painted her lips and chin before dripping onto the floor.

The photographers held their breath, fingers frozen on shutters as they captured the aftermath—Renee looking up at Drake with raw hunger still in her eyes, his spent cock still hard against her lips, the evidence of their pleasure glistening on her skin illuminated by floor lights.

They'd come looking for a glimpse of Kylie's world.

They'd found it.

And they couldn't look away.

They knew who Drake was, but who was this Red headed mystery woman?

............

Kylie stepped into the wardrobe suite, and the breath left her chest.

Racks upon racks of dresses lined the walls—scarlet, black, champagne gold, emerald, white.

Some dramatic.

Some barely dresses at all.

Some made of fabrics she’d only seen in high-gloss magazines.

And in the center:

A mannequin wearing a gown that almost seemed to glow.

A deep metallic silver piece with 2 slits on each side that climbed up well past the hipbone and a neckline that plunged with elegant violence. The dress was sculpted to showcase everything the world already craved—but with class so sharp it could cut glass.

Adrian leaned against the doorway, watching her take it in.

“That one,” he said quietly, “is for the gala.”

Kylie stepped closer to the gown, fingertips brushing the cool fabric.

...........

A New Text Appears

Her phone buzzed again.

She lifted it.

Drake: Angel… call me when you can.

Another buzz.

Renee: We saw everything. And we want to hear it from you.

A rush of warmth bloomed low in Kylie’s stomach—not guilt, not hesitation… but the thrill of knowing two people she loved were watching her rise and craving every second of it.

She typed back only two words:

“Not yet, but soon.”

Then she slid her phone into the vanity drawer.

Tonight was the gala.

And very soon, she’d decide how to juggle two worlds that wanted her for different reasons.

She turned back to Adrian.

“What’s next?” she asked.

Adrian smirked.

“Next?” he echoed. “We teach “Kylie Bennett” how to own a room full of billionaires.”

She stepped closer.

“Good,” she whispered. “Let’s start.”

..........

Drake paced the balcony, phone in hand, replaying the same rooftop video for the fourth time. Each time, his chest tightened—not with anger, not even with jealousy, but with something more primal.

Renee sat curled on the sofa, legs tucked under her, watching him with a half-smile.

“She’s doing exactly what she told us she’d do,” Renee said. “She’s living unbound.”

Drake stopped pacing long enough to meet her eyes.

“She’s not living unbound,” he said softly.

“She’s taking over the biggest city in the world.”

Renee’s smile deepened. "She's taking over the world".

“And it’s turning you on.”

He didn’t deny it.

The movement caught Drake's eye first—a glint from across the way that didn't belong. He followed the reflection to its source and saw them: cameras positioned on neighboring rooftops; their lenses aimed directly at his penthouse.

How long had they been there? How much had they captured?

His stomach tightened as adrenaline surged through him. Without breaking Renee's gaze, he stepped back inside, sliding the balcony door closed with a soft click. He pressed his palm to the control panel, engaging the blackout setting. The city lights vanished, replaced by instant darkness broken only by the soft glow from the kitchen.

"Renee—" he started, but his phone buzzed before he could finish.

The same encrypted site that had posted Kylie's footage now displayed new images. Drake's breath caught as he swiped through them—photos of him against the counter, head thrown back, hands tangled in Renee's hair. In every frame, her face remained hidden, but the camera had captured everything else: the curve of her spine as she knelt, the flex of her throat as she took him deeper, the evidence of his release glistening on her skin.

The caption beneath the gallery read: "While Kylie Bennett conquers New York, Drake Bennett has company in Atlanta. Who's the redhead giving him the blowjob of the century?"

Drake scrolled through the comments, his pulse pounding:

"His wife gets famous and he immediately finds someone else?"

"That redhead's technique is incredible—look at how she takes him!"

"She must know about Kylie... or maybe she's part of it?"

"Drake Bennett has excellent taste, in design and women."

He looked up to find Renee watching him, her expression unreadable in the dim kitchen light. The photos had captured her body in explicit detail, but her identity remained safe behind the camera's angle.

The world had seen what they had done, but not who had done it with him.

And somehow, that made everything even more dangerous.


CHAPTER 13 — KYLIE SEES EVERYTHING

Kylie was still in the hotel, when her phone buzzed with a force that felt almost urgent. Another buzz followed. Then three more. The screen lit her face with pulsing light as notifications stacked faster than she could register.

She glanced at Adrian.

“Give me a second.”

He nodded, stepping back.

Kylie lowered her eyes to her phone—and froze in a way that wasn’t shock at all, but delicious, electric interest. The first thumbnail was unmistakable: Drake, naked, tense with pleasure, caught in a moment he’d meant only for her and Renee.

She opened it fully.

Her lips parted in a slow inhale, not surprise.

Satisfaction.

The footage was intimate, explicit in ways even hers hadn’t been—Drake’s body arching, Renee’s silhouette kneeling, the rhythm of the moment unmistakable even without sound. The camera angle protected Renee’s identity while revealing everything else.

Kylie let her tongue run lightly across her lower lip, eyes half-lidded as she scrolled.

Another post.

Another clip.

Another headline.

“KYLIE BENNETT TAKES NEW YORK… DRAKE BENNETT TAKES SOMEONE ELSE.”

“WHO IS THE REDHEAD?”

“IS THIS AN OPEN ARRANGEMENT?”

“HOTWIFE CULTURE GOES MAINSTREAM.”

She laughed—quiet, warm, deeply amused.

Adrian watched her from a distance, trying to decipher every shift in her expression. She turned the screen toward him for only a second.

“That’s Drake,” she said lightly.

Adrian didn’t blink.

“And the woman?”

Kylie locked her phone again, the corner of her mouth curling upward.

“My husband’s plus-one,” she murmured. “Or something like that.”

Then she stepped toward the glass balcony doors, lifting her hair off her neck, letting the scandal sink deliciously into her bloodstream. She felt flushed, energized, impossibly alive.

She Scrolls More — And Likes What She Sees

Another notification popped up.

She opened it.

Not a headline this time—comments.

Thousands of them.

“Kylie out here owning NYC while her man gets serviced in Atlanta… iconic.”

“This is the wildest marriage I’ve ever seen.”

“Power couple of the century.”

“The redhead better be ready—Kylie’s fans are insane.”

“Open marriages are the new luxury.”

Kylie’s chest rose on a slow, satisfied breath.

She wasn’t jealous.

Why would she be?

She knew already that them seeing her in the news had orchestrated that moment between them. She knew drake couldn't resist when he saw her being "naughty".

She’d lit New York on fire last night.

Drake had sparked Atlanta today.

It was balance.

Beautiful, chaotic balance.

And now, the entire world was talking about both of them.

She Sends the First Message

She typed one line to Drake:

“Seems like we’re both trending.”

Before she could hit send, another image arrived:

A close-up of Drake’s hand tangled in Renee’s hair, head thrown back in release, cum on her chin.

Kylie let out a soft, wicked laugh.

She deleted her text and wrote a new one instead:

“You look good in the headlines.”

Send.

Wind rattled softly outside the windows, as if the city itself reacted to the moment.

Adrian Steps Closer

He approached her slowly, like someone nearing a force of nature.

“You’re… taking this better than I expected,” he said.

Kylie turned toward him, eyes bright, cheeks warm.

“Better?” she said. “Adrian, I love it.”

He studied her, the faintest hint of admiration softening his stern exterior.

“You do realize,” he said quietly, “that by tomorrow morning, you and Drake will be the most talked-about couple in America.”

Kylie stepped into his space, not touching him, but making him feel the heat anyway.

“If the world wants a show…” she whispered,

“…we can give them one.”

Adrian swallowed hard.

“Yes,” he said. “You can.”

..........

Kylie slipped her phone back into her purse and looked down over the empty ballroom where the gala would be held, imagining it filled with the elite of New York. Her heart beat slow and strong, full of anticipation, the kind that felt like standing on the edge of a cliff with wings already forming.

Drake was making headlines in Atlanta.

She was making history in New York.

And tonight—

the whole world would watch them both.

A slow smile spread across her face.

“Let them talk,” she whispered to herself.

“They’re finally saying something interesting.”


CHAPTER 14 — THE INVITATION

Kylie stood at the window overlooking the city, the evening sun slicing through the skyline like a blade dipped in gold. Her reflection stared back at her—lips flushed, eyes alive, the metallic silver dress draped against her body like it had been forged on her.

Behind her, Adrian adjusted a cufflink on his own suit, keeping a deliberately casual distance.

“You know,” he said lightly, “most women get nervous before their first real gala.”

Kylie didn’t look away from the glass.

“I’m not most women.”

“No,” Adrian murmured, “you are absolutely not.”

Her phone buzzed again.

This time, she didn’t ignore it.

Drake: Angel, please. Call me.

Kylie’s hand hovered over the screen.

Not in hesitation—

but in decision.

She tapped FaceTime......

The line rang only once before Drake answered.

He was still shirtless, still flushed from whatever storm he and Renee had stirred up in the dark. His hair was a mess, his pulse still visible at his throat.

“Kylie…” he breathed.

She smiled—not wide, not obvious.

Just enough to let him feel it.

“You look good, baby.”

Renee appeared behind him, red hair damp, cheeks pink. She leaned in beside his shoulder, not hiding, not apologizing.

“You saw it all?” Renee asked softly.

“All of it,” Kylie answered. “And I liked every second.”

Drake exhaled a sound halfway between relief and arousal.

“Angel… we didn’t know the cameras were—”

“Oh, stop,” Kylie interrupted, her voice velvet and blade. “You think the world seeing you lose control bothers me? Drake… it defines me.”

Adrian pretended not to hear, adjusting ties that didn’t need adjusting.

Kylie lifted her chin.

“I want you here.”

Drake blinked. “In New York?”

She nodded slowly.

“You’re already part of this storm. So come stand in it with me. Both of you.”

Renee’s breath caught. “Tonight?”

“Tonight,” Kylie said. “I want the world to see us walk into that ballroom like we planned every bit of chaos together.”

Drake swallowed, chest rising.

I’ll book something—”

“No need,” Kylie said. “Adrian already has yell's wardrobe picked out. He’ll send the address to his driver, pilots waiting at the airport.”

Adrian threw his hands up with a smirk.

“She’s not lying. You two are wearing black, you a tailored coat, satin lapel, and shoes that cost more than your car.” She will be dressed in the finest Versace Jersey mini dress, black as well, silver heels!

Drake huffed a laugh despite everything.

“You really want us there?”

Kylie stepped back from the window so he could see the whole dress—the slits, the shine, the danger.

“I want you right by me,” she murmured.

“Where you always are.”

Her eyes moved to Renee.

“And I want her there too, walking hand in hand”

Renee went still—like someone who’d been chosen, not invited.

“Kylie… are you sure?”

Kylie tilted her head.

“Do you trust me?”

Renee nodded instantly. “Always.”

