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Chapter 1

Rick leaves at 7:23 every morning. Never 7:25, never 7:20. Always 7:23, as if the exactness of his departure is the force keeping his job, our mortgage, and my role as a dutiful wife in some frictionless, floating equilibrium. I listen to the front door click shut, followed by the faint shuffle of his leather shoes in the hallway, then the slow groan of the elevator doors opening three floors down.

For a moment, I enjoy the vacancy. The apartment is hushed except for the hum of the refrigerator and the distant Doppler effect of a siren drifting across the city. Morning sun slashes through the blinds, stuttering in thin bars across the polished hardwood and the whitewashed brick. I step out of the bedroom, towel-drying my hair, leaving a damp, asymmetric track behind me on the floor.

My first order of business is the message. I walk to the kitchen, retrieve my phone from the charger, and swipe through the thumbprint lock with an ease I could do drunk or dead. In the text window, Marco’s name waits at the top of the recent contacts, as reliable and expectant as Rick’s. My thumbs compose, then hover.

The usual place tonight. 8pm.

I let the words sit on the glass, staring at their arrangement. My reflection peers back from the screen: pale, sharp-jawed, hair curling in wild damp fronds around my face. A smudge of last night’s eyeliner adds a raccoon note of drama. I consider adding a winking emoji, something to soften the edges, but decide against it. Marco doesn’t need encouragement; he’s Pavlovian in his response, and I like my commands crisp. The more transactional, the better.

Send.

The phone makes a satisfying whoosh as the message leaves, and I exhale a fragment of air I didn’t know I’d been holding. I toss the phone onto the marble kitchen island and let it spin, nearly off the edge.

The kitchen is pristine except for a single dirty glass in the sink, left there deliberately by Rick as a symbolic gesture of domestic rebellion. The implication is I am not the only one in this apartment capable of chaos. I run a finger over the rim of the glass, then rinse it and set it on the drying rack. His rebellion is as easily erased as a watermark.

I pour coffee, black, from the insulated carafe—another testament to Rick’s love of systems, of equipment that keeps the world at a steady temperature. The steam curls up, soft and ephemeral, vanishing a few inches above the lip. I cradle the mug in both hands and walk into the living room.

Here, the air is cooler, edged with the ghost of whatever cleaning agent the maid used yesterday. I let my eyes adjust to the shifting light, then walk to the mantel where our wedding photo occupies center stage. I always imagine it as a sniper target, a red dot blooming on the glass, a tidy exit wound through Rick’s forehead. He looks so happy in the photo, so unburdened, as if the idea of marriage to me is an upgrade from the drab, incremental treadmill of his bachelor life.

I run my finger along the matte black edge of the frame, careful not to smudge the glass. I study his face: eyes half-closed against the sun, a raw and slightly crooked smile, the first hint of crow’s feet at the corner. Next to him, I am a study in symmetry and restraint, head cocked, mouth in a disciplined smile. Even then, I was calibrating, balancing charm with composure, the perfect CEO-wife algorithm. The photo is only three years old, but already the arrangement between us feels brittle, a museum diorama of some extinct domestic species.

The coffee is too hot, burning the tip of my tongue, but I swallow anyway and savor the sting. I set the mug down on the mantel and watch the ring of vapor blossom and fade against the marble.

I check the phone again. Marco has already read the message, the tiny “delivered” tick shifting to “read” within thirty seconds. He does not reply. He never does, not until the afternoon, when he can be sure I’m alone and waiting, that anticipation is properly aged. I admire his restraint. Rick would have replied in three seconds, probably with a GIF.

I walk to the window and peel up one slat of the blind, squinting out at the city. The street below is a parade of backpacks, blazers, and joggers. An old woman in neon athleisure walks her dog, the animal’s gait more dignified than hers. A yellow taxi creeps through a stop sign, sending up a chorus of horns.

I try to picture Rick in his office, bent over a stack of quarterly reports, jaw clenched, mind whirring with the endless gears of profit and loss. Does he ever think about me during the day, or am I just a fixed point he orbits? I used to imagine myself as the sun, the gravitational center; now I feel more like a moon. Bright but dependent, always reflecting someone else’s light.

The refrigerator cycles again, louder this time, the motor’s rumble reverberating off the high ceiling. The smell of coffee and bleach mingle, sharp and clean.

I cross back to the kitchen, cup in hand, and lean against the cold marble countertop, feeling the chill soak through my thin robe. I close my eyes and let the silence enfold me. For now, there is nothing but the taste of burnt coffee and the bright, sweet thrill of anticipation.

The rest of the day stretches before me, vast and clinical, waiting to be filled.

