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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


The Mirror Game

By Raven Merlot


The dame walked into my office like trouble in a silk dress, and I should have known right then that this case would end with me wishing I’d never answered the door.

She was tall, blonde, and wore the sort of money that showed in tailored seams and perfect hems. Her hat was tilted just so, casting shadows across cheekbones that could cut glass. When she sat down in the chair across from my desk, she crossed her legs with the practiced grace of a woman who knew the effect it had on men.

“Mr. Vale?” Her voice had that finishing school polish that rich dames spent good money to perfect. “I’m Celia Whitlock. I believe I need your services.”

I leaned back in my chair and lit a Lucky Strike, studying her through the smoke. In my line of work, you learned to read people fast. This one was holding herself together with steel wire and good breeding, but there were cracks if you knew where to look. The way her gloved fingers worried at the clasp of her purse. The slight tremor in her voice when she’d said my name.

“What kind of services would those be, Mrs. Whitlock?”

She didn’t flinch at the title, which told me I’d guessed right about the ring she was trying to hide.

“My husband,” she said, her voice steady as granite. “I think he’s having an affair.”

I’d seen plenty of betrayed wives in my office, and they usually came in one of two flavors: weeping or raging. Celia Whitlock was neither. She sat there with her spine straight and her hands folded, waiting for me to respond like we were discussing stock prices.

“What makes you think that?”

“Late nights at the office. Unexplained expenses. Phone calls that stop when I enter the room.” She started strong, reciting the list with clinical precision. But somewhere around “phone calls,” her voice caught just slightly. “The usual signs, I suppose.”

For just a moment, the mask slipped. A single tear traced down her cheek, and I caught a glimpse of the woman underneath all that steel—confused, angry, maybe even a little lost. Then she brushed it away with the back of her glove and pulled herself together like nothing had happened.

“Could be a lot of things,” I said, though we both knew what it probably was. “You want me to follow him? Get proof?”

“Photographic proof, if possible.” She opened her purse and pulled out a roll of bills thick enough to choke a horse. “I’m prepared to pay well for your discretion and your professionalism.”

I stubbed out my cigarette and named my usual rate plus fifty percent. “Half now, half when I deliver the proof. Along with expenses, I need to make it look natural that I’m at the kind of places a man of your husband’s standing would frequent.”

She didn’t even blink. Just counted out half the bills and laid them on my desk like she was paying for groceries. “There’s a bonus if you can provide clear evidence of … intimate contact.”

The way she said it—all business again—told me the vulnerability I’d glimpsed was locked away tight. This was a woman who’d learned to compartmentalize her pain, packaged up neat and tidy so she could function.

“I’ll need some information about your husband. His routines, where he works, what he looks like.”

She pulled a photograph from her purse and slid it across the desk. The man in the picture was handsome in that soft, privileged way that money bought. Dark hair slicked back, weak chin, a face unmarked by honest labor.

I made notes while she talked, getting the details I’d need to start surveillance. Home address, usual haunts, any friends or associates who might be covering for him. She answered every question with the same cool precision, like she was giving a business report.

“One more thing,” I said as she stood to leave. “Why come to me? There are plenty of private investigators in this city.”

For the first time since she’d pulled herself together, something real flickered across her face. Not pain this time—something calculating.

“I was told you were thorough,” she said. “And that you don’t ask unnecessary questions.”

She was at the door when she turned back. “Mr. Vale? When you do find them together … I want to know everything. Every detail. No matter how … unpleasant.”

Then she was gone, leaving only the scent of expensive perfume and the feeling that I’d just signed on for more than a simple adultery case.

But in this business, you learned not to look gift horses in the mouth. Especially when they came wrapped in silk and smelled like money.

I locked the cash in my safe, slipped the photograph into my jacket pocket, and reached for my hat. Reynard Whitlock was about to get a shadow, and if he was playing around on his wife, I’d get the pictures to prove it.

Three days of tailing Reynard Whitlock taught me that rich men’s affairs followed the same tired patterns as everyone else’s, just with better scenery.

The mark had habits you could set a watch by. Out of his Blackstone Building office at five thirty sharp, martini at the Union Club with the same crowd of soft-bellied businessmen, home to his mansion on the hill by eight. Same routine, day after day.

Until Thursday.

On Thursday, Reynard Whitlock became a man with somewhere else to be. Instead of heading home after his usual martini, he walked three blocks south to the Palace Arms Hotel, the kind of place that charged by the hour and didn’t ask questions.

I lingered across the street, pretending to read a newspaper while keeping one eye on the hotel entrance. Reynard checked his watch twice before a taxi pulled up to the curb. Out stepped a redhead in a green dress that hugged her curves like it was painted on. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-five and had a figure that made men forget their wedding vows.