“Good,” Kylie whispered. “Then get on the plane.

Drake ran a hand down his face, the panic replaced by something hotter, steadier.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

She smirked.

“I know.”

“And you want us on your arm?” he asked.

“No,” Kylie corrected softly.

“I want you at my side.”

She ended the call before either of them could speak again, the screen fading into black like the punctuating close of a scene.

Adrian stepped behind her, lifting her coat onto his arm.

“So,” he said, “you’re bringing the husband and the mistress.”

Kylie slid her arms into the coat, the silver dress disappearing beneath black velvet.

“If the world wants a spectacle,” she said,

“we’re giving them a cast.”

Adrian shook his head, somewhere between impressed and terrified.

“This gala has no idea what’s coming.”

Kylie smiled—slow, wicked, inevitable.

“That,” she whispered, “is exactly the point.”

............

The jet was already spinning up on the private runway by the time Drake and Renee stepped out of the black SUV. The engines roared with that low, commanding growl that made the air vibrate under their feet.

Renee tugged the hood of her oversized sweatshirt lower—one final, pointless attempt to hide before the world learned her name. Drake didn’t bother hiding anything. He walked with a sharpness in his step, the kind that only came from adrenaline, lust, and the knowledge that the biggest night of their lives had just taken a new turn.

A flight attendant greeted them at the stairs.

“Mr. Bennett, Ms…?”

She let it hang tactfully.

“O'Shea,  Renee O'Shea” she said, lifting her chin.

“Welcome. Your wardrobe is already onboard. Adrian sent very specific notes.”

Drake exhaled a quiet laugh.

“Of course he did.”

They climbed in.

The cabin lights were soft gold, reflecting off polished surfaces. Two garment bags hung neatly at the front, each tagged in Adrian’s dramatic handwriting:

DRAKE — DO NOT WRINKLE THIS, I SWEAR.

RENEE — YOU’RE ABOUT TO BREAK THE INTERNET AGAIN.

Renee flushed as she read it, fingers brushing the sleek black fabric inside.

Drake watched her—really watched her.

The red hair he’d just had his fists buried in hours ago.

The mouth that had him trending in twelve countries.

The woman whose anonymity was a thread they were all pretending wasn’t fraying.

She sank into one of the leather seats, exhaling slow.

“You think this is smart?” she asked.

Drake sat across from her, leaning forward, elbows on his knees.

“No,” he admitted. “But Kylie is.”

That landed in the air between them—weighty, decisive.

Renee looked out the window as the jet rolled forward.

“I didn’t plan any of this,” she whispered. “I didn’t plan to be… whatever I am to you two.”

“Neither did we.”

Drake’s voice was low, honest.

She swallowed hard.

“Are you scared?” she asked.

He considered it.

“Yes,” he said. “But not of the cameras.”

“Then what?”

“That the world’s about to see the truth,” Drake said.

Renee’s breath caught.

She looked down at her hands.

“Does she want me there because she wants support… or because she wants to show me off?”

Drake gave a slow, surprised smile.

“Both,” he said. “Knowing her? Definitely both.”

The engines surged louder, and the jet lifted off, pressing them gently back into their seats.

Renee shut her eyes for a moment, feeling the rise, the climb, the shift of gravity. Drake watched her chest rise and fall, watched the nerves slowly melt into something else—anticipation.

When she opened her eyes, she found him still looking.

“What?” she breathed.

He shook his head.

“You don’t see it, do you?”

“See what?”

“That you’re part of the story now,” he said softly. “Not a secret. Not a mistake. A piece.”

Her lips parted, slow and uncertain.

“Do you think they’ll recognize me?” she asked.

“No,” Drake said. “But they’ll feel you.”

Renee let out a shaky exhale.

“And Kylie? What do you think she wants from me tonight?”

Drake leaned back, eyes darkening with that same heat from earlier.

He leaned forward, voice dropping to that low register that made her pulse skip. "Kylie wants you at her side," he murmured, eyes holding hers. "Not hiding. Not apologizing. She wants you to walk into that room with us like you belong—because you do."

Renee's breath hitched at the raw certainty in his tone, at the way the jet's cabin lights caught the intensity in his eyes.

"And then," he added, a slow smile spreading across his face, "I'm sure she's gonna want us both for something more."

Renee’s cheeks warmed at the word belong.

She looked back toward the garment bag hanging by the door.

She laughed—small and nervous and excited all at once.

Drake’s face softened.

“Renee,” he said quietly.

“Yeah?”

“You’re safe with us, You're now a part of us”

Something in her posture loosened—barely, but real.

She nodded.

“I know.”

Outside the windows, the lights of Atlanta fell away like embers drifting from a dying fire.

Ahead, New York glowed like a different kind of flame—

sharp, hungry, waiting.

Renee gripped the armrests as the jet leveled out, her pulse matching the steady hum of the engines.

“Next stop,” Drake said, his voice a low promise,

“is the biggest night of our lives.”

Renee looked at him.

Then out at the dark sky.

Then whispered what they were both thinking:

“And Kylie’s going to set the whole city on fire.”

............

Steam billowed out of the compact jet shower as the door slid open, and Drake stepped out first—toweling his hair, another wrapped low on his hips. Renee followed behind him, droplets sliding down her shoulders, her red hair darker from the water and clinging in waves down her back.

They were quiet at first, but the quiet between them wasn't uncomfortable. It was the kind of silence that settles when two people recognize they've crossed a line together—not by accident, not because of some heat-of-the-moment impulse sparked by Kylie's televised rebellion, but because something deeper had been growing beneath the surface all along.

Drake watched a droplet of water trace the curve of Renee's spine as she reached for her towel. The fire that had driven them against the kitchen counter hours ago wasn't just about exhibitionism or reaction to Kylie's new fame. It was the same heat that now made the air in the small cabin thick with possibility.

This wasn't just a husband and his wife's friend that was meant to keep him company anymore.

This was becoming something else entirely—something Drake could feel shifting in his bones as Renee turned toward him, her green eyes catching the soft cabin lights, no longer hiding behind uncertainty but meeting his gaze with the same understanding that had already changed everything between them.

Renee reached for the small counter where her dress lay folded in protective wrap. Drake moved at the same time toward his suit, and their arms brushed—bare skin on bare skin.

It was nothing.

And it was everything.

The touch was electric, a flash of heat that went straight down both their spines. They froze—just for a breath—both turning, both feeling that invisible pull tighten between them.

Renee’s eyes lifted first.

“You felt that too,” she whispered.

Drake’s chest rose once, slow.

“I always feel you.”

Her fingers trembled just slightly on the edge of her towel.

She wasn’t nervous—she was aroused in a way that made her breath catch at the top of her lungs.

“I thought we were supposed to… you know… behave before we land,” she said softly.

“Yeah,” Drake murmured, stepping closer, “me too.”

Their bodies brushed again—closer this time, deliberate.

Renee inhaled sharply.

“Drake…”

But she wasn’t pulling away.

Not even a little.

He reached up and touched the side of her jaw, thumb tracing a line that had water still dripping down it. Renee leaned into the touch like she’d been waiting all flight for it.

“We shouldn’t,” she breathed.

“We definitely shouldn’t,” Drake agreed.

“But we’re going to,” she whispered.

The jet hummed beneath their feet—steady, private, suspended somewhere between two cities and two versions of themselves.

Drake’s towel fell first.

Not tossed.

Just… slipped.

Renee’s breath hitched, her eyes dropping to take him in, the memory of earlier lighting her expression with pure, burning want.

Her towel followed, falling in a soft heap at her feet.

And then she moved.

No hesitation. No overthinking.

She pressed against him, chest to chest, stomach to stomach, her fingers burying into his wet hair as his hands slid down her back, pulling her flush against him.

Her voice was a whisper against his mouth.

“She wants us both tonight… but right now… I want this.”

Drake didn’t answer with words.

He lifted her—hands under her thighs, the way he had earlier against the counter in the penthouse—and Renee wrapped around him instantly, instinctively, her head tilting back as he kissed her throat hard enough to make her gasp.

The jet hit a pocket of turbulence, a gentle dip that made her cling tighter around him and moan against his shoulder.

“Drake…”

He pressed her back against the wall of the cabin, the cool surface meeting her heated skin, her legs tightening around his hips, guiding him where she wanted him.

And when he pushed into her—

Her entire body arched, her nails dragging down his back, her lips parting in a silent cry that filled the tiny cabin with something almost sinful.

The way she clung to him…

The way he held her like he couldn’t let go…

It felt inevitable.

The jet was dim, humming, hanging over the coast somewhere, while inside the cabin, they moved together with desperate, breath-stealing rhythm—fast, slow, fast again—like two people trying to memorize the feel of each other before the world changed everything.

Renee kissed him hard, messy, hungry.

“God, Drake,” she whispered against his lips, “I don’t know what this is, but I don’t want it to stop.”

He pressed his forehead to hers, thrusting deeper, harder, the sound of their bodies impossible to hide.

“It’s not stopping,” he growled softly. “Not tonight.”

The jet dipped again—another hint of turbulence—pushing them flush, pushing rhythm into urgency.

Her climax hit first.

A tight, breathless cry muffled into his shoulder as she clenched around him, shaking, holding him like she could pull him inside her forever.

Drake followed with a shuddering groan against her neck, gripping her hips as he spilled into her, their bodies locked in that final, trembling moment before the world came back into focus.

They stayed there—still pressed together, still breathing hard, still holding on—until the engines shifted tone, signaling descent.

Renee loosened her legs slowly.

Drake set her down gently.

They looked at each other, flushed and stunned and undeniably changed.

“We were supposed to be getting dressed,” Renee whispered, cheeks flushed.

Drake smirked.

“We will. After I catch my breath.”

She laughed—soft, bright, and dangerous.

“Well…” she murmured, brushing her fingers along his jaw, “Kylie’s going to feel this when she sees us.”

“Oh yeah,” Drake said, voice low. “She’ll know.”

They kissed once more—long, slow, heated—before finally reaching for their clothes.

Still trembling.

Still wired.

Still wanting.

As the jet began its final descent toward New York City.


CHAPTER 15 — THE TARMAC REUNION

The jet’s wheels kissed the runway with a soft jolt, and the cabin lights brightened automatically. Renee smoothed the satin of her dress with trembling hands. Drake buttoned the last clasp of his tailored black coat, jaw still tight, pulse still unsteady from their very recent… detour.

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t have to.

Their bodies were saying everything for them.

The door of the jet opened with a hiss, letting in the cold night air—and the flash of blue runway lights stretching into the dark.

Drake stepped out first on the metal stairs.

Renee followed in her fitted black dress with the plunging back Adrian had picked—sharp, elegant, and sinful in a way that didn’t compete with Kylie’s spotlight, but complemented it like a shadow to a flame.

At the bottom of the stairs waited a sleek black limousine, its headlights cutting through the wind.

The back door was already open.