#

I spend the afternoon preparing. Not for Marco—he’s later—but for Rick, who will be home by six. My plans have layers: the visible, the invisible, and the almost-too-obvious. I wash and restyle my hair, now dry, with the precision of a surgeon; the crisp, off-white blouse is selected for its demure line but semi-translucent character. When I put on my favorite leather skirt, I do not ask myself if Rick will notice; I ask only what his noticing will accomplish.

The receipt is the key. Last week, Marco and I met at one of those aggressively fashionable sushi places, all backlit acrylic and concrete, where the waitresses wear black lipstick and the menu is mostly code. I paid with Rick’s AmEx and let the server return the receipt with a knowing smirk. At the end of the night, as Marco pressed my thigh under the table and whispered something obscene in Spanish, I blotted my lips carefully on a cocktail napkin, then on the edge of the receipt. A trophy.

Now, as Rick’s elevator climbs up, I slip the folded slip into the pocket of my jacket, crease edge facing out, lipstick kiss still glistening like a wound. I time my movement so that as he opens the door, I’m just inside the hallway, jacket slung over my arm, face expectant but casual.

“Hey, babe,” Rick says, voice slightly fried from a day of calls. He pauses at the door, as if checking to see if the setting is as he left it.

“Hey yourself.” I kiss him on the cheek. He smells of city wind, a trace of cologne, and something metallic.

He hangs his coat with mechanical care, then reaches for mine. I pass it over, feigning distraction, eyes on my phone. I can feel his hand pause in the pocket, fingers brushing the receipt’s crisp edge. He hesitates, always a tell, the half-second freeze, and pulls it out.

He still doesn’t look at me. He reads the receipt, mouth pressed into a small, hard line.

“Business lunch,” I say before he can ask. “Late client. I told you.” I swipe at the invisible dust on the countertop, then set the table. Knife, fork, wineglass. I’m already pouring the Pinot when Rick moves behind me.

“Your lipstick,” he says, holding the receipt between two fingers. “It’s on here.”

I turn and look him in the face, eyes level. “I didn’t have time to check my makeup before running back. It was a shitshow. What’s for dinner?”

There is a moment, a warhead’s worth of tension, where I can tell he wants to keep probing. But he lets it go, tucks the receipt into his palm, and walks to the fridge. “Steak,” he says. “From that organic place you like.”

I smile wide and genuinely and hand him water. “You’re the best.”

We eat in silence, except for the occasional scraping of cutlery. The steak is perfect: medium-rare, nearly bleeding, with a crack of black pepper and rosemary. I let the flavor sit on my tongue, then wash it down with the wine. Across from me, Rick is slicing his food with the grace of a neurosurgeon, every movement tight and deliberate.

“You seemed distracted today,” I say, breaking the quiet.

He shrugs. “Quarterlies. Steve’s on my ass about projections.”

I nod sympathetically. “I get it. Long days all around.”

He looks at me, studying my face for a hairline fracture. “You sure that’s all?”

“Wouldn’t you know if there were more?” I set my fork down, crossing my legs. The leather skirt squeaks softly, a punctuation.

Rick flushes, then looks away. I watch the pulse in his jaw, the tiny tic just below the ear. When he finishes his wine, he pours another glass, then refills mine without asking.

After dinner, I clear the plates and load the dishwasher. My phone sits on the table, face up, with message notifications hidden. I know he checks sometimes when he thinks I’m in the shower. I know he scrolls through my socials, looking for cracks in the story.

He’s right to be suspicious, but wrong about the shape of my lies.

When I finish cleaning, I find Rick in the living room, sitting on the edge of the couch, fingers laced. The receipt is on the coffee table, unfolded, lipstick smudge up. I sit beside him, close but not touching.

“You want to talk?” I ask.

He shakes his head, slow. “No. Not tonight.”

“Good,” I say, and stand. “Come here.”

I lead him to the bedroom. My heels click softly on the wood, a metronome. Inside, the light is low, and the city glows blue through the window. I unbutton his shirt with precise fingers, one button at a time, drawing out the anticipation. When I get to the last button, I push the shirt off his shoulders and run my hands down his arms, palms flat against his skin.

He shivers, just a little, and I smile. I pull him to the bed, push him down, and climb on top, straddling him with slow, deliberate movements. I lean forward and kiss his neck, biting softly, then move to his mouth. He tastes of wine and fear, a metallic sharpness I recognize instantly.

He fumbles at my blouse, but I guide his hands, taking control. I let him undress me, but only as far as I want. When we finally fuck, it’s a mixture of precision and abandon, his movements growing rougher as mine grow softer, surrendering control in layers.

I arch my back, dig my nails into his shoulders, and let out a gasp, soft at first, then louder. As he thrusts, I whisper “Marco” under my breath, barely audible, like a secret. Rick’s body stutters. He hears, of course he does, and for a moment he goes completely still.