She didn’t look around, didn’t hesitate. Just walked straight into the Palace Arms like she’d done it before. The kind of dame who had a taste for rich, married men and the sense to pick the ones who could afford her attention.

Five minutes later, Reynard followed her inside.

I gave them ten minutes to get settled then made my move. The desk clerk was the type who’d seen everything twice and forgotten it all for the right price. A five-dollar bill bought me the information that “Mr. Smith” and his lady friend were in room 312, third floor, facing the alley.

The building across the alley was a four-story walkup with a fire escape that put me at just the right height to see into their window. I climbed up with my camera bag, found a spot behind some laundry hanging on a line, and settled in to wait.

I didn’t have to wait long. The curtains in room 312 were drawn, but they’d left a gap wide enough for my telephoto lens to capture everything I needed. Through the viewfinder, I could see them clearly: Reynard loosening his tie while the redhead poured drinks from a bottle she’d brought with her.

They talked for a few minutes, but this wasn’t about conversation. She moved closer, ran her fingers down his chest, and started unbuttoning his shirt. He didn’t put up any resistance. I snapped photos as she peeled off his jacket, then his shirt, revealing the soft belly of a man who’d spent more time at dinner tables than gym equipment.

The redhead stepped back and let her dress slide to the floor. She was all curves and pale skin that caught the lamplight like marble come to life. Reynard’s hands were on her before the fabric hit the ground.

I kept shooting, the camera’s quiet clicks barely audible over the sound of my own breathing. This was the evidence Mrs. Whitlock had paid for, and I was giving her full value. Every kiss, every caress, every moment of her husband’s betrayal captured in black and white.

What happened next wasn’t romance. It was hunger, pure and simple. The redhead pushed Reynard onto the bed and straddled him, her full breasts swaying as she worked at his belt while kissing him with the practiced enthusiasm of a woman who knew exactly what men wanted to hear. Her nipples were dark against her pale skin, hardened from excitement or the cool air. She whispered something in his ear that made him groan and arch beneath her.

When she freed him from his trousers, I got a clear shot of her taking him in her mouth, her red hair spilling across his pale thighs. Her ass was round and perfect, raised high as she bent over him, the curve of her spine creating a line that would make artists weep. Reynard’s head fell back against the pillows, his mouth open in obvious pleasure. I advanced the film and kept shooting.

She worked him with single-minded focus, her head bobbing in a rhythm that had nothing to do with tenderness and everything to do with getting him ready for what came next. When she finally straddled him properly, her thighs spread wide as she slid down onto his cock with practiced ease, Reynard gripped her hips like a drowning man clutching driftwood.

She rode him with the confidence of a woman who knew her body was a weapon, her breasts bouncing with each movement as she ground her hips against his. The lamplight caught the sheen of sweat on her skin, highlighting every curve as she worked herself on top of him. Reynard’s hands roamed over her body, squeezing her breasts, gripping her ass, like he was trying to memorize every inch.

I kept the camera steady, capturing the raw physicality of it. This had nothing to do with marriage vows, or gentle touches, or any concern for whether the woman was enjoying herself—this was pure animal need.

She leaned forward, her nipples brushing against his chest as she whispered something that made him thrust up into her harder. When she threw her head back and cried out, her body arching in obvious climax, I got the shot that would seal Reynard’s fate. Her face was a mask of pleasure, mouth open, eyes closed, completely lost in the moment. And beneath her, Reynard was watching her come with the desperate hunger of a man who’d forgotten what passion looked like at home.

A few more minutes of frantic movement, and Reynard’s body went rigid. His hands clenched on her hips as he finished inside her, his face twisted in a grimace of release that the camera captured in perfect detail—evidence that would cook his goose good.

The redhead collapsed against his chest, both of them breathing hard. I took one last shot of them tangled together then carefully packed up my equipment. I had everything Mrs. Whitlock had asked for, and then some.

Time to get out of here. I’d seen enough, and my camera had captured more than enough to earn Mrs. Whitlock’s bonus.

The happy couple in room 312 were lighting cigarettes and pouring more drinks, probably planning round two, but I had what I’d come for.

I climbed down the fire escape as quietly as I’d climbed up, keeping to the shadows until I reached the street. The whole thing had taken less than two hours, but it had felt longer. There was something about watching other people’s intimate moments that left you feeling like a ghost—present but not really there, seeing everything but touching nothing.

Back at my office, I developed the film in my makeshift darkroom, watching the images emerge in the chemical baths like secrets rising to the surface of a dark pond. Every shot was crystal clear: Reynard’s face twisted with pleasure, the redhead’s body arched in climax, their bodies intertwined in ways that left no doubt about what they were doing.

Mrs. Whitlock had wanted every detail, no matter how unpleasant. Well, she was going to get them. The photos told a story that no divorce lawyer could argue with and no husband could explain away. Reynard Whitlock had been caught red-handed, or in this case, redheaded.