Adrian stood to the side, perfectly groomed, perfectly unimpressed, a tablet in hand like he was reviewing notes on a performance he already knew would be outrageous.

But Kylie—

Kylie stepped out of the limo like New York had been holding its breath for her.

The silver dress shimmered under the floodlights, the slits revealing long lines of leg that made both Drake and Renee pause mid-step.

Her hair was swept up, leaving her throat bare and kissable and utterly dangerous.

And her eyes—

God.

Her eyes took them both in with one slow sweep.

Renee.

Drake.

Their flushed cheeks.

Their uneven breathing.

The faint marks on Drake’s collarbone.

The barely-hidden wobble in Renee’s knees.

Kylie’s lips pulled into a small, knowing smirk.

She didn’t need to ask.

She could smell it.

Taste it in the air between them.

Feel the aftershocks humming under their skin.

“Hi,” she said softly.

The word wasn’t a greeting.

It was an accusation.

An invitation.

A claim.

Drake swallowed. “Angel…”

But Kylie stepped in before either of them could manage something coherent.

She moved between them like she’d rehearsed the entrance, her hand sliding up Drake’s chest—pausing right over the faint red scratch Renee’s nails had left on his skin.

Her eyes glimmered.

“Oh,” she breathed, “you two didn’t waste any time.”

Renee’s cheeks flushed deep pink.

Kylie turned her face toward her, slow and predatory, her hand still on Drake’s chest.

“Did you have fun?” she asked, voice velvet-warm with wickedness.

Renee couldn’t speak—she nodded, breath shuddering.

Kylie smiled like she’d already known the answer.

Then she tugged Drake closer by his lapel.

“You smell like her,” she whispered against his throat. “Fresh.”

Drake’s breath caught.

“And you,” Kylie said, turning to Renee, fingers brushing a stray curl of red hair behind her ear, “you’re still shaking.”

Renee swallowed hard.

“I— we— it just… happened.”

Kylie tilted her head, amused and indulgent.

“Of course it did.”

Adrian cleared his throat loudly, snapping his tablet shut.

“If everyone is finished with foreplay,” he said dryly, “we’re late.”

Kylie didn’t take her eyes off them.

Instead, she slid one hand through Drake’s arm and held the other out to Renee.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s show New York what a real scandal looks like.”

Renee hesitated for only half a second before taking Kylie’s hand.

Drake stood on Kylie’s other side, still dazed, still lit from the inside.

Together, the three of them walked toward the limo—

Kylie in the middle, electric like a storm in heels;

Drake steady and dark at her right;

Renee flushed and glowing at her left.

Adrian opened the door with a resigned sigh.

“Well,” he muttered, “this is going to break the internet.”

Kylie flashed him a grin.

“It already has.”

And as they stepped inside the limo—

Drake next to her, Renee across from her—

Kylie crossed her legs slowly, letting the slit of her dress fall open just enough to make both of them swallow.

Her eyes locked onto theirs.

“You two really couldn’t wait for me, could you?” she murmured.

Drake exhaled.

Renee trembled.

Kylie’s smile deepened.

“Good,” she whispered.

“Because I’m not waiting tonight either.”

The door shut.

The limo pulled forward.

Manhattan was waiting.

...........

The door shut behind them, sealing the four of them inside the low golden glow of the limo. The city outside drifted by in streaks of neon and reflection, but none of them were looking out the windows.

Kylie sat between Drake and Renee like a fuse between two flames.

She crossed her legs and the slit of her dress slid open again — dangerously, deliberately. When her thigh brushed Drake’s knee, he inhaled sharply. When she shifted just slightly the other direction, her hip pressed to Renee’s.

Both of them felt it.

Both of them reacted.

And Kylie…

Kylie enjoyed every second.

Adrian sat across from them, hands folded over his tablet like a shield, trying to pretend he was immune.

He was not.

Kylie leaned back, head tipping against the leather, exposing her throat in that signature way that made Drake forget how to breathe. Renee watched her with parted lips, pupils blown wide.

“So,” Kylie murmured, voice low and smooth, “tell me what happened on the plane.”

Drake tensed.

Renee flushed.

Kylie smiled — slow, wicked, knowing.

“Relax,” she crooned, sliding a hand over Drake’s thigh.

The limo seemed to shrink around them.

Heat pooled in the space, thick and impossible to ignore.

Drake leaned in first — instinct, need, devotion — lips brushing the line of Kylie’s jaw. She turned just enough to catch his mouth with hers, soft at first, then hungry, fingers curling into his collar.

Renee watched for exactly three seconds before surrendering to the same gravity. She leaned in on Kylie’s other side, kissing her shoulder, her neck, her cheek, her breath trembling against Kylie’s skin.

Kylie placed one hand on Drake’s cheek.

The other slid around the back of Renee’s neck.

She pulled them in at the same time.

Their lips met hers — one at her mouth, one at her throat — and Kylie let out a sound soft enough to be innocent, but deep enough to make both of them shiver.

Adrian cleared his throat.

Loudly.

“Okay,” he warned, “let’s remember your wardrobe costs more than you care to know.”

Nobody listened.

Renee’s hand slid up Kylie’s thigh — enough to make Kylie’s breath stutter. Drake’s hand pressed against her waist, pulling her closer, their bodies molded together in a tangle of breath and heat and tension.

Kylie shifted again — just a small move — and the dress slipped higher.

Too high.

Adrian’s breath caught.

Because under the silver silk…

there was nothing but her bare mound.

Kylie glanced at him — just a glance, a tiny, cornered smirk — as if to say I know what you see.

Adrian sat up straighter, suddenly flustered in a way he’d never let himself be.

“Please— the dress — the fabric — the wrinkles — the—”

He stopped mid-sentence.

Because Kylie leaned forward, kissing Drake hard enough to make the limo sway with them… and at the same time, her other hand slid through Renee’s hair, pulling her into a deeper kiss along her neck.

Adrian froze.

Completely.

He wasn’t touching her — he wouldn’t dare —

but she was close.

So close that when the limo hit a small bump in the road, her thigh brushed his knee.

Just a brush.

But enough to light every nerve in his body.

Neither Drake nor Renee noticed.

Kylie did.

She didn’t look at him.

But she smiled against Drake’s mouth — slow, devious — as if she’d planned that tiny brush of skin against his leg.

Adrian swallowed hard, eyes fixed desperately on the opposite window as the limo swayed with the movement of three bodies pressed too tightly together, lips finding skin, hands tangling in hair, breath fogging the glass.

The air was electric.

Dangerous.

Impossible to breathe in without feeling dizzy.

Renee kissed Kylie.

Drake kissed Kylie.

Kylie kissed them both, shifting between them like the center of a storm.

And Adrian tried very, very hard to remember how to exhale.

Just before the limo turned into the gated private entrance of the gala venue, Kylie finally broke the kiss.

All three of them were flushed, breathing hard, clothes slightly rumpled — the very thing Adrian feared.

Kylie smoothed her dress, then lifted her eyes to Adrian.

“You’re staring,” she murmured.

He blinked hard. “I—I am not— I was— you— the— your— I’m trying to—”

Kylie leaned in just slightly — not touching, but near enough he could smell her perfume.

“Relax,” she whispered.

“It’s only going to get more complicated tonight.”

Adrian made a strangled sound that was half-sigh, half-surrender.

The limo slowed.

The lights of the gala entrance glowed ahead.

Kylie looked at Drake.

Then Renee.

Then straight forward with a calm, lethal smile.

“Showtime.”


CHAPTER 16 — THE GALA ENTERS SILENCE

The limo eased to a stop at the private entrance of the Grand Meridian.

Floodlights blazed.

Camera shutters fluttered like wings.

Security guards formed a thick barrier to hold back a seething line of paparazzi already shouting Kylie’s name.

Inside the limo, not one of them moved at first.

Kylie sat in the center, legs elegantly crossed, lipstick perfect despite the limo’s heat, dress shimmering like it held its own light. Drake was stone-still beside her, jaw set, shoulders tight beneath Adrian’s expertly fitted coat. Renee sat across from them, breath soft, fingers pressed together in her lap like she was praying to herself.

Adrian glanced at Kylie, waiting.

She lifted her chin.

“Door.”

He nodded to the driver.

The locks clicked.

The door swung open.

The world exploded.

“KYLIE— OVER HERE!”

“KYLIE, IS IT TRUE?!”

“KYLIE, WHERE’S YOUR HUSBAND?!”

“KYLIE, WHO’S THE REDHEAD?!”

“ARE YOU THREE A THRUPLE?!”

“KYLIE, LOOK HERE— LOOK HERE!”

The deafening rush of questions, screaming, and camera flashes poured into the limo like a tidal wave.

Kylie didn’t flinch.

Instead, she touched Drake’s thigh under cover of the limo’s shadow.

A grounding touch.

A claiming touch.

“You’re with me,” she murmured.

His breath steadied instantly.

Her hand slid toward Renee’s knee next.

Barely a brush.

But enough.

“You are too.”

Renee’s pulse jumped.

And then—

Kylie stepped out.

Her heel hit the carpet first.

Flashbulbs detonated.

The crowd roared.

She rose from the limo like the city had summoned her — silver dress glowing, slits revealing endless leg, hair coiled and pinned like a crown. The neckline plunged in a way that made half the press gasp, and the other half forget what words were.

She wasn’t nervous.

She wasn’t shy.

She owned the carpet with a single step.

The security line rippled as photographers surged forward.

“KY-LIE! KY-LIE! KY-LIE!”

Drake stepped out next.

The crowd reacted like someone had thrown gasoline on a fire.

“That’s HIM— THAT’S DRAKE BENNETT!”

“DRACKE, LOOK THIS WAY!”

“IS IT TRUE YOUR VIDEO WAS REAL?!”

“WHO WAS THE WOMAN WITH YOU?”

“DRAKE, DID KYLIE APPROVE IT?!”

Drake squared his shoulders, jaw clenched.

He wasn’t used to this.

He wasn’t ready for this.

But Kylie turned halfway — offering him her hand.

And the moment he took it, the crowd exploded again.

Her smirk said everything:

You’re not alone. Not tonight. Not ever.

Then came Renee.

She stepped out into the doorway unsure for only half a heartbeat —

and then the cameras found her.

“THERE SHE IS— THE REDHEAD— IT’S HER!”

“ARE YOU THE WOMAN IN THE VIDEO?!”

“WHAT’S YOUR RELATIONSHIP TO KYLIE?!”

“WHATS YOUR NAME?— LOOK HERE— RED!”

Renee froze.

The fear hit first.

But Kylie extended her other hand, fingers open, palm steady.

Renee placed her hand into it.

And suddenly—

she wasn’t shaking anymore.

The three of them began walking.

Together.

Kylie in the middle, radiant and unbreakable.

Drake on her right, tall and sharp, shielding her from the closest cameras.

Renee on her left, red hair gleaming like firelit silk, the shortness of her dress getting shorter with each step.