But then he resumes harder than before, a surge of something like anger or need or both. His breath grows ragged. He finishes with a grunt, collapses onto me, and buries his face in my neck.

I hold him there, fingers in his hair, and stroke gently until his heartbeat slows.

Later, I lie awake while Rick sleeps, snoring softly. The city outside pulses with headlights and the distant whine of traffic. I watch his face, slack and defenseless, then roll over and reach for my phone.

I angle it so the light doesn’t wake him. In the glass of our wedding photo, propped on his nightstand, I catch my reflection: eyes bright, mouth twisted in a satisfied smirk.

I type a message to Marco:

He didn’t even ask for details.

I hit send, and the message hovers for a moment in the silence before dissolving into the digital ether.

I let myself enjoy the afterglow of sex, of conquest, of the game played perfectly to its end.

Then I close my eyes and count backward from one hundred, letting myself drift off on the familiar, exquisite edge of guilt.


Chapter 2

Rick leaves at 7:23, per protocol. I count off the seconds in my head as the door clicks, the elevator dings, and his brisk footsteps fade down the tile hall. Today, there’s a hush so profound that for a few seconds it feels like the entire world is suspended in the exhale after a held breath.

I move quickly, partly because Rick could, in theory, come back for a forgotten document, and partly because the anticipation is making my skin fizz with an electrical, forbidden charge. In the living room, the wedding photo glares at me from the mantel, a sentinel of sanctioned affection. I lift it off with both hands, feeling the cool weight of the black metal frame. Underneath, there’s a faint square of dustlessness, a negative ghost on the marble. I carry Rick and me to the credenza, flip the frame face-down, and slide it under a stack of old Economist magazines. It’s out of sight, but not out of mind. I can feel the faint aura of accusation radiating from the wood grain.

The replacement is propped in my bag, swaddled in a bubble wrap sleeve that smells faintly of Sharpie and plasticized lust. I peel it out and admire it before setting it down: a glossy 8x10, high-res, ink barely dry. Marco and me, framed at some rooftop bar with the city streaming behind us in chrome and neon. My dress is slit to the thigh, black with sharp shoulders, my hair wild from wind and liquor. Marco’s hand is on my hip, possessive and casual, and his smile is a dare. The photographer—a friend of his from college—caught us just as Marco whispered something obscene in my ear. My mouth is open, teeth bared in a laugh that is half shock, half arousal.

I angle the photo to catch the first filaments of sun through the blinds. The effect is perfect: anyone walking into this room immediately notices us. The old wedding photo showed posed, stilted, museum-grade domesticity. This one is raw, real, and inescapably charged.

I step back to appraise the switch, then tip the frame a few degrees to the right, so the light hits Marco’s face at a more flattering angle. Satisfied, I carry the empty bubble wrap to the kitchen and stuff it into the recycling with an unceremonious crunch.

The rest of the day is a stretch of time filled with productive distractions. I updated my portfolio, made two phone calls for a freelance project, and reorganized the fridge by expiration date. I ran six miles on the treadmill, then treated myself to a bath, careful to scrub away every trace of Marco’s cologne from my wrists. There is, after all, no reason to tip my hand before the reveal.

Rick’s elevator pings at precisely 6:04. I am already in the kitchen, chopping radishes at a tempo that matches the ticking wall clock. I hear the sequence—the elevator doors sighing open, the shuffle of shoes on the welcome mat, the faint clatter of keys as Rick unlocks the door. He steps in, as always, scanning the horizon for intruders. His eyes travel the living room’s periphery, searching for anything out of place.

He takes exactly three seconds to spot the photo. His body freezes, and for a moment, the only movement is the slow upward creep of his eyebrows. He stands there, still in his trench coat, briefcase in hand, as if the sight has triggered a system error.

I keep my gaze on the radishes. I know he’s seen it. I feel the tension ripple through the air like a magnetic field.

He steps forward, sets down the briefcase, and approaches the mantel. There’s a long pause; I can picture him studying every detail, calculating how long the swap has been in place, wondering if there was an intermediate phase he missed. I imagine his brain running a mental checksum against his last memory of the mantel, searching for discrepancies.

He says nothing. He doesn’t even clear his throat. Instead, he shrugs off his coat and hangs it, then walks into the kitchen as if nothing has changed.

I’m ready for this, but it still surprises me. The composure, the stoicism, the absolute refusal to acknowledge the elephant in the living room. He pours himself a glass of water, leans against the counter, and watches me slice.

“Smells good,” he says, voice flat but not cold. “What’s for dinner?”

“Chicken piccata,” I say. I slide the radishes into the salad bowl, careful not to meet his gaze. “Your favorite.”