I locked the prints in my safe next to the cash she’d already paid me and tried not to think about the look that would cross her face when she saw them. In my experience, most people thought they wanted the truth until they got it served up in black and white. Then they realized that some doors, once opened, could never be closed again.

But that was her problem, not mine. I’d done the job she’d hired me for, and done it well. Tomorrow, I’d hand over the evidence and collect the rest of my fee. Case closed, client satisfied, another marriage officially dead and buried.

Just another day in the life of Frankie Vale, Private Eye.

Two days later, Mrs. Whitlock was back in my office, sitting in the same chair she’d occupied when this whole mess had started. She looked like she hadn’t slept much—there were dark circles under her eyes that powder couldn’t quite hide, and her hands had a slight tremor as she lit a cigarette.

“You have the proof I requested?” she asked, and I could hear the strain in her voice despite her efforts to keep it steady.

I pulled the manila envelope from my desk drawer and slid it across to her. “Everything you asked for, plus a few extras. Your husband wasn’t exactly discreet.”

She opened the envelope with careful fingers, her face going pale as she examined the first few photographs. I watched her reaction: Reynard entering the hotel, the redhead in her green dress, the two of them together in ways that left no room for innocent explanations.

But as she continued through the stack, something changed. The tremor in her hands steadied. Her breathing evened out. By the time she reached the more explicit shots, she was studying them with the cold detachment of a general reviewing battle plans.

“These are quite thorough,” she finally said, setting the photos back in the envelope. Her voice had transformed completely—gone was the wounded wife, replaced by a woman who had just made some kind of decision. “You’ve certainly earned your bonus, Mr. Vale.”

She reached into her purse and counted out the remaining bills, plus the bonus she’d promised. Her movements were precise, economical, like she was settling a business transaction rather than paying for the evidence of her husband’s betrayal.

“I assume this concludes our arrangement?” she asked, standing to leave.

“Unless you need me to testify in divorce proceedings,” I said. “These photographs should be more than enough for any lawyer.”

Something flickered across her face at the mention of divorce—not pain, but something I couldn’t quite read.

“Yes, I’m sure they will be,” she said, but her tone suggested she had other plans for the evidence.

She was halfway to the door when she stopped and turned back. “Mr. Vale, you’ve been most professional throughout this entire matter. I do hope I can count on your continued discretion.”

“That’s what you’re paying for, Mrs. Whitlock.”

She nodded once, sharp and final, then walked out of my office with the photographs tucked under her arm. I watched her through the window as she climbed into a cab, her posture erect and purposeful.

I should have felt satisfied. Case closed, client paid in full, another cheating husband exposed. But something about the whole thing left me with an itch I couldn’t scratch. Maybe it was the way she’d transformed while looking at those pictures, or the way she’d avoided my eyes when I’d mentioned divorce.

In my line of work, you learned to trust your instincts. And right now, my instincts were telling me that Celia Whitlock wasn’t planning to file any divorce papers.

But that was her business, not mine. I’d been hired to get proof of adultery, and I’d delivered. What she did with that proof was between her and her husband.

I locked my copy of the photographs in the safe, wrote up my final report, and filed the whole thing away. The Whitlock case was closed, and I had other clients to worry about. A missing persons case that was going nowhere fast, an insurance fraud investigation that was looking more legitimate by the day, and a stack of bills that weren’t going to pay themselves.

I poured myself three fingers of bourbon and settled back in my chair, already forgetting about Celia Whitlock and her cheating husband. In this business, you learned not to get attached to your cases. You did the job, took the money, and then moved on to the next one.

The phone would ring soon enough with another problem that needed solving, another secret that needed uncovering. That was how it worked in my line of work. There was always another mystery waiting around the corner, another client with money to spend and secrets to hide.

And if Mrs. Whitlock decided to surprise her husband with something other than divorce papers, well, that was her affair. I’d done my part.

The call came three days later, just as I was locking up the office for the night. The voice on the other end was calm, controlled, nothing like the nervous woman who’d first walked through my door.

“Mr. Vale? This is Celia Whitlock. I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

“Not at all, Mrs. Whitlock. What can I do for you?”

“I’ve been going through Reynard’s things,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “Papers, correspondence, that sort of thing. I’ve found quite a bit of additional evidence—letters, receipts, hotel bills. I was wondering if you might help me organize it all properly.”

I frowned, switching the phone to my other ear. “Mrs. Whitlock, what you probably need is a good divorce lawyer, not a private investigator. The photographs should be plenty to—”

“I trust your judgment, Mr. Vale,” she interrupted smoothly. “And your discretion. I’d rather not involve anyone else at this stage. I’m prepared to pay your usual rate, of course.”

“When were you thinking of doing this?” I asked.