The crowd went insane.

Flashes strobed so intensely the night looked like lightning.

Adrian followed behind them, expression set like a general escorting three bombs into enemy territory. He kept muttering under his breath:

“Don’t wrinkle the lapel—

Please don’t step on the hem—

If someone spills champagne on that silver—

Oh God, they’re holding hands—

We’re going viral—”

Kylie’s voice cut through all of it, low and satisfied.

“Let them stare.”

Heads turned.

Whispers hissed.

Phones came up.

The entire entryway turned to follow them.

Kylie walked like the room was bending toward her — because it was.

But the moment they crossed the threshold into the ballroom…

The music stuttered.

Conversation died mid-sentence.

Every head swiveled.

A silence spread across the room like a wave crashing through glass.

The city’s elite — CEOs, politicians, tech moguls, actors — all froze, eyes wide with disbelief.

Because Kylie Bennett didn’t just enter.

She arrived with her husband.

And the red-haired mystery woman.

Together.

Side by side.

A living headline.

A walking scandal.

A masterpiece in motion.

Someone near the front whispered loud enough for ten people to hear:

“Oh… my God.”

Kylie smiled.


CHAPTER 17 — THE ROOM ADJUSTS TO THEM

The moment they stepped into the ballroom, the atmosphere shifted so fast it almost felt physical.

Glittering chandeliers, gold-trimmed pillars, and tables dressed in white silk blurred around them as every conversation dropped into stunned silence.

Kylie stood tall at the center of it all, a brilliant silver flame in a room full of dim, safe candles.

Drake flanked her right side.

Not gripping her.

Not directing her.

Not pulling her close.

Just there.

Like a wall.

Like a shield.

Like someone who would not allow the world to twist what they were into something ugly.

Renee walked on Kylie’s left, her red hair catching the chandelier light in soft amber ripples, her breathing still a little shallow but steadying every time she glanced at Drake’s calm posture.

Whispers scattered through the room like sparks across dry grass:

“Is that really them?”

“That’s the husband— and the redhead—”

“I can’t believe they showed up together—”

“She’s daring the world to judge her—”

“Honestly? It’s iconic.”

A trio of socialites standing near the bar stared in open shock, champagne flutes frozen halfway to their lips.

One of them whispered something sharp and breathy to the others.

Drake’s attention flicked toward them — not harshly, not with anger — just with enough steady weight that they instantly looked away.

Not in anger,

Just a man letting the room know:

Do not mistake my presence for weakness.

Kylie felt it behind her without even turning.

Her smile sharpened.

Adrian finally caught up with them, looking like he needed five shots of vodka and a nap, clutching his tablet like a life preserver.

“Oh God,” he hissed under his breath. “And here comes trouble.”

He wasn’t wrong.

A man in his late forties separated from a group of donors and crossed the room — tall, graying at the temples, expensive smile, expensive suit. Someone used to being the center of attention and not loving that Kylie was now the gravitational pull in the room.

“Kylie Bennett,” he said, extending a hand before he’d even arrived fully in front of them, “I don’t believe we’ve had the pleasure.”

Kylie offered her hand with the elegance of a queen acknowledging a servant.

“No,” she said politely. “But you’re welcome to enjoy the view.”

Renee choked back a laugh.

Adrian looked like he wanted to melt into the floor.

The man held onto Kylie’s hand a beat too long.

Drake’s eyebrow lifted.

A subtle shift of his stance.

A slight square of shoulders.

Just enough to communicate:

That’s long enough.

The man released her.

“And these are… your guests?” he asked, eyes flicking between Renee and Drake with thinly veiled curiosity.

Kylie kept her expression smooth.

“This is my husband,” she said, gesturing lightly to Drake. “And this is my friend Renee.”

The man nodded slowly, clearly dying to ask a thousand questions he wasn’t brave enough to voice in public.

“Well,” he said stiffly, “enjoy the gala.”

Kylie smiled.

“We will.”

Drake didn’t move until the man had fully left their orbit.

Renee exhaled shakily.

“You okay?” Drake murmured—quiet, pitched only for her.

She nodded, straightening her shoulders.

“Yeah. Just… everyone’s staring.”

“Pretend they’re only staring at her,” Drake said gently.

“That doesn’t make it less terrifying.”

Drake gave a soft smile.

“Stick with us. You’ll be fine.”

Kylie glanced back at them, eyes warm despite the cool control she wore like armor.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Drake didn’t answer.

He didn’t need to.

He just shifted closer by an inch — a subtle reposition that placed him between Kylie and the most crowded part of the ballroom.

Not to keep her from the world.

But to keep the world from taking too much.

Renee watched him with something like awe — not because he dominated the space, but because he stabilized it.

Finally, Kylie threaded her arms through both of theirs.

One on Drake’s.

One on Renee’s.

“Ready?” she asked softly.

“For what?” Renee whispered.

Kylie’s smile was slow, knowing, radiant.

“For the part of the night where we stop letting the room react to us…”

Her voice lowered.

“…and make the room adjust.”

And with that—

They stepped forward, together.


CHAPTER 18 — THE CITY BENDS A KNEE

The ballroom began to breathe again — but not normally.

Not casually.

Not comfortably.

It breathed like a room suddenly aware that the main characters just walked in.

Kylie swept forward between Drake and Renee like the world had been choreographed around her entrance. Heads turned. Conversations collapsed. Champagne almost sloshed out of glasses as people forgot how to sip.

A woman near the orchestra whisper-squeaked:

“That’s Kylie Bennett. THE Kylie Bennett.”

Another voice answered:

“And THAT’S her husband? Oh my God. He’s… he’s—”

“Illegal?” her friend whispered.

The third woman just fanned herself with the event program.

Drake Bennett did what Drake Bennett always did —

he didn’t notice.

Or maybe he noticed and just shrugged it off with that quiet, unbothered confidence that made him even more ridiculous.

Women stared openly.

A group of men in tuxes actually stepped aside when he passed, like a damn tidal wave.

One woman walked straight into a waiter carrying champagne.

“Ma’am, watch out—”

“I’m fine,” she said without looking away from Drake. “I’m VERY fine.”

Kylie caught it, smirked, and murmured sideways:

“Your fan club is growing.”

Drake grunted. “I didn’t ask for a fan club.”

“You didn’t need to,” Renee said softly. “You just… exist.”

Drake gave her a warm, sideways look that made Renee’s breath hitch — just enough to be dangerous, not enough to be inappropriate.

And then the room noticed her.

Renee O’Shea.

The redhead.

The mystery woman.

The internet’s new obsession.

People stared like they were trying to figure out where they’d seen her —

and then their mouths parted in understanding.

“Oh my God,” someone whispered, “that’s HER—”

“That’s definitely her—look at the hair—”

“She’s even hotter in person—”

A man near the bar nearly dropped his drink.

A pair of younger socialites actually sighed at the same time.

Renee flushed from the attention… but every time her eyes drifted toward Drake?

Laser-focused heat.

She only had eyes for one man —

and he was standing right beside her, wearing a ring, a tux, and a wife who could command an entire city.

Kylie saw it.

Kylie felt it.

And Kylie loved it.

“Careful,” Kylie teased softly, leaning close enough for only Renee and Drake to hear. “You’re turning heads. Try not to break too many hearts on your first night.”

Renee muttered, “Just one heart that’s already taken.”

Kylie arched a brow.

Drake’s ears actually turned a shade darker.

Adrian, walking behind them, whispered to himself:

“I can’t do this sober. I should’ve pre-gamed in the car.”

..........

A tall, sharply dressed CEO — the kind of man who considered himself important because he played golf with politicians — approached them with a smile he’d practiced in a mirror.

“Kylie Bennett,” he said warmly, offering his hand. “You are absolutely stunning tonight.”

Kylie shook it, smiling like a queen greeting a knight.

“Thank you,” she said, then leaned in conspiratorially.

The man’s face paled instantly.

Kylie patted his shoulder. “Relax. Everyone stares. I encourage it.”

The CEO laughed nervously.

Then he turned to Drake.

“You must be her husband. Pleasure—”

Before he could finish, a woman behind him — his wife, as fate would have it — gasped at the sight of Drake and clutched her pearls like she’d seen the second coming.

“Oh my,” she whispered, “you’re him.”

Drake blinked, polite. “Ma’am?”

She cleared her throat, flustered.

“I mean— I saw the, um— the internet was— the… angle was— oh lord—”

Kylie smirked at Drake.

“You’re famous too now, baby.”

He sighed. “Fantastic.”

Meanwhile the CEO’s wife drifted directly into Renee’s line of sight and nearly fumbled her own clutch.

“And you— you’re the redhead. The one… well. The one.”

Renee nodded, cheeks pink. “I’m Renee.”

“You’re gorgeous,” the woman blurted. Then immediately corrected: “I mean— stunning. I mean— I’m married. I’m happily married. Mostly. Oh God.”

Adrian pinched the bridge of his nose so hard it looked painful.

............

The whispers quieted.

The stares softened.

People started… smiling.

Kylie felt it — the shift.

Not judgment.

Not scandal.

Fascination.

Intrigue.

Admiration.

Somewhere near the bar, a woman raised her champagne glass and declared:

“I LOVE them.”

Someone else answered:

“Honestly? Me too.”

A few clapped.

Someone shouted:

“YOUR AMAZING, KYLIE!”

Kylie’s grin sharpened.

Drake’s posture eased.

Renee’s shoulders dropped a fraction, relief warming her cheeks.

For the first time since stepping into the ballroom, all three of them breathed.

Kylie looped her arm with theirs again and whispered:

“Told you. The world adjusts.”

She tilted her head at Drake.

“Even to you.”

Then she nudged Renee’s hip gently.

“And especially to you.”

Renee looked at Drake.

He looked back.

Renee exhaled just a single, whispered sentence.

“He really is the only one in the room, isn’t he?”

Kylie smirked.

“For you?”

She glanced at Drake.

Then at Renee.

“Oh yeah,” she said.

“He always will be.”

Drake didn’t comment.

He didn’t have to.

He simply stepped an inch closer — not claiming her… just defending her from the sea of attention flooding her direction.

It was enough.

Renee blushed.

Kylie glowed.

And the ballroom buzzed with a new kind of electricity:

Curiosity.

Desire.

Rumor.

Legend.

And at the center…

Their trio.

Untouchable, Unapologetic.


CHAPTER 19 — THE DANCE THAT REWRITES THE ROOM

The orchestra shifted into a slow, sultry jazz number — something with a smoky brass line and a rolling bassline that curled through the ballroom like perfume.

Kylie inhaled once, feeling the music settle into her bones, and turned toward her two companions.

“Ready?” she asked.

Drake lifted a brow. “For what?”

Kylie’s grin widened.

“For the part where we stop being a scandal…”

She paused, letting the moment stretch.

“…and start being the main attraction.”

She started forward — gracefully, hips swaying just enough to tease, dress shimmering like living mercury.