He nods and sips his water, keeping his face as impassive as a chess champion awaiting the next move.

I turn the burner down and reach for the plates. “Long day?”

“The longest.” He offers a half-smile. “Steve scheduled a 4:30 meeting, which should be illegal.”

I smirk and set the table, spacing the silverware with deliberate precision. When I look up, he’s still watching me, the muscles in his jaw clenching and releasing like he’s chewing glass.

We eat with polite efficiency. Rick compliments the chicken, then asks about my day. I give him the standard report: emails, a jog, an hour or two of freelance edits. I do not mention the bath, the photo, or Marco.

After three or four minutes of desultory conversation, my phone buzzes on the counter. I don’t need to check the screen; the custom vibration—long, short, short, long—is Marco’s. I let it buzz a second time before picking up.

“Sorry,” I say, giving Rick a sugary smile. “I have to take this.”

He gestures to the phone as if to say, be my guest.

I answer with the speaker angled slightly away, but loud enough for Rick to hear every word. “Hey, Marco.”

“Hey yourself,” Marco’s voice purrs. “Did you get my delivery?”

I bit my lip, fighting the urge to laugh. “I did. It’s perfect. I love how it catches the light.”

A pause. “I thought you might. Did you show him yet?”

I shoot a glance at Rick, whose fork is frozen halfway to his mouth.

“Oh, he’s seen it,” I say, pitching my voice an octave lower, more breathy. “He’s looking at it right now.”

Marco’s laughter is rich and dark. “Good. I hope it’s making things… interesting.”

I nod, though Marco can’t see. “You have no idea.” I let the silence hang for a beat, then: “Anyway, thank you for the surprise. You always know how to keep me entertained.”

Marco’s smile is audible. “Only the best for you, princesa. I’ll see you soon?”

“Count on it.”

I hang up, set the phone down, and return to my salad as if nothing has happened.

Rick resumes eating. He never comments on the call. But I notice his fork-hand is trembling, ever so slightly, and his knuckles are white against the steel. The next time he takes a drink, his hand leaves a faint ring of sweat on the base of the glass.

We finish the meal in silence, the only sounds being the scrape of cutlery and the ticking clock. I clear the table, load the dishwasher, and wipe down the counters with brisk, efficient strokes. Rick disappears into the living room, and when I finish cleaning, I find him standing by the mantel, staring at the new photo.

He doesn’t turn when I enter. “It’s a wonderful picture,” he says at last, voice thin but steady.

“It’s honest,” I reply.

He nods. For a moment, I think he might reach for the frame, but he slides his hands into his pockets and walks to the bedroom, head bowed, as if there’s nothing left to discuss.

I stay in the living room for a while, admiring the photo in the low light. The city outside flickers, indifferent and endless.

When I finally go to bed, Rick is already there, lying stiff on his side, eyes fixed on a point in the darkness. I slide in behind him, not quite touching, and let my hand hover just above his shoulder. He doesn’t flinch, but his breathing is faster than normal, a tell I’ve learned to recognize.

I close my eyes and smile, satisfied by the tension, the unanswered question, the chess game only I know the rules to.

Tomorrow, I’ll swap the photo back, or maybe I won’t. Maybe I’ll leave it until Rick admits he cares, or until he stops caring at all.

Either way, the game is on.

#

That night, I wait until Rick is sleep-soft, pliant with fatigue and the dull burn of his evening Scotch. He has retreated to the bedroom after dinner, shedding his clothes in a neat pile on the velvet bench at the foot of the bed. I watch him from the doorway, half in shadow, enjoying the way his body is already braced for disappointment or attack, even in the private dark.

I pad in quietly, barefoot, the silk tie already curled in my hand. He glances up, a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes—a trace of the boy who used to worship me, before the power games calcified into habit.

“Hey,” I murmur, letting the tie dangle like a leash between my fingers.

Rick sits up, alert but not alarmed. He’s never minded my games, though he’s rarely the one to suggest them.

I crawl onto the bed, straddle his lap, and drape the tie over his shoulders. “Close your eyes,” I command, voice as soft and dangerous as a razor strop.

He obeys instantly, lashes fluttering shut, body rigid. I loop the tie behind his head and draw it tight, just enough pressure to flatten his hair against the crown of his skull. The knot lands with precise symmetry over his eyes. His breathing speeds up, nostrils flaring.

“Hands behind your back,” I add.

He hesitates a beat, then complies. The movement thrusts his chest forward, exposing his neck and collarbones. I resist the urge to bite him, though I know he’d welcome it—a mark, proof of intimacy, something I’ve withheld for weeks.

I lean in, lips grazing his ear. “Trust me,” I whisper, letting the words condense on his skin.