“This evening, if possible. Reynard is out of town on business for several days, so we’d have complete privacy to work. Would nine o’clock be convenient?”

There was something in her voice I couldn’t quite place. Not desperation—she was too controlled for that. But there was an urgency underneath the politeness, like she needed this handled tonight and couldn’t wait for a more reasonable hour.

I checked my watch. It was already past seven, and I hadn’t eaten since lunch. But the money she was offering would cover my rent for the month, and rich clients didn’t like to be kept waiting.

“Nine o’clock works,” I said.

“Wonderful. I’ll see you then, Mr. Vale. And thank you.”

The line went dead, leaving me staring at the phone with that same nagging feeling I’d had when she’d left my office. Something about this whole setup felt off, but I couldn’t put my finger on what. Maybe it was the late hour, or the way she’d insisted on tonight instead of waiting until morning. Or maybe it was just my natural suspicion of clients who paid too well and asked too little.

But business was business, and I’d learned long ago not to question good fortune when it walked through my door.

I grabbed my hat and coat, locked up the office, and headed for the hill district. Whatever Mrs. Whitlock needed organized, I’d organize it, collect my fee, and be done with the Whitlock family once and for all.

At least, that was what I told myself as I drove through the darkening streets toward whatever was waiting for me behind those mansion gates.

The Whitlock mansion sat on three acres of manicured lawn like a monument to old money and older secrets. I’d seen it from the street during my surveillance, but walking up that circular driveway gave me a whole new appreciation for the kind of wealth that had been accumulating in this family for generations.

Celia answered the door herself, which told me the servants had been given the night off. She was dressed differently than I’d ever seen her—not the business attire she’d worn to my office, but a silk dress in deep burgundy that hugged her figure in ways her previous outfits had only hinted at. Her hair was down, falling in soft waves past her shoulders, and she’d done something with her makeup that made her eyes look larger and more mysterious.

“Mr. Vale, thank you for coming on such short notice.” She stepped aside to let me in, and I caught a whiff of expensive perfume as I passed. “I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of preparing some refreshments.”

The foyer was all marble and crystal, with a staircase that curved up to the second floor like something out of a movie set. She led me through a series of rooms filled with furniture that had more history than most museums, finally stopping at what looked like a private study or sitting room.

“I thought we’d be more comfortable in here,” she said, gesturing to a pair of leather chairs positioned near a fireplace that could have roasted a whole pig.

The documents she’d mentioned were spread across a mahogany table carved by craftsmen who’d been dead for a century. Hotel receipts, credit card statements, florist bills—all the paper trail of a man who hadn’t been particularly careful about covering his tracks.

“Would you care for a drink?” she asked, moving to a sideboard where crystal decanters caught the lamplight like amber jewels. “I have whiskey, brandy—whatever you prefer.”

“Whiskey’s fine,” I said, settling into one of the leather chairs. The room practically begged for pipe smoke and philosophical discussions, but I was here to work.

She poured two glasses of what appeared to be expensive bourbon and handed me one before taking the chair across from me. The way she moved was different tonight—more fluid, more aware of herself. Like she’d shed some invisible weight since our last meeting.

“I’ve been going through everything systematically,” she said, gesturing to the papers. “But I thought a professional eye might spot patterns I missed.”

I took a sip of the whiskey and nearly choked. It was the kind of liquor that probably cost more than my car—smooth as silk and twice as dangerous. “What kind of patterns are you looking for?”

“Oh, the usual things. How long this has been going on, whether there have been others, how much money he’s spent on his … diversions.” She crossed her legs and leaned forward slightly, the silk dress shifting in ways that made it hard to concentrate on the paperwork.

We spent the better part of an hour going through the evidence, and it painted a picture of a man who’d been living a double life for at least two years. The receipts showed regular payments to the same florist, expensive dinners at restaurants I couldn’t afford on my best day, and hotel bills that coincided with nights he’d supposedly been working late.

“Your husband wasn’t just careless,” I said, setting down a stack of credit card statements. “He was practically documenting his affairs for posterity.”

Celia refilled my glass without asking, her fingers brushing mine as she handed it back. “Reynard always was arrogant. I suppose he never imagined I’d go looking.”

The room was warm from the fire, and the whiskey was doing its work. I found myself watching the way the lamplight played across her face, highlighting the curve of her neck where it disappeared into the silk dress.

She caught me looking and smiled—not the polite, controlled expression I’d seen in my office, but something warmer and more dangerous.

“You know, Mr. Vale,” she said, moving from her chair to the sofa closer to where I sat, “I never properly thanked you for your discretion in this matter.”

“Just doing my job, Mrs. Whitlock.”

“Celia,” she corrected, settling beside me close enough that I could feel the heat from her body. “I think we’re past formalities, don’t you?”