Heads swiveled.

Phones lifted.

A collective ripple of anticipation pulsed through the crowd.

Drake followed, calm but impossibly striking, hands tucked into his pockets like he didn’t realize he was singlehandedly causing half the gala to forget their spouses' names.

Renee floated behind them — elegant, glowing, radiant — her red hair catching the chandeliers and casting warm firelight across her shoulders. Men stared. Women stared. A few non-binary attendees stared with equal appreciation.

..........

A woman stepped out of the crowd — early fifties, statuesque, wearing a black velvet gown with a neckline that dared gravity to argue. CEO. Old money. A force of nature in heels.

“Kylie Bennett,” she said warmly, lips curving into a knowing smile. “You have stolen the entire night.”

Kylie met her warmth with a perfect mirror of her own.

“I only steal what deserves to be stolen.”

The woman laughed — loud and rich.

“I’m Lydia Sterling,” she said. “If you ever decide to leave the public eye, call me. I collect stars.”

Kylie tilted her head. “What do you want tonight, Lydia?”

“A dance.”

Kylie blinked.

Then smiled.

“You choose your prey well.”

Lydia gestured toward the center of the dance floor.

“Come on, darling. Let New York see you shine.”

Before Drake or Renee could react, Lydia hooked her arm through Kylie’s and led her away.

The crowd parted for them as if choreographed.

Kylie glanced back just once — meeting Drake’s eyes across the space.

I’m still yours.

Her gaze promised it.

He understood it.

And Lydia Sterling, billionaire temptress, had absolutely no idea she was escorting a hurricane to the floor.

...........

The moment Kylie left his side, the room attacked Drake from all angles.

A trio of women in couture gowns approached with predatory smiles.

“Are you really Drake Bennett?”

“Your wife is incredible.”

“Are you available to dance?”

“Is the redhead with you— or is she available?”

One actually touched his bicep. “Oh wow. That’s real.”

Drake took a half-step back — not rude, just a gentle human boundary that sent them giggling because he did it with a shy smile that made him ten times hotter.

“Ladies,” he said politely, “thank you. I’m flattered. But I’m here with—”

“Your wife?” one guessed.

“Your girlfriend?” another guessed.

“The redhead?” the third whispered hopefully.

Drake chuckled. “It’s complicated.”

The women swooned like they were in a damn perfume commercial.

...........

While Drake was being verbally devoured, Renee faced her own tidal wave of attention.

Three men approached her — all tall, all sleek, all smelling faintly of expensive cologne and generational wealth.

“You’re Renee O’Shea, right?”

“You broke the internet.”

“Do you want a drink?”

“Can we get you anything? Champagne? Caviar? A pony? The moon?”

Renee swallowed, blushing furiously.

“Oh— no, thank you. I’m fine. Really.”

The tallest man leaned closer.

“Well, if Drake ever comes to his senses…”

Renee stiffened — not angry, just suddenly fierce.

“He already has,” she said softly.

The men stepped back, startled by the sharpness beneath her sweetness.

One whispered, “Oh damn, she’s loyal.”

Another replied, “To the husband? That’s… kind of hot.”

The third sighed miserably. “Great. The only gorgeous single woman in the room has a crush on a married man.”

Renee’s cheeks burned. She looked away — toward the dance floor.

............

Kylie and Lydia moved like two predators circling each other — elegant, powerful, magnetic. The dance floor shifted to accommodate them, people stepping aside as if instinctively deferring to something greater.

Lydia whispered, “You know you’re causing chaos tonight.”

Kylie smiled without missing a step.

“I always cause chaos. Tonight I’m just doing it in couture.”

“You should be running a company, not a scandal.”

“Why not both?”

Lydia laughed again — loud, delighted.

“You’re dangerous,” she breathed.

Kylie’s smirk sharpened.

“You have no idea.”

............

As Lydia spun Kylie, Kylie looked back toward her two companions:

Drake — flustered but gracious, surrounded by admirers.

Renee — gorgeous but overwhelmed, fending off suitors who didn’t stand a chance.

Kylie’s gaze softened.

She broke from Lydia with a final spin and walked straight — not toward the bar, not toward the cameras, but toward her two people.

Drake saw her first, his expression relaxing instantly.

Renee saw her next, relief washing over her face in warm waves.

Kylie slipped seamlessly between them, rested a hand on Drake’s chest, another on Renee’s hip, and murmured:

“Miss me?”

Renee nodded breathlessly.

Drake exhaled, voice low.

“Always.”

Kylie smiled.

“Good,” she whispered.

“Because the fun part is just starting.”


CHAPTER 20 — THE DANCE FLOOR TILTS

The jazz softened, shifting into something deeper — a slow, honey-smooth rhythm poured over a pulsing bass. The kind of song that made lighting dim just on instinct.

The entire ballroom felt it.

Kylie stepped forward first, dragging every eye with her.

Not because she demanded attention—

but because the room didn’t know how to function without watching her.

She turned toward her husband and the woman who’d nearly broken the internet and lifted an eyebrow.

“Well?” she asked lightly. “Are you going to make me dance alone?”

Drake didn’t answer with words.

He held out a hand.

Kylie took it instantly, sliding into his space like it was made for her. His palm settled at the center of her lower back — firm, steady, the perfect balance of I’m here without you’re mine.

Every woman within ten feet sighed like they’d been physically hit.

Renee stood frozen beside them.

Kylie looked back.

Not judging.

Not commanding.

Just… inviting.

“Come here,” she murmured to Renee. “You’re not sitting on the sidelines tonight.”

Renee hesitated, eyes darting from Kylie to Drake.

Then Kylie reached out, fingers brushing Renee’s wrist in a way that was soft enough to be gentle but direct enough to be irresistible.

Renee stepped forward.

The three of them found a rhythm almost immediately.

Kylie between them — radiant, magnetic.

Drake behind her — steady, grounding.

Renee at her side — glowing, breathless, drawn like metal to a magnet.

It wasn’t sexual.

It was chemistry.

Undeniable, unteachable chemistry.

Other dancers pretended not to stare.

They failed miserably.

THE CROWD WHISPERS

“My God, look at them.”

“Is this choreographed?”

“Whoever that redhead is… she’s incredible.”

“Drake Bennett is unfairly handsome.”

“Kylie Bennett is rewriting the definition of ‘Hotwife’”

“Is this the hottest thing I’ve ever seen at a charity gala?” “…absolutely.”

Adrian stood off to the side gripping his tablet like it was the last lifeboat on the Titanic.

“Please don’t rip that dress,” he muttered.

“Please don’t crease the coat.”

“Oh God, Renee’s hair is going to frizz— wait no, she looks perfect, damn it—”

The couple nearest him snickered.

...........

Kylie turned, leaning into Drake’s chest, her head tipping back against his shoulder. The movement was sensual—but controlled. Elegant—but charged.

Drake’s hands stayed respectful, steady at her hips, guiding her without owning her. Every so often his thumb brushed the fabric at her waist—barely a touch—but enough to make Renee’s breath catch.

Because that was the touch she wanted.

And couldn’t have, yet.

Renee’s heartbeat pounded in her ears.

She tried to focus on the music, on Kylie’s guiding hand…

But her eyes drifted over and over to Drake.

The soft concentration on his face.

The protective way he watched the room without ever tightening his hold.

The quiet power in his shoulders.

Renee wanted him.

She really wanted him.

And every instinct in her body reminded her:

He isn’t yours, at least not all of him.

So she danced close to Kylie instead, letting the silver dress brush against her thigh, letting the energy between them drown out everything else.

Kylie noticed.

Of course she did.

She leaned in, lips brushing the shell of Renee’s ear as she whispered:

“You look beautiful when you’re fighting temptation.”

Renee’s knees almost buckled.

DRAKE NOTICES TOO

He didn’t turn his head.

He didn’t interrupt.

He didn’t claim.

But he saw it.

The longing.

The restraint.

The way Renee’s breath shortened when Kylie whispered to her.

He murmured quietly, “You okay?”

Renee nodded a little too fast.

“Yeah. I’m fine.”

Kylie’s amusement was visible even without looking at her.

“You’re not,” Kylie said softly. “But that’s alright, you will be soon.”

Drake’s hand tightened—just a fraction—on Kylie’s hip.

Kylie leaned back into him, letting his presence anchor her, even as she kept Renee caught in her orbit.

...........

Before long, the entire ballroom realized they weren’t watching a couple.

They weren’t watching a scandal.

They were watching a unit.

And a beautiful one.

Lights glimmered off Kylie’s dress.

Drake’s dark suit contrasted like a night sky framing a star.

Renee’s red hair was a flame licking at the edges of the scene.

People whispered:

“They’re mesmerizing.”

“This is better than TV.”

“I want whatever they have.”

“Who ARE they?”

“My therapist will be hearing about this.”

“That husband… my god.”

“That redhead… she’s a heartbreaker.”

“Kylie Bennett… Holy hell.”

Kylie finally slowed her steps and leaned forward, resting her forehead briefly against Renee’s — an intimate, tender gesture that didn’t cross a line but felt dangerously close.

“Breathe,” Kylie whispered.

Renee did.

Kylie stepped back, took both their hands for a brief squeeze, and whispered:

“You two are doing better than you think.”

Renee smiled weakly.

Drake chuckled under his breath.

And the room kept watching…

completely under their spell.


CHAPTER 21 — THE OFFER

The orchestra drifted into another slow, velvety number as the trio caught their breath at the edge of the dance floor.

People still watched them with that stunned fascination reserved for natural disasters and miracles.

Then the crowd split.

Parted.

And someone stepped through.

Tall.

Recognizable.

Jaw carved from marble, hair perfectly tousled, a smirk worth billions on social media.

Brandon Chase.

International model.

Fashion empire darling.

Movie producers’ favorite muse.

Cover of half the world’s magazines.

And currently staring at Kylie Bennett like she’d just ended his entire career by accident.

“Kylie,” he said, voice smooth as satin. “We need to talk.”

Kylie arched a brow. “Do we now?”

“Oh, absolutely.”

Brandon offered his hand. Kylie shook it.

He didn’t let go immediately.

Drake’s eyes flicked down.

Not threatened.

Just… acknowledging the moment.

Renee’s breath hitched.

Because this man?

This was someone women fell over.

And right now, he was falling over Kylie.

............

Brandon leaned in slightly — enough to be intimate, not enough to be disrespectful.

“I’ve seen what you’re doing,” he said. “New York’s talking about nothing but you. And I don’t mean the scandal. I mean you.”

Kylie’s smirk deepened. “Go on.”

Brandon exhaled softly, shaking his head.

“You belong in front of cameras. My people want you for a traveling campaign — high fashion, global shoots, the whole world tour. Milan, Paris, Tokyo, Dubai.”

Renee’s jaw dropped.

Drake smiled lightly, like he knew this was always coming.

But Brandon wasn’t finished.