He nods, so slightly it’s almost nothing. His cock is already hard, tenting the front of his boxers, desperate for touch.

I slide off his lap, walk to my nightstand, and retrieve the small blue bottle I palmed earlier from my purse. Marco’s cologne—sickly expensive, with base notes of oud and tobacco and the unmistakable top layer of citrus and predation. I uncapped the bottle and dabbed it along my neck, then popped two buttons of my blouse and smeared a slick sheen between my breasts. The last flourish: a thin streak down my belly, stopping just above my navel.

I step closer. The scent hits Rick like a slap—his body recoils, then relaxes, as if confusion and submission are fighting for territory in his bloodstream.

“You smell different,” he says, voice thick.

“Mmm,” I hum, climbing onto the bed again. “Do you like it?”

He swallows hard enough for me to see the bob of his Adam’s apple beneath the tie. “It’s… intense.”

“That’s the point.” I tug at his waistband, freeing his erection. The skin is flushed, sticky at the tip, a bead of pre-cum trembling in the low lamplight. I wrap my fingers around it, slowly and dry, letting him feel the full friction.

He moans, low and involuntarily. I study his face—tensed lips, blind eyes, the faintest glimmer of desperation. It’s beautiful.

I press my mouth to his, biting just enough to draw a gasp, then whisper, “Do you know what I was thinking about while you ate your chicken?”

He shakes his head, but I know he wants me to tell him. He always wants a story.

I lower my mouth to his neck, breathing Marco’s cologne directly into his pores. “I was thinking about Marco,” I purr, letting the name sear the air. “About how he fucked me in the elevator last week. You remember that night, don’t you?”

Rick’s body shudders. His cock jumps in my hand, pulse rapid and erratic.

“He bent me over the handrail,” I continue, my voice a velvet dagger. “Didn’t even bother to take my dress off—just pushed my panties aside and slid right in. God, Rick, he was so hard.” I squeeze Rick’s shaft in perfect time with my words. “So thick. It hurt at first. I loved it.”

His breath is coming faster now, his hips twitching against my grip. I keep the pressure light, barely enough to keep him from bucking off the bed.

“He fucked me until I screamed,” I whisper. “You ever made me scream like that?”

He makes a strangled noise—almost a sob, almost a groan. The sound lights a fuse deep inside me.

I climb up, straddling his hips, letting his cock slide between my slick, barely parted lips. The head brushes my clit and I clench, savoring the way it makes Rick’s entire body stiffen under me.

“You want to know what else?” I lean forward, so my breasts—glistening with Marco’s cologne—brush his face. He inhales, trembling.

“Yes,” he whispers, voice shredded.

“Marco made me cum three times before he even finished.” I grind down slowly, letting his cock part me inch by inch. “He didn’t stop, not once, not even when I begged.”

I ride Rick slow at first, dragging the friction out, making him work for every second of sensation. He tries to thrust upward, but I clamp my thighs around his hips, controlling the pace with a cruel, beautiful precision.

With every stroke, I layer on more detail. “He called me dirty names. Said I was made for him. I liked it, Rick. I wanted him to fill me up, ruin me for anyone else.”

Rick’s hands strain against the small of his back, and I can feel how much he wants to reach out, touch me, hold me, do anything to keep from drowning in the story I’m building around him.

I lean down and drag my tongue along his jaw, then up the side of his face, leaving a slick trail of cologne and spit.

“I can still taste him,” I hiss, letting the words vibrate against his skin. “Want to taste?”

He whimpers. I take that as a yes.

I pull back just enough to reach my fingers between my legs, gather the mix of my wetness and Rick’s pre-cum, and press them to his lips. He parts them willingly, sucking the slick mess off my fingers, desperate and grateful.

I fuck him harder now, the bed creaking, the headboard ramming the wall in rhythm. Every time his cock fills me, I imagine Marco instead—bigger, rougher, more savage. I say his name, over and over, until Rick is groaning it along with me.

When I feel myself peaking, I slow down, grinding in little circles on Rick’s lap, just enough friction to torture both of us.

“You want to cum?” I ask, biting his earlobe.

“God, yes,” he gasps.

“Beg me.”

He hesitates, pride warring with need. But I wait, motionless, until he breaks.

“Please,” he whispers, barely audible through the tie. “Please let me.”

I smile, then arch my back, riding him in hard, violent thrusts. “Cum for me, Rick. Pretend you’re Marco. Pretend you’re the one who makes me scream.”

He lasts maybe ten seconds before he’s pulsing inside me, heat flooding, muscles seizing. I squeeze down on him, milking every drop, then collapse forward, pinning him to the bed with my weight.

I keep moving, even after he’s finished, using his softening cock to chase my orgasm. I let it build slowly, then spike—once, twice, three times—grinding down until the ache is almost unbearable.