The whiskey had loosened my tongue and dulled the edge of my professional judgment, but I wasn’t completely surprised when she moved closer. A beautiful woman, an empty house, expensive liquor—I’d seen this play before, though usually not with clients who could afford to live on the hill.

“Celia,” I said, testing the name on my tongue. It felt different than calling her Mrs. Whitlock—more intimate, more dangerous.

She leaned closer, her hand resting on my arm. “I’ve been thinking about what you must have seen that night. Watching them together, documenting their … passion.” Her voice dropped lower, becoming almost a whisper. “It must have been difficult, being so close to such intimacy but unable to participate.”

I set down my glass before I dropped it. “It’s just part of the job.”

“Is it?” She turned to face me fully, her knee brushing against my leg. “Because I keep thinking about you up there on that fire escape, watching through your camera lens while my husband touched another woman. While she gave him everything he thought he couldn’t get at home.”

Her hand moved from my arm to my chest, fingers spreading against the fabric of my shirt. “Do you know what that does to a woman, Franklin? Knowing that her husband seeks his passion elsewhere?”

The question hung in the air between us, charged with possibilities I should have been smart enough to avoid.

Before I could answer, she leaned in and kissed me—not the tentative kiss of a grieving wife, but something hungry and deliberate. Her lips were soft and tasted like expensive whiskey and dangerous decisions.

When we broke apart, I was breathing harder than I should have been. “My friends call me Frankie,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

“Frankie.” Her smile was like a searchlight looking for survivors of a shipwreck … or maybe an inmate trying to escape the big house. “I like that better. Franklin sounds so formal, and we’re past being formal, aren’t we?”

Her hand was still on my chest, and I could feel my heart hammering against her palm like it was trying to send her a message in morse code. The smart thing would have been to stand up, make my excuses, and get out of that house before things went any further.

Instead, I reached up and touched her face, running my thumb along her cheekbone. “What are we doing here, Celia?”

“What we should have done from the beginning,” she whispered, her hand sliding down from my chest to rest on my thigh. “What my husband obviously isn’t interested in doing anymore.”

She kissed me again, deeper this time, her body pressing against mine with a hunger that had nothing to do with revenge and everything to do with want. I could taste the whiskey on her tongue, could feel the silk of her dress sliding under my hands as I pulled her closer.

When we broke apart again, we were both breathing hard. The fire crackled in the hearth, casting dancing shadows across the room, and I became aware of how isolated we were in this mansion, how far from the street and prying eyes.

“The documents,” I said weakly, gesturing toward the scattered papers on the table.

“Can wait,” she finished, standing up and extending her hand to me. “But this can’t.”

I looked at her standing there in the firelight, her hair mussed from our kissing, her eyes dark with desire, and knew I was about to make a decision that would complicate everything. But the whiskey, her proximity, and the way she was looking at me like I was the only man in the world made it impossible to think clearly.

I took her hand and let her pull me to my feet.

She led me to the thick Persian rug in front of the fireplace, the flames casting our shadows long and dark across the walls. When she turned to face me, her hands went to the buttons of my shirt, working them open with the practiced ease of a woman who knew what she wanted.

“I’ve been thinking about this since I walked into your office,” she said, pushing the fabric off my shoulders. “Wondering what it would be like to touch someone who sees things the way you do.”

Her hands explored my chest, tracing scars I’d collected over the years in this business. When her fingers found the old bullet wound near my shoulder, she paused, her eyes meeting mine with something that might have been understanding.

“We’re both survivors, aren’t we, Frankie?”

Before I could answer, she was kissing me again, her body pressing against mine as we sank down onto the rug. The silk dress had a zipper that ran down her back, and when I found it, she arched into me, helping me work it free.

The dress pooled around her waist, revealing skin that was pale and perfect in the firelight. She wasn’t wearing much underneath—just a whisper of lace that seemed designed more for temptation than modesty.

I ran my hands over her shoulders, down her arms, marveling at the softness of her skin. She shivered under my touch, her head falling back to expose the long line of her throat.

She traced an anchor tattoo with her fingertip, her touch light as a feather. “You were in the Navy … during the war?”

“I was.”

“You know where my fat husband was during the war?” As she said this, her eyes flicked toward something to our left—a large mirror mounted on the wall. I followed her gaze, catching our reflection: her half-undressed on the rug, me kneeling beside her. Our eyes met in the glass for a moment before she turned back to face me.

“Not hunting U-boats in the Atlantic, I imagine. That was more for those of us not born into money.”

“Managing his father’s steel contracts with the War Department,” she said, her finger still tracing the tattoo. “Making sure the family fortune grew while boys like you were getting shot at by the Germans. He used to brag about how much money they made off the war effort.”

Her eyes met mine, and I saw something fierce burning there. “He never understood what it meant to fight for something. To risk everything for people you’ll never meet.” She leaned down and pressed her lips to the tattoo. “But you do.”