“And off-book?”

He lowered his voice.

“I have a contact at a very… premium adult entertainment brand. They want someone who can mix elegance with edge. Someone who can break the internet on command. Someone like you.”

A few people nearby gasped.

Kylie’s grin turned slow, wicked, alive.

“Playboy-style shoots?” she asked calmly.

“Better,” Brandon said. “Artistic. High-end. You’d choose your team. Your scenes. Your image. Full control. The offer is whatever you want it to be.”

Kylie tilted her head, studying him with amused interest.

Behind her, Renee blinked — stunned by the audacity, by the opportunity, by the sheer rightness of it.

And Drake?

Drake didn’t flinch.

He didn’t step between them.

He didn’t tighten his hold on Kylie’s waist.

He didn’t do anything except…

Smile.

A real smile.

Soft and proud.

“Kylie,” Drake said gently, “if this is what you want… take it.”

Brandon blinked, caught off guard. “You’re… okay with this?”

Drake shrugged lightly.

“She’s mine,” he said. “And she always will be. Her ambition doesn’t threaten me. It makes her who she is.”

Kylie’s breath caught for a flicker of a second.

Not because she doubted it.

But because that part of Drake — the part that lets her fly without needing to cage her — hit deep.

Brandon let out a low whistle. “Damn. No wonder the internet loves you two.”

Renee looked at Drake like he was the last good man on earth.

And maybe he was.

.............

Kylie leaned in close to Brandon, her voice low.

“Send the contracts. I’ll look.”

Brandon lit up like a man who’d won a war.

“I’ll have them in your inbox before midnight.”

He took her hand, kissed the back of it, then nodded respectfully to Drake — who nodded back, calm as stone.

Then Brandon turned to leave.

The room buzzed like a shaken beehive.

Renee whispered, awestruck:

“Kylie… that’s huge.”

Kylie turned to her.

But her expression softened — not for the job.

For Renee.

“Speaking of huge…”

Kylie stepped closer, brushing a strand of red hair behind Renee’s ear.

“About you.”

Renee’s breath stalled.

Kylie’s hand lingered on her neck, thumb grazing lightly in a way that wasn’t sexual —

but absolutely hinted that it could be.

“I want you to move in,” Kylie said quietly.

Renee blinked. “As… a roommate?”

Kylie’s smile was warm.

Wicked.

And impossibly tender underneath it.

“No, sweetheart,” she murmured. “Not as a roommate.”

Renee’s heart slammed against her ribs.

Drake stood behind Kylie — calm, steady — watching them both with a softness that made Renee’s knees weak.

Kylie took Renee’s hand.

“I want you as my lover, his lover, OUR lover” she said.

"A companion for Drake when he doesn't come with me"

“And our travel partner when he does.”

Then she looked at Drake.

Renee nearly staggered.

“Kylie… are you serious?”

Kylie’s expression never wavered.

“I don’t do anything halfway,” she whispered. “Come with us. Live with us. When we travel, and when we dont. When I perform — you're part of it too. For Drake and I'm not home…”

She squeezed Renee’s hand.

Renee’s eyes filled with heat she couldn’t hide.

And Drake?

He stepped forward, resting a hand softly on Renee’s back.

“We want you with us,” he said. “If you want us too.”

Renee’s voice was shaky.

“I do. God, I do.”

Kylie smiled.

“Then say yes.”

Renee swallowed hard.

She whispered, barely audible—

“Yes.”

Kylie kissed her forehead.

Drake exhaled slowly and kissed her lips.

The room lit up and went wild when they saw that kiss. It would be called the kiss the broke the internet. They would be known as more than a power couple, they would be known for starting a movement.

And the entire night shifted around them like the universe adjusting its orbit.


CHAPTER 22 — THE WORLD TESTS THEM

The trio stood together—Kylie glowing, Drake steady, Renee flushed and breathless—as the gala slowly recalibrated around them. Conversations picked back up in uneven starts, whispers still sparking across the room like static.

Then the atmosphere shifted.

Again.

Not because Kylie moved.

Not because Drake did anything.

Not because Renee suddenly caught the light.

But because a wave of recognition swept through the crowd as Brandon Chase returned.

And he wasn’t alone.

Walking beside him was someone even more famous—

even more unpredictable—

a woman known on every magazine cover for being a storm in couture.

Seraphina Voss.

Supermodel.

Playboy legend.

Film executive muse.

And the face of campaigns that made teenagers wallpaper their bedrooms.

Seraphina was dangerous the way lightning is dangerous.

Beautiful.

Untamed.

Impossible to ignore.

She sashayed across the ballroom like she owned the air molecules, her silver-blonde hair cascading, her gown slit to her hip, sparkling with rhinestones that caught every spotlight.

The crowd parted for her the same way they had for Kylie—

but with fear instead of fascination.

She spotted Kylie immediately and smiled like she’d just found a rival worth hunting.

“Well, well,” Seraphina purred, voice like silk dipped in fire, “the woman I’ve been hearing about all evening.”

Kylie didn’t step back.

She stepped forward.

“Seraphina Voss,” she said, offering her hand. “Pleasure.”

Seraphina took it and held on a beat too long.

“No,” she said softly, “the pleasure is absolutely mine.”

Brandon cleared his throat. “Seraphina wanted to meet you.”

Seraphina rolled her eyes. “Wanted? Brandon, darling, I demanded it.”

Her gaze flicked to Drake and Renee.

“Oh,” she murmured, “you didn’t come alone.”

Kylie smiled, angle sharp.

“No,” she said. “I never do.”

............

As Seraphina assessed them, someone else approached—

a slick-haired, too-rich, too-confident man who clearly believed he was above every social rule.

He wasn’t famous.

But he was powerful enough to think he could push boundaries.

He walked straight toward Renee.

“Renee O’Shea,” he said smoothly. “You’ve been the talk of the night. I’ve been waiting for a chance to say hello.”

Renee blinked, polite. “Hello.”

He leaned in far too close.

“I saw the video. You were incredible,” he whispered, thinking he was charming. “Ever thought about doing something solo? Something… private?”

Renee stepped back.

Drake moved—

gentle but immediate—

placing himself at her side in a subtle protective stance.

“Back up,” Drake said calmly. “You’re too close.”

The man laughed dismissively.

“Oh come on, Bennett. Let the girl speak for herself. She’s a free agent. And she’s not tied down to anyone here.”

That was the wrong thing.

Very wrong.

Because Kylie took one single step forward—

just one—

and the temperature in the room changed.

Seraphina watched with delighted anticipation.

Adrian whispered, “Oh sh*t—here we go.”

Kylie smiled at the man.

A soft, polite, terrifying smile.

“Hello,” she said sweetly. “Do you know who I am?”

He puffed up. “Of course. You’re Kylie Bennett. You’re—”

“I’m the woman she goes home with,” Kylie cut in, voice silk on steel. “And the woman she travels with. And we're the one she chose.”

Renee flushed crimson.

The man faltered. “That doesn’t mean—”

Kylie placed two fingers lightly on his suit jacket.

A touch so gentle it was almost affectionate.

Almost.

“But see,” she continued, “you’re assuming she’s alone here.”

Her eyes hardened.

“She’s not.”

She gestured with an elegant sweep of her hand.

“To my right,” she said calmly, “is my husband. The man the entire world wants.”

Drake didn’t flinch.

Didn’t smile.

Didn’t posture.

He simply existed —

and that was enough to make the man swallow hard.

“And to my left,” Kylie continued, turning toward Renee, “is the woman we love.”

The ballroom froze.

Renee inhaled sharply, eyes wide, lips trembling.

Kylie stepped closer to the man, lowering her voice to a whisper that somehow everyone heard:

“So if you ever approach her again…”

Her smile sharpened.

“…you do it with respect. Or not at all.”

The man backed up instantly, muttering apologies as he disappeared into the crowd.

The tension snapped.

The spell broke.

And the entire ballroom erupted in a quiet, breathy wave of:

“Holy shit…”

“She’s unreal…”

“She just owned him…”

“That was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen…”

..............

Renee looked at Drake.

Then at Kylie.

Then at their intertwined hands.

“I didn’t know you’d say it like that,” she whispered.

Kylie placed a soft kiss on her cheek.

“I meant every word.”

Drake nodded. “So did I.”

Renee’s eyes glistened.

Relief.

Desire.

Belonging.

Seraphina Voss let out a low, appreciative whistle.

“Well,” she said, “I was going to try recruiting you for a partnership, Kylie… but now I’m thinking I’ll need all three.”

Kylie smirked. “Talk to me next week.”

Seraphina grinned like a wolf.

Then she vanished into the crowd, leaving stardust and trouble behind.

............

Brandon approached again, shaking his head with a stunned laugh.

“You three…” he muttered, “are going to break the world.”

Kylie laced her fingers with Drake’s and Renee’s.

“We’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER 23 — CONTRACTS, CONFESSIONS, AND CRACKS IN THE ARMOR

The gala still buzzed around them, but the space immediately surrounding Kylie, Drake, and Renee felt strangely insulated—like the world had dimmed just enough to let something more private rise to the surface.

Brandon had stepped away to grab the finalized contracts.

Adrian was directing a waiter to refill their champagne.

Seraphina Voss kept glancing their way with hungry curiosity.

But Kylie’s focus was on one person.

Renee.

Her posture was tight.

Her shoulders small.

Her smile a little too practiced.

Kylie knew the signs.

She had worn them herself once.

She touched Renee’s elbow gently.

“You okay?”

Renee blinked up at her, startled.

“Of course. This is… amazing. You deserve the job. And Seraphina wants you. And Brandon—”

Kylie cut her off, voice soft but sharp.

“That’s not what I asked.”

Renee swallowed hard.

Drake stepped closer too, not crowding her—just there, arms loosely crossed, steady and warm.

“Talk to us,” he said quietly.

Renee tried to laugh it off.

“I just—this is big. Bigger than anything I’ve ever seen. Bigger than anything I’ve ever been. And you two… you walk through it like you were born for it.”

Kylie’s brow furrowed. “So?”

“So,” Renee whispered, “I don’t know where I fit.”

Silence hit them like a dropped wineglass.

Drake’s expression softened instantly.

Kylie’s chest tightened with an emotion she didn’t often let herself feel.

Renee pressed on, voice small but honest:

“What if I hold you back? What if I embarrass you? What if I’m just… the girl from the video? The redhead people whisper about? The tagalong? The liability?”

Her breath wavered.

“And what if one day you two realize you don’t need me at all?”

Kylie stepped forward so fast the movement startled Drake.

She framed Renee’s face gently, thumbs brushing her jaw—not intimate, but grounding.

“Renee O’Shea,” Kylie murmured, “you are not a liability.”

Renee’s eyes shimmered.

“You’re not a tagalong.”

Kylie leaned even closer.

“You’re the only reason tonight feels complete.”

Renee’s breath hitched.

Kylie glanced back at Drake. “Back me up.”