Finally, I roll off, breathless and damp, the air between us thick with the scent of sweat and cologne and something darker.

I untied the silk from his eyes. He blinks, disoriented, then looks at me with something like awe, or maybe terror. His face is flushed, streaked with tears he doesn’t remember shedding.

I smile and run my fingers through his hair, gentle now. “Good boy,” I say, the words soft but sharp.

He collapses back on the pillow, spent.

I watch him drift, every muscle slack, and think about Marco’s hands on my hips, Marco’s voice in my ear, Marco’s cologne still staining my skin.

I don’t know who I want more, but for now, it doesn’t matter. I have both, and that’s enough.

#

The room is dark except for the faint orange glow from the city and the digital clock’s red numerals, which blink at me like a warning. Rick is passed out beside me, slack-mouthed, one hand flung over his head in a posture of total defeat. His breathing is shallow and uneven; I wonder if he’s dreaming about Marco, or about me, or about some unknowable permutation of the two.

I reach for my phone, scroll through the most recent thread with Marco, and type: Tomorrow night. I want you to fuck me with him in the room. Considering the tone, I pause and add: Wear that suit I like. Don’t be gentle.

Marco replies almost instantly: Wasn’t planning on it.

I set the phone down on the mattress, watching the screen fade to black. My body still throbs with aftershocks, every nerve ending tuned to the possibility of more. I run my finger along Rick’s bare chest, tracing slow, idle circles around his nipple. He twitches, just slightly, and murmurs something I can’t quite decipher — my name, or Marco’s, or a combination.

I wait a few minutes, let the silence settle, then say almost to the room itself, or maybe to the ceiling, “Marco’s coming over tomorrow night.”

The words hang there, radioactive, until Rick stirs. He turns toward me, eyes blinking open, but I can tell he heard. His face is unreadable, but I know him well enough to map the micro-expressions: the clench of the jaw, the way his right eyebrow jumps, the momentary hardening of his mouth before it softens in surrender.

He waits a long time, then says, “What time should I be home?”

I pretend to think about it, drawing out the suspense like a violin string. “Eight.”

Rick nods once, then rolls onto his back. He doesn’t speak again. I wonder if he’s rehearsing what will happen, if he’ll try to talk me out of it in the morning, or if he’s already made peace with being a spectator.

Eventually his breathing slows, and he drifts off, into the sleep of the condemned. My mind churns with logistics as I stay awake. I plan the choreography—how I’ll dress, how I’ll seat Rick, what music to play. I picture Marco’s face, the predatory gleam in his eye, the way he’ll look at me and then at Rick, savoring the complete and total possession.

I think about how I’ll make Rick watch. How I’ll keep him aroused, never quite letting him touch, drawing out his humiliation until it crosses over into something else—worship, maybe, or devotion, or a need so deep and basic it eclipses everything else.

Perched on Marco’s lap, facing Rick, I imagine staring him dead in the eye as I ride Marco hard, my hands tangled in Marco’s hair, my lips forming Rick’s name just before I come. I want to see what happens to Rick then, what new shape his shame will take. I want to see if he breaks, or if he bends further, twisted into a beautiful new geometry.

I slide my hand between my legs, slick and sore, and circle my clit with the same slow, relentless pressure I’ll use on Marco tomorrow. I don’t try to be quiet; I want Rick to hear. He needs to know my mind, the name I repeat as I climax.

When I’m finished, I wipe my hand on the bedsheet and spoon in behind Rick, pressing my breasts against his back. I bury my nose in his shoulder and inhale deeply—the faint trace of Marco’s cologne still clings to my skin.

I close my eyes and smile into the dark, counting down the hours until tomorrow, already savoring the game before it begins.


Chapter 3

My day is spent preparing slowly and meticulously: exfoliate, shave, and retouch my roots with “brunette ambition.” I don’t eat lunch. Hunger is an asset.

Rick is home by 5:30, flinching at every sound. He’s wearing his least-wrinkled polo and jeans, as if he’s auditioning for “husband most likely to be forgotten at a restaurant.” He doesn’t mention Marco, but he’s so nervous it’s like he’s made of carbonated water—tiny, invisible bubbles surfacing every time he blinks.

We don’t speak until after dinner, which is takeout. I eat with my hands, licking the sauce from my fingers and watching him cannot look away. When the doorbell rings at exactly 8:00, Rick nearly drops his chopsticks.

I let Rick answer. He opens the door as if he’s bracing for an exorcism. Marco doesn’t bother with pleasantries—he walks in with a wolf’s confidence, wearing a slim suit, no tie, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the expensive layering of cologne and chest hair.