Her lips moved from the tattoo to my collarbone, then up to my neck. I could feel her breath against my skin, warm and unsteady. When she pulled back to look at me, there was something vulnerable in her eyes that hadn’t been there before.

“I want to forget,” she whispered. “Just for tonight, I want to forget about photographs, and hotel receipts, and everything I know about my husband.”

I cupped her face in my hands, feeling the softness of her skin against my palms. “Are you sure about this, Celia?”

Instead of answering, she reached behind her back and unhooked the whisper of lace she’d been wearing. It fell away, leaving her bare from the waist up, her breasts pale and perfect in the firelight. She was beautiful in a way that made my chest tight—not just her body, but the way she looked at me like I was something worth having.

I leaned down and kissed her throat, feeling the heat radiating from her flushed skin. When I reached her mouth, she kissed me hungrily.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered against my mouth. “I need to feel you.”

The rest of my clothes disappeared piece by piece, her hands exploring each new expanse of skin as it was revealed. She traced the scars on my ribs—souvenirs from a knife fight in Marseille—and kissed the burn mark on my shoulder from a cigarette that had gotten too close during an interrogation gone wrong.

“You’ve lived quite a life,” she murmured against my chest.

“I still am, Celia,” I said, my hands sliding down to the silk dress that was still bunched around her waist.

She lifted her hips so I could work it free, and then there was nothing between us but firelight and want. I took my time looking at her, memorizing the curve of her hip, the way her hair spilled across the Persian rug like spilled wine.

When I kissed her again, it was slower, deeper, like we had all the time in the world. My hands roamed over her body, learning the places that made her breath catch, the spots that made her arch beneath me. She was responsive in ways that told me her husband had been a fool to look elsewhere.

“Touch me,” she whispered, her voice husky with need.

I traced a path down her body with my mouth, taking my time at her breasts, her ribs, the soft skin of her belly. When I reached the junction of her thighs, she was already wet for me, her body trembling with anticipation.

I used my tongue to explore her, tasting the salt and sweetness of her arousal. She gasped and her hands fisted in my hair, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. I took my time, learning what made her moan, what made her hips lift off the rug in desperate need.

“Oh God, Frankie,” she breathed, her voice breaking on my name.

I could feel her getting closer, her body tensing beneath my mouth. When I slipped a finger inside her, she cried out, her back arching off the rug. She was tight, and wet, and perfect. I worked her slowly, building the pressure until she was writhing beneath me.

When she came, it was with a sharp cry that echoed off the walls of the room. Her body shuddered against my mouth, her hands pulling at my hair as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

I kissed my way back up her body, feeling the heat radiating from her flushed skin. When I reached her mouth, she kissed me hungrily, tasting herself on my lips.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered against my mouth. “I need to feel you.”

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. She was still trembling from her climax, still wet and ready for me.

As I pushed inside her, slowly, letting her adjust to my size, her eyes drifted to the mirror on the wall, watching our reflections as I filled her completely.

She moaned and wrapped her legs around my waist, her gaze lingering on the glass for a moment before her eyes fluttered closed with pleasure.

“You feel so good,” she whispered, her hands gripping my shoulders as I began to move inside her.

I started slowly, savoring the way she felt around me—tight, and warm, and perfect. Her breathing grew ragged, matching the rhythm of my thrusts as I moved deeper inside her. The firelight cast dancing shadows across our joined bodies, and I could feel the Persian rug soft beneath my knees.

“Harder,” she whispered, her nails digging into my back. “Please, Frankie.”

I obliged, picking up the pace, driving into her with more force. She met each thrust with her hips, taking me deeper, her moans growing louder and more desperate. Her head fell back against the rug, exposing the long line of her throat, and I couldn’t resist leaning down to kiss the pulse point that was beating so rapidly there.

“Yes,” she gasped, her body arching beneath mine. “Just like that.”

She was tightening around me again, building toward another climax. Her legs tightened around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer. The way she moved beneath me, the sounds she was making, the feel of her skin against mine—it was all driving me toward the edge.

“Look at me,” I said, my voice rough with need.

Her eyes opened, meeting mine, and the connection was electric. But then, for just a moment, her gaze flicked to the mirror again before coming back to my face, her pupils dark with desire.

“Wait,” she breathed, her hands on my chest. “I want to try something.”

She pushed gently against me, and I pulled out of her, both of us breathing hard. She turned over onto her hands and knees, looking back at me over her shoulder with eyes that were dark with want.

“Like this,” she said, arching her back and presenting herself to me. “I want to feel you deeper.”

From this angle, I had a perfect view of her curves—the elegant line of her spine, the swell of her hips, the way her hair fell like a curtain over one shoulder. And the cream on this cannoli was that I could watch her face and breasts in the mirror while I worked my magic from behind.

I positioned myself behind her, running my hands over the smooth skin of her back before gripping her hips.