Drake smiled softly and stepped closer.

“Renee,” he said, “this world is new to all of us. I don’t handle fame. I don’t do scandals. I don’t even like wearing tuxes.”

He squeezed her hand gently.

“You’re not behind us. You’re with us. And you make it better.”

Renee’s lips trembled.

“I just… I’m scared,” she whispered. “What if I’m not enough?”

Kylie rested her forehead against Renee’s—

a small, tender touch that calmed the tremble in her voice.

“You’re more than enough,” Kylie whispered. “You’re the part of this I didn’t even know I needed.”

Drake nodded.

“She’s right.”

Renee looked between them, tears threatening but not falling.

“Do you promise?” she murmured.

Kylie didn’t hesitate.

“We promise.”

Drake echoed, firm:

“We’re not going anywhere.”

Renee exhaled shakily, her shoulders loosening as she finally, finally let herself believe them.

Then—

just as the moment softened—

Brandon reappeared with a tablet, brightly oblivious.

“Kylie? Ready for the contract terms?”

Kylie didn’t break eye contact with Renee.

She lifted her hand toward Brandon without turning.

“Send them. I’ll look tonight. But one modification.”

Brandon blinked. “Name it.”

“My contract includes two travel companions, whenever I demand” Kylie said. “Non-negotiable.”

Renee’s eyes widened.

Drake’s brows lifted slightly.

Brandon’s grin widened.

“Both of them?” he asked.

Kylie finally turned, smirking.

“Both,” she confirmed. “Where I go, they go.”

Brandon nodded.

“You got it.”

He walked off to process that bombshell.

Kylie stepped back between Drake and Renee, slipping her arms through both theirs.

“You fit,” she whispered to Renee.

“Perfectly.”

Renee’s smile returned—small, warm, and real.

For the first time tonight…

she believed it.


CHAPTER 24 — THE EXIT THAT STOPS TRAFFIC

The moment Kylie signaled to leave—one subtle tilt of her chin toward the exit—their section of the ballroom seemed to tighten with anticipation.

Whispers followed them as they moved:

“There they go…”

“Is this their big exit?”

“She’s unreal.”

“He’s— just— look at him.”

“And the redhead? Jesus—”

“I want THEM to adopt me.”

Adrian practically sprinted to their side, clutching his tablet like a soft shield.

“Okay,” he whispered rapidly, “paparazzi outside has doubled since you got here. Maybe tripled. Possibly multiplied like gremlins. Whatever you do, don’t run, don’t duck, don’t— for the LOVE of EVERYTHING holy, don't fuck it up now”

Kylie kissed his cheek.

“You’re doing amazing.”

Adrian blinked three times as though fighting the urge to faint.

“I… I… th-thank you.”

Drake chuckled.

Renee squeezed his arm.

And together, they reached the grand exit of the ballroom.

Outside the giant glass doors—

A wall of cameras.

A wall of flashing lights.

A wall of security trying—and failing—to manage the swarm.

The moment they stepped into view—

The crowd erupted.

“KYLIE— KYLIE— OVER HERE!”

“DRAKE! DRAKE!”

“RENEE! REDHEAD! LOOK THIS WAY!”

“ARE YOU THREE TOGETHER?!”

“KYLIE, ARE YOU TAKING THE MODELING CONTRACT?!”

“DRAKE, HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT HER NEW CAREER?!”

“RENEE, ARE YOU MOVING IN WITH THEM?!”

“KYLIE, CAN YOU CONFIRM THE THR—”

“ARE YOU OPEN MARRIED—?!”

“LOOK HERE— RIGHT HERE— KYLIE— KYLIE—!!”

The noise hit them like a storm.

Kylie didn’t just hold steady—

she commanded the chaos.

Her chin lifted.

Her smile sharpened.

Her dress caught every flash like lightning.

Drake moved closer—to shield both her and Renee from being jostled, one arm lightly angled behind their backs like a protective barrier.

Renee stayed between them, cheeks flushed but glowing, her red hair capturing every light.

She looked…

beautiful.

Desired.

And for the first time tonight—

confident.

A question shouted from the crowd soared above the others:

“KYLIE— ARE YOU TAKING THE JOB?!”

Kylie paused.

Turned.

And the entire crowd went silent.

Even the cameras froze.

She looked at Drake first.

His eyes: calm. Supportive. Proud.

She turned to Renee.

Her eyes: warm. Hopeful. Trusting.

Only then did Kylie face the cameras.

“I’ll be traveling soon,” she said.

“And it won’t always be alone.”

The microphones exploded.

People screamed.

Questions piled on top of questions.

But Kylie lifted a single finger—

and the noise dropped by half.

“Where I go,” she said,

“my people go.”

Drake’s chest rose with quiet pride.

Renee’s breath trembled.

Adrian’s soul left his body and returned only because he had work to do.

Security ushered them down the carpet toward the waiting limo.

But the paparazzi frenzy only intensified.

A photographer stumbled too close, nearly colliding with Renee.

Drake reacted instantly—

one arm out, steady but firm, gently pushing back the wave of bodies.

“Back up,” he said, not loud but powerful enough to be heard.

The photographer froze.

“Th—thank you,” Renee whispered.

Drake smiled. “Always.”

When they reached the limo, the driver swung the door open, and Kylie stepped in first, her gown shimmering like a curtain of liquid silver.

Renee followed, sliding in with that newfound confidence blooming in her chest.

Drake came last, giving the crowd one final, calm nod before ducking inside.

The door shut.

The noise outside turned into muffled thunder.

Inside the limo—

Silence.

Electric.

Warm with adrenaline.

Softened by the intimacy of escape.

Adrian collapsed into the seat across from them like someone who’d just outrun a cheetah.

“Oh my god,” he breathed, fanning himself with his tablet. “You people are unhinged. And I think I love you all.”

Kylie laughed softly.

Renee smiled.

Drake shook his head, amused.

Kylie reached across the seat and squeezed Adrian’s knee.

“Just wait,” she said.

“The night isn’t over.”

Adrian swallowed nervously.

“What does that mean?”

Renee’s lips curled.

“You’ll see.”

Drake leaned back, relaxing for the first time since stepping into the ballroom.

And the limo rolled toward The Mark Hotel—


CHAPTER 25 — THE ROOFTOP THANK YOU

The elevator slid open with a soft chime, and the four of them stepped into the private corridor on the top floor of The Mark.

It was quiet here—elegant, dim, luxurious in that hush-money way only New York penthouses mastered.

Drake held the penthouse door open as Kylie and Renee entered first, their gowns whispering over the marble. Adrian followed, still clutching his tablet like it held the secrets of the universe.

The penthouse lights were low, golden.

The terrace doors were open just enough to let in a warm night breeze, carrying the distant hum of Manhattan.

Kylie let her fingertips drift along the back of the velvet sofa, her body relaxing into its natural grace now that the world wasn’t watching.

“Upstairs or rooftop?” she asked over her shoulder.

“Rooftop,” Renee said instantly.

Drake nodded.

Adrian made a small squeak that meant I have no idea what's happening but I’m going where the pretty people tell me to go.

Kylie grinned; Thinking Adrian had become so much more submissive since Drake had arrived. She wasn't sure how if she liked that yet or not.

............

The terrace stretched wide, framed by glass and soft lighting.

The skyline burned around them—Empire State glowing, city lights shimmering in every direction, the whole world looking smaller from up here.

A chilled bottle of champagne waited in a silver bucket.

Kylie took it without hesitation, popping the cork with a practiced twist that sent a small echo across the terrace. She filled four glasses—hers, Drake’s, Renee’s…

…and Adrian’s.

The man stared at the glass like it was forbidden treasure.

“To tonight,” Kylie said, handing it to him.

Adrian lifted his.

“To… surviving it?”

“Good enough,” Drake said, clinking his glass to Adrian’s with a low laugh.

They drank.

The champagne hit sweet and cold.

The breeze brushed their skin.

The city watched from below, unaware that the real show had just moved upstairs.

............

Kylie turned toward Adrian.

“Tonight worked because of you,” she said simply.

Adrian blinked. “I… well… I wrangled people and yelled at cameras and prevented fashion disasters and possibly developed three ulcers but—You were every bit what I knew you would be”

Drake cut in. “You handled it.”

Renee nodded. “Better than anyone else could have.”

Adrian’s face flushed pink. His throat worked like he was trying not to get emotional.

Then Kylie stepped closer to him.

Not too close.

Just close enough that Adrian forgot how air worked.

She brushed a piece of lint off his shoulder with slow, deliberate fingers.

“You deserve a thank you,” she said softly.

Adrian’s eyes widened.

“Oh. Oh no. Oh, I— I don’t— I enjoyed creating the opportunity for you to be seen—”

Kylie leaned in—her warm breathe on his neck, letting her voice dust over his skin.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“You do.”

Renee approached from his other side, her presence soft and warm.

“You got us together tonight,” she said.

Drake stayed just behind them, "without you we'd be watching this on the evening news.

Adrian felt suddenly surrounded by three beautiful, now powerful people who were all… focused on him.

Kylie laughed quietly, taking his glass of champagne.

She set it on the table, then returned her attention to him with a gentler smile.

“Relax, Adrian. We’re not going to break you.”

Renee chimed in with a sly smile, “Unless you want us to.”

Adrian made a sound somewhere between a cough and a whimper.

Drake chuckled, shaking his head.

“You’ve earned some appreciation. Let them give it.”

............

Kylie placed her hands lightly on Adrian’s waist to adjust his jacket—slow, tender, intentionally intimate. Renee smoothed the fabric at his shoulder, fingers brushing warm skin.

Drake stepped forward and straightened Adrian’s tie—just a simple gesture, but close enough to make Adrian forget his own name.

“You kept us polished,” Drake said. “Now it’s our turn.”

Kylie stepped behind Adrian, her hands settling gently on his shoulders.

“You held the chaos,” she whispered. “Let us hold you for a moment.”

Renee slipped one arm around him from the side, her red hair brushing his cheek.

Kylie leaned forward, lips close to his ear. " Your gonna enjoy this"

............

Renee moved with a newfound grace, settling onto the velvet sofa and leaning over the back, her red hair hanging off her shoulders, her ass in the air. Kylie guided Adrian toward her with a gentle but firm hand on his waist.

Across the terrace, on the opposite sofa, Drake sat by the fire pit, watching with an expression that was equal parts amusement and raw interest. The flames danced in his dark eyes as they followed every gesture.

As soon as Adrian was within arm's reach, Renee's fingers found the buckle of his trousers. The motion was slow, deliberate—a teasing whisper of metal against fabric. The zipper followed, a soft hiss in the night air. His slacks pooled around his feet, leaving him exposed to the skyline.

Renee cupped his balls first, with a look that said she was quite surprised with the size of his cock. She leaned slightly taking him into her mouth using her tongue with a certain kind of magic.

Adrian closed his eyes for a second, overwhelmed but glowing.