I lean against the kitchen island, arms folded and watch the collision. Marco and Rick shake hands. It’s less a greeting than a silent calibration: who can crush whom first. Marco lets Rick have the moment, then moves past him, gaze on me, heat turned up to eleven.

Marco’s mouth is on mine before the front door even clicks shut. He grips the back of my neck, tongue aggressive, the kiss that would be considered legal tender in some countries. Rick stands in the entryway, frozen, unsure whether to intervene or vanish.

I let Marco devour me until my lips go numb, then break away with a soft gasp. “We’re in the living room,” I say, and tug Marco by the lapel, leading him past Rick.

Rick follows. His walk is stilted, a little bow-legged from the half-erection straining his khakis. He sits in the middle of the couch, trying to look casual. Marco surveys the room and immediately takes Rick’s favorite armchair, sprawling into it and spreading his knees apart until the pants fabric strains across his thighs.

I perch on Marco’s lap, ass perfectly balanced on the edge of his right knee, just so my skirt rides up enough to show the tops of my stockings. I can feel Rick’s stare burning a hole in the hem.

Marco runs his hands along my calves, then up to my thighs, fingers splayed wide. “You dressed up for me,” he says.

“Obviously,” I reply. “I like to put on a show.”

He grins and glances at Rick. “You going to enjoy the show, man?”

Rick clears his throat, an ancient, vestigial sign of protest. “That’s—yeah. I mean. I don’t know.”

Marco laughs, big and real, then slides his hand under my skirt and pushes it up to my hips. He finds the waistband of my thong, then snaps it against my skin. I don’t flinch. “Take it off,” he says.

I stand, hook my thumbs into the thong, and step out of it in one practiced move. The cool apartment air hits, goosebumps rising in perfect little rows up my thighs. I drape the thong over Rick’s knee. “Hold this for me,” I say.

Rick obeys, not meeting my eyes.

Marco unbuttons my blouse, slow and deliberate, as if unwrapping a bomb. He doesn’t rush; each button is a checkpoint. He parts the fabric and lets it hang off my shoulders, then cups my breasts through the mesh bra. His hands are hot, calloused, twice the size of mine. I arch into the touch, making sure Rick is watching.

I turn to Rick, who is death-gripping my thong. “You okay?”

He nods, lips pinched.

“Good,” I say. “I want you to see this.” I slide off Marco’s lap and sit sideways on the arm of the chair, legs open, knees apart. Marco kneels in front of me, unzipping his own jacket, and buries his face between my thighs.

He starts slow: a single tongue stroke, tip to clit, like painting a line with a tiny wet brush. Then he ramps up, alternating pressure, lips and tongue and the stubble of his jaw scraping just enough to tease but not overwhelm. I tilt my head back, fighting the urge to close my eyes, because I want to see Rick’s face when Marco makes me come.

Rick stares, breathing shallow. His knuckles are bone-white against the black lace, and I imagine he’ll snap the waistband in two before the night’s over.

Marco grips my thighs hard and presses me open wider. “God, you taste better every time,” he mutters, voice vibrating against me. He sucks my clit, slow and deep, and I moan—loud enough that Rick startles. Marco’s hand slides up, fingers searching and finding the wetness inside me, and he pushes two, then three in at once.

I ride his hand, grinding down, my skirt bunched around my waist like a flag. I keep my eyes on Rick, and every time he looks away, I call him back with a sharp “Watch.”

He watches. He has no choice. His chest is rising and falling, sweat beading on his brow. There’s a wet spot blooming on his pants, small but obvious.

Marco brings me close, then backs off, then close again. He’s toying with me, and I love it. I grab his hair and hold his face against me, shuddering as the orgasm builds. I don’t hide the sounds; I let every gasp and moan echo around the apartment, a chorus of proof.

When I come, it’s hard and fast, an electric shock through my thighs. Marco holds on, never letting up, lapping up every drop. I squeeze his head between my knees, riding the aftershocks, until my breath comes back in broken pieces.

I push Marco away, laughing, then look straight at Rick. “Did you like that?” I ask.

He nods, face bright red.

Marco stands, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and winks at me. “Round two?” he asks.

“Not here,” I say. “Bedroom. Now.”

Rick looks up, startled. “What about—”

I cut him off: “You’ll wait for us. Go.”

He stands, totters slightly, and obeys. He doesn’t look back as he walks down the hallway, my thong still clutched in his fist.

When he’s gone, Marco pulls me close and kisses me again, harder this time, his hands on my bare ass. He lifts me, one motion, and I wrap my legs around his waist.

“He’s loving this,” Marco whispers, teeth grazing my earlobe.

“I know,” I say. “But not as much as I am.”

Marco carries me to the bedroom, the two of us leaving a trail of heat behind. I don’t care if the entire building hears us. In fact, I hope they do.