When I entered her again, she moaned low and deep, pushing back against me. The new position let me go deeper, and I could feel her body responding to every thrust. She was facing the mirror now, and I could see her expression reflected back—her mouth open, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure.

“God, yes,” she gasped, her voice muffled as she dropped to her elbows. “Just like that, Frankie.”

I set a steady rhythm, watching her in the mirror as I moved inside her. Her breasts swayed with each thrust, and a flush spread across her chest, the way her face contorted with pleasure. She was completely lost in the moment, her eyes half-closed, her lips parted as soft moans escaped her.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” I told her, my hands gripping her hips tighter as I drove into her.

Her eyes opened in the mirror, meeting mine in the reflection. “Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Please, don’t stop.”

I increased my pace, the sound of our bodies coming together filling the room along with her increasingly desperate moans. She was getting close again. I felt it in the way she tightened around me, could see it in the way her face twisted with need in the mirror.

“That’s it,” I said, reaching around to touch her where we were joined. “Come for me, Celia.”

The added stimulation pushed her over the edge. She cried out, her body convulsing around me as another orgasm tore through her. The sight of her coming undone in the mirror, combined with the feel of her clenching around my cock, was almost enough to finish me.

But I held back, wanting to make this last, wanting to give her everything her husband apparently couldn’t.

When her climax subsided, she was breathing hard, her body still trembling from the aftershocks. I slowed my movements, letting her recover, my hands gentle on her hips as I moved inside her with long, slow strokes.

The sight of her in the mirror, flushed and satisfied, combined with the feel of her still clenching around me, was pushing me toward my own edge. The pressure was building, that familiar tightness that meant I was close.

“That’s it,” she whispered, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I can feel you getting close.”

I gripped her hips tighter, my rhythm becoming more urgent as I chased my release. She pushed back against each thrust, taking me as deep as she could, her moans growing louder again.

“Come inside me, Frankie,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction. “I want to feel you lose control.”

Those words pushed me over the edge. I buried myself deep inside her and let go, my body shuddering as I emptied myself into her. She moaned softly as she felt me pulsing inside her, her body accepting everything I had to give.

I collapsed over her back, both of us breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat and completely spent.

We stayed like that for a while, my arms wrapped around her as we caught our breath. The fire had burned lower, casting softer shadows across the room, and I could feel her heartbeat gradually slowing against my chest.

Eventually, I pulled out of her and rolled onto my back beside her on the rug. She curled against my side, her head on my shoulder, one hand resting on my chest. For a few minutes, neither of us spoke, just listened to the crackling of the fire and the sound of our breathing returning to normal.

“That was …” She trailed off.

“Yeah,” I agreed, not needing her to finish the thought.

She lifted her head to look at me, her hair falling across her face. “I should probably get us some water,” she said. “And maybe find us something to clean up with.”

I nodded, suddenly aware of how exposed we were, lying naked on the Persian rug in her husband’s house. “That might be a good idea.”

She kissed me once, soft and lingering, then stood up with fluid grace. I watched her walk across the room, admiring the curves of her body in the dying firelight. She disappeared through a doorway, and I heard water running somewhere in the house.

That was when I started to really look around the room for the first time since we’d begun making love.

The room was exactly what you’d expect from old money—leather-bound books that probably cost more than most people’s cars, oil paintings of stern-faced ancestors, furniture that had been in the family since before the Civil War. But there was something about the layout that struck me as odd.

Maybe it was because the blood had finally returned to my brain, but I was seeing things with clearer eyes now. The mirror I’d noticed earlier was positioned at a strange angle—not where you’d put it to check your appearance or make the room look bigger, but angled toward the rug where we’d just been. It was a big piece, maybe four feet wide and nearly floor to ceiling, with an ornate silver frame that looked like it weighed a ton.

I sat up, running my hand through my hair, and studied it more carefully. The positioning bothered me. In fifteen years of private work, you developed an eye for things that didn’t fit, and that mirror didn’t fit at all. It was like it had been placed specifically to watch this spot in the room.

I heard Celia moving around in what sounded like a bathroom, water still running. I stood up and walked closer to the mirror, studying the wall around it. The frame looked solid enough, but there was something about the way it sat against the wall that seemed off. Like it wasn’t quite flush.

I pressed my hand against the glass then ran my fingers along the edges of the frame, looking for a mechanism, a hidden catch, something that would explain the odd positioning.

“Frankie?” Celia’s voice came from behind me, and I could hear the concern in it. “What are you doing?”

I turned to see her standing in the doorway, a glass of water in each hand and a towel draped over her arm. She was still naked, her skin glowing in the firelight, but there was something different in her expression now. The satisfied, languid look from after our lovemaking had been replaced by something sharper. More alert.