Kylie worked with unhurried precision, slipping Adrian's jacket from his shoulders and letting it fall to the terrace floor. Her fingers traced down his chest, undoing his shirt buttons one by one, each movement deliberate.

Across the terrace, Drake watched from his seat by the fire pit, his gaze fixed on the scene unfolding—Renee's body bent over the sofa, her dress pulled high enough to reveal the curve of her pale naked ass as she leaned forward, her mouth still working around Adrian.

Once Kylie had Adrian fully exposed, she moved to Drake. She pulled him to his feet, guiding his hands beneath the hem of her silver dress to cup her bare ass. Their kiss was deep and possessive, her tongue claiming his as her fingers made quick work of his shirt and trousers.

When he stood naked before her, his cock already thick and heavy with need, she led him across the terrace—back to the sight that had held his attention moments before.

Kylie positioned Drake behind Renee, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She teased his tip along Renee's slick folds, coating him in her wetness, then smacked his length against Renee's clit twice—sharp, deliberate, that made Renee gasp around Adrian's cock.

When Renee was trembling, slick and ready, Kylie guided Drake's cock deep inside her, then stepped back, giving him control as he began to move in slow, powerful strokes.

Adrian's breathing grew ragged, his hips thrusting faster toward Renee's mouth, but before he could finish, Renee pulled back, overtaken and distracted by Drakes rear assault, leaving him trembling and unfinished.

Kylie had already claimed Drake's spot on the sofa, her legs spread wide, her dress pushed up to her waist. She beckoned Adrian with a crooked finger, her eyes dark with promise.

He didn't hesitate.

He moved fast and fell to his knees before her, burying his face between her thighs, his tongue delving deep into her heat as the city lights blurred around them.

Drake drove into Renee with deep, punishing strokes that made the sofa rock against the terrace. Every thrust was answered by a cry that escaped Renee's lips.

Across from them, Kylie's head fell back against the velvet, her hips rising to meet Adrian's mouth as he worked her with a rhythm that had her nails digging into the sofa cushions. Her moans tangled with Renee's, creating a harmony that washed over the rooftop.

Then Adrian rose, his chest heaving, his face slick with Kylie. He positioned himself between her legs, his gaze locked on hers as he entered her in one smooth, forceful motion. The sound she made was part gasp, part surrender as he set a pace that was all desperation and need—fucking her like he feared this was his only chance to claim her.

Renee shattered first—her body arching, her cry swallowed by the night as she soaked Drake's thighs and cock, the squirt of her release leaving him slick and glistening.

Adrian followed seconds later, his thrusts growing erratic before he emptied himself deep inside Kylie, the heat of his cum flooding her as his body shuddered with the force of it.

When Adrian pulled back, his cock was still thick, still semi-hard, still ready for more. Drake noticed—of course he noticed—how Kylie remained sprawled against the velvet, her legs pushed back, Adrian's release already beginning to seep from her used pussy.

Drake withdrew from Renee in a slow, deliberate motion, leaving her gasping and trembling. He crossed the terrace in three strides, sinking into Kylie with a low grunt, his forehead pressing against hers. "I Missed this," he breathed, his voice rough. "I Missed you."

Adrian didn't hesitate. He stepped into the space Drake had just vacated, filling Renee with a single, possessive thrust that made her back arch off the sofa. Her moan was loud—almost a scream against the Manhattan skyline—her fingers digging into the velvet as Adrian drove into her with renewed energy, his previous release only fueling his intensity.

He fucked her like she was something to be claimed, something to be consumed—not the stunning redhead in a three-thousand-dollar dress he'd once been terrified of wrinkling. The dress was bunched around her waist now, forgotten, its thin black fabric darkened with sweat as Adrian took her like she belonged to him.

The rooftop dissolved into motion—the sounds of slapping flesh, broken moans, and gasping breaths as the four of them chased the edge again and again. Kylie came with a cry that scraped her throat, her nails scoring Drake's shoulders as she convulsed around his cock.

Renee followed moments later, her thighs slick with cum as Adrian drove deeper and shattered, filling her beyond capacity, his seed pouring out around his cock and onto the sofa.

Drake held back, but eventually surrendered finding his own end filling Kylie with yet another load, shuddering a gasp against her neck.

When the last wave receded, they were scattered around the fire pit like fallen stars—limbs heavy, bodies slick with sweat and cum, the velvet sofas crushed beneath them. Adrian stirred first, rising with unsteady legs, his trousers in hand. He kissed Renee first—soft, lingering—then Kylie, his lips brushing her cheek. "Schedules," he murmured, though his eyes said something else entirely. "Meetings tomorrow. But... thank you, thank you all soo much." Then he was gone, the terrace door clicking shut behind him.

Renee shifted, walking over and collapsing beside them, curling against Drake's chest, her red hair damp against his skin. His hand found her waist, tracing the curve of her hip as she settled into him.

Kylie sprawled across his other leg, one thrown over his lap, her silver dress bunched around her waist still. Her pussy glistened in the firelight, still leaking, still swollen from recent passion. Drake's fingers drifted to her breast, thumb circling her nipple as she sighed into the warmth of his palm.

Drake's mind flickered back—a year ago, contractors laughing about "that hot wife lifestyle" and about the women who deserved more than a quiet, "stay at home house-wife existence."

How that single spark had burned an image he couldn't shake, leading them here, to this roof, to this tangled thing they'd become.

Kylie shifted, her thigh brushing his, and Renee's hand slid up his chest, fingers tracing. He closed his eyes, feeling the weight of them both, the city lights blurring behind his eyelids as the fire crackled low, its heat wrapping around them like a secret.

And the rooftop terrace suddenly felt like the safest, but most dangerous place in New York.


CHAPTER 26 — THE MORNING AFTER

Sunrise spilled softly across the penthouse, gentle and warm, tinting every sleek surface with gold. New York murmured faintly below, already living, already loud… but up here, the world felt still.

Kylie woke first.

And she woke glowing.

Her hair was a mess in that effortless way editors paid models thousands to replicate. Her eyes were heavy with the sweet exhaustion of a night well lived. And when she stretched under the sheets, a warm ache reminded her that she’d spent the night wrapped in exactly the people she loved.

With the memory of hands, lips, laughter, and the softness of bodies tangled in a knot of trust and desire.

She smiled into the pillow.

..............

Renee slept curled against Drake, red hair across his chest. Drake’s arm lay draped over both women in that instinctive, protective way he never had to think about.

Adrian was in the guest room, completely passed out after celebrating far too hard, having declared, “If I die tonight, bury me happy,” before collapsing face-first into a pillow.

...........

Kylie slipped out of bed, pulling on Drake’s shirt—not because she needed it, but because she liked the way his scent clung to her.

She padded quietly into the living room.

That’s when she saw the tablet on the counter with a notification:

CONTRACT: BENNETT GLOBAL EXCLUSIVITY OFFER — OPEN TO VIEW

She sat on the couch, pulling her legs up beneath her, and tapped the screen.

The document opened.

And her breath left her chest.

THE CONTRACT OF A LIFETIME

PAY STRUCTURE:

Base Salary: $7.5 million annually

Appearance Bonuses: $50,000–$200,000 per event

Runway Bonuses: $100,000 minimum per show

Artistic Adult Film Projects: Negotiated per scene — starting at $250,000 each

Kylie exhaled slowly.

That wasn’t all.

TRANSPORTATION PACKAGE:

Unlimited access to a chartered Gulfstream G650

Reserved crew-With Full privacy clauses

Global availability, including Europe, Asia, and the Middle East

Priority landing privileges

She blinked.

Hard.

WARDROBE & STYLE:

Unlimited luxury clothing allowance

Dedicated stylist (of your choosing)

Couture pulls for red carpets

Custom-designed pieces from three major fashion houses

Jewelry support from Cartier & Bvlgari

Kylie laughed—quiet, breathless joy.

Adrian was going to faint.

Then she scrolled again.

HER UPCOMING SCHEDULE

CITY 1 — Paris (3 days)

Runway walk for a top European designer

Magazine cover shoot in the gardens of Versailles

European Porn Expo-Greet and Meet

CITY 2 — Barcelona (2 days)

High-fashion rooftop campaign-Live interview

Lingerie/Swimsuit Competition

CITY 3 — Tokyo (4 days)

Neon-night/lingerie editorial spread

Fashion week guest appearance

Then the last entry.

CITY 4 — Los Angeles (2 days)

Artistic adult film project

Director: Seraphina Voss

Creative control: 100% Kylie Bennett

Style: sensual, elegant, cinematic

Stipulation: Kylie chooses co-stars, scenes, wardrobe, choreography, boundaries.

Her heart fluttered.

Not fear.

Something hotter.

Something powerful.

She wasn’t being used.

She wasn’t being thrown into something sleazy.

She was being celebrated, centered, elevated.

The notes at the bottom read:

“Kylie Bennett is a brand.

We will follow her lead.”

.............

A sleepy voice came from behind her.

“You’re up early.”

Drake. Barefoot, hair mussed, wearing nothing but soft pajama pants and the remnants of last night’s warmth in his eyes.

He sat beside her, one hand rubbing his jaw as he leaned in to look at the screen.

His eyebrows lifted.

“All of this… for you?”

Kylie nodded.

“You okay with it?” she asked softly.

He didn’t answer right away.

Instead, he took her hand—gentle, firm, sure.

“You were born to be bigger than one city,” Drake said. “Bigger than anything they can label. I’m never going to be the reason you stay small.”

Kylie’s chest tightened with emotion she rarely let show.

Renee shuffled out next, wrapped in a blanket, eyes soft with morning light.

“Did you get it?” she asked, sliding into Kylie’s other side.

“I’m seeing it now,” Kylie murmured, showing her the screen.

Renee’s mouth fell open.

“Are you kidding? You’re… you’re basically a goddess with a private jet.”

Kylie laughed.

“Basically.”

Renee rested her head on Kylie’s shoulder.

“I’m proud of you,” she whispered.

...........

Adrian stumbled out last.

Wrong side of morning.

Hair wild.

Rubbing his eyes like a confused cat.

“What—what time is it? Are you rich yet?” he mumbled.

Kylie turned the tablet toward him.

Adrian froze.

His jaw dropped.

He made a choking sound.

And then he toppled backward onto the couch cushions.

“Oh my God,” he whispered. “I knew you'd be a hit, I did not see this. For once I'm shocked.”

Kylie kissed the top of his head.

“You are coming with us, right?” she asked.

“This is your journey,” he breathed. “I’m already panicking to see the results, but I'll be here whenever you're in town. I can only take so much of your world."

Drake chuckled.

Renee laughed softly.

Kylie leaned back into all three of them.

...........

The contract signed.

The private jet waited.

The future waited—and it was hers.

Kylie took a slow sip of Drake’s coffee and whispered:

“Let’s start packing.”

Then she smiled—

“Next stop: Paris.”
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