The bedroom is exactly as I left it: sheets crisp, lamps set to a dim, honeyed glow, no personal clutter to break the spell. Rick stands at the foot of the bed, clutching my thong in both hands like a talisman, eyes already glazed with fear and need.

I go to the closet, retrieve the silk restraints, and toss them to Rick. “Put your wrists through,” I say, and he obeys, threading his arms through the loops. His hands tremble, but his jaw is locked—he wants this, or at least he wants to prove he wants it.

Marco watches from the doorway, hungry. He doesn’t move to help; this is my choreography, my scene, and he’s content to wait until he’s cued.

I cinch the restraints tight, winding the ends around the bedposts. The knots are perfect—military tight, but with enough play to allow for squirming. I pull hard enough that Rick’s skin flares pink at the edges, then test the setup by yanking once, twice, until he grunts.

“Too tight?” I ask.

He shakes his head, breathing fast.

“Good.” I climb onto the bed and straddle Rick’s lap. His cock is straining, pressed up against the front of his jeans. I grind down, just a little, then lean forward so my hair fans across his chest.

“Last chance,” I murmur, lips against his ear. “If you want to stop, you just say so. But if you do, this will never, ever happen again.”

He closes his eyes, swallows, then opens them. “I want it,” he says, voice raw. “Please.”

I bite his earlobe hard enough to draw a gasp. “Good boy.”

I slip off him, turn to Marco. “You can come in now.”

Marco enters, carrying my blouse from earlier. He’s wiped his mouth with it, a streak of lipstick and saliva staining the cuff. He walks to the edge of the bed, looks down at Rick, and lets the blouse drop onto Rick’s chest like a flag of conquest.

Marco climbs onto the bed behind me. He unzips his pants, takes out his cock—already hard, thick, veined like an anatomical model—and smacks it against my ass, a heavy, wet sound. I glance back, grin at him, then settle onto all fours, head level with Rick’s face.

I grab Rick by the chin, turning his head so he’s forced to look at me. “Watch,” I say. “That’s the whole point.”

He nods, face bright red, then flicks his gaze to Marco.

Marco lines up behind me, palms on my hips. He leans in, lips brushing the back of my neck. “You want it rough?” he asks.

I laugh. “What do you think?”

He answers by spanking me hard; the crack echoing off the walls. He hits me again, and again, until my ass is hot and tingling and the marks are already rising red and lovely.

I push back against him, desperate for friction. He teases the head of his cock against my slit, then pushes in all at once, filling me so fast I gasp. He fucks me in long, brutal strokes, slamming my hips forward with every thrust. The bed rattles, the headboard thuds against the wall in perfect rhythm.

I keep my eyes locked on Rick. He’s panting, lips parted, eyes wide with shock and something darker. I know what he’s thinking: Marco is bigger, Marco is better, Marco is the alpha, and he’s the specimen. He’s right, and I want him to see it.

Marco grabs my hair, pulls my head back, and fucks me even harder. I moan, loud and unfiltered, making sure Rick hears every note. The room smells of sweat and sex and the ozone of surrender.

When Marco pauses, he slides out, circles around to the front of the bed. He stands over Rick, cock glistening, and looks at me.

“On your knees,” he says.

I obey, kneeling between Rick’s arms, face level with Marco’s cock. He brushes the tip against my lips, smearing pre-cum across my mouth. I open wide and take him in, deep, until he hits the back of my throat. I gag a little, let saliva drip onto the sheets, then pull back and lick him clean.

Rick is inches away, helpless, forced to watch me worship another man. I want to break him, just a little.

I glance at Rick, then take Marco’s cock in both hands and stroke him, slow and deliberate. “You see this?” I ask Rick. “This is what you’re missing.”

He groans, shifting against the restraints, desperate for any friction.

I take Marco in again, this time slower, savoring the stretch of my lips around his thickness. I fuck him with my mouth, using my tongue and teeth and spit until he’s trembling. Marco grabs the back of my head and holds me in place, thrusting gently, then harder.

I let him use me until my jaw aches, then pull off with a wet pop. I turn back to Rick, crawl up his body, and plant a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss on his lips. He tastes Marco, and I feel his cock jump against my thigh.

I straddle Rick’s chest, pinning his wrists down even tighter. “Are you learning something?” I ask.

He nods, eyes glassy. “Yes.”

“Good,” I say, and climb off him.

I motion to Marco, who takes position behind me again. He fucks me even harder this time, grabbing my hips, using me like a toy. I brace myself against the headboard, ride every thrust, and let the sensations build to a fever pitch.

When I’m close, I reach down and finger my clit, fast and ruthless. Marco senses it, changes his angle, slams into me with brutal precision. The orgasm hits like