“Just looking at this mirror,” I said, turning back to examine the frame. “It’s positioned oddly, don’t you think?”

“Is it?” She set the glasses down on a side table and moved toward me, the towel still in her hands. “I suppose I’ve gotten used to it. Reynard had it moved there a few years ago.”

But there was something in her voice that didn’t ring true. A careful quality, like she was choosing her words too precisely.

“Come back,” she said, reaching for my arm. “The floor must be getting cold.”

I let her pull me away from the mirror, but my eyes stayed on it as we moved back toward the rug. Something about the whole thing was nagging at me, some instinct I’d learned to trust over the years.

“Celia,” I said, stopping before we reached the fireplace. “Is there something you’re not telling me?”

Her hand tightened on my arm, and for just a moment, I saw something flicker across her face. Fear, maybe. Or panic.

“What do you mean?” she asked, but her voice had lost that sultry confidence from earlier. Now she sounded like the nervous woman who’d first walked into my office.

“The mirror, Celia. The way you kept looking at it while we were …” I gestured toward the rug. “The way you positioned yourself. Like you wanted to make sure we could be seen.”

She let go of my arm and took a step back. “That’s ridiculous. Why would I want to be seen?”

But even as she said it, her eyes darted toward the mirror again, just for a split-second. It was enough to confirm what my gut had been telling me.

“Because someone’s watching,” I said. “Isn’t that right?”

The color drained from her face, and I knew I’d hit the mark. She opened her mouth to deny it, but no words came out. Instead, she just stood there, naked and trembling, looking like a woman who’d just watched her carefully laid plans fall apart.

“Frankie, I can explain—”

“Explain what? That while I was inside you, you were putting on a show for whoever’s back there?”

She pressed herself against the wall, her eyes wide with fear, but she didn’t try to deny it.

“Who is it?” I demanded. “Who’s been watching us?”

“Please,” she whispered, tears in her eyes now. “Don’t.”

I turned back to the mirror, my hands running along the frame, feeling for any kind of mechanism.

“Frankie, stop!” The panic in her voice was real now. “Please, just stop and I’ll … I’ll open it myself. I’ll explain everything.”

I turned to look at her, my hands still on the mirror frame. She was crying now, her whole body shaking.

“Do it,” I said.

She nodded and walked to the bookshelf beside the mirror. Her hand went to a specific book—a leather-bound volume of Othello—and pulled it toward her. I heard a soft click, and the mirror swung inward like a door.

What I saw behind that mirror made my blood run cold.

Reynard Whitlock sat bound to a chair, naked except for the ropes that held his wrists and ankles. A gag was stuffed in his mouth, but his eyes were wide and alert, staring at me with a mixture of terror and something else I couldn’t quite identify.

Despite everything—the ropes, the gag, the humiliation of being caught—his johnson was as stiff as a flagpole on the Fourth of July. He’d had a perfect view through the one-way glass of everything that had happened on that Persian rug.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathed, taking a step back.

“Now you know,” Celia said quietly behind me. She’d stopped crying, and when I turned to look at her, her voice was steady again. “Now you know what this was really about.”

I stared at her then back at her husband, trying to make sense of what I was seeing. “How long has he been back there?”

“Since this afternoon. I drugged his after-work brandy when he got home.” Her voice was matter-of-fact now, like she was discussing the weather. “Now he knows what it feels like to watch his wife fuck another man.”

She looked at her husband’s obvious arousal and shook her head. “By the looks of it, he enjoyed himself. I hadn’t counted on that.”

Reynard made muffled sounds behind his gag, his face flushing red with what could have been shame or excitement. Maybe both.

I stared at the bound man, at his wife standing naked beside me, at the whole sick tableau she’d orchestrated. The anger was still there, but it was cooling into something else. Professional detachment, maybe? Or just the weary recognition that I’d been played by an expert.

“So, what now?” I asked, reaching for my clothes. “You’ve had your revenge. Your husband’s seen what he’s been missing. What’s the endgame here, Celia?”

She wrapped a towel around herself and lit a cigarette with steady hands. “You never know when my husband might need another reminder. And if you took a good look at him when you opened that door, part of him seemed to like what happened. Who knows? Maybe a divorce isn’t what I need. Maybe it’s just a new arrangement.”

I stared at her for a long moment, finally understanding the full scope of what she was suggesting. “That’s not the kind of work I do, Celia.”

She shrugged, taking a long drag from her cigarette. “Just a thought. You know where to find me if you change your mind.”

I finished getting dressed and straightened my tie, reaching for my hat. “This is where I get off the trolley.”

“Mr. Vale?” she called after me as I headed for the door.

I stopped but didn’t turn around.

“Thank you for your professionalism. As always.”

I walked out of that house and didn’t look back. Behind me, I could hear her talking to her husband in low, reasonable tones, probably explaining the new rules of their marriage.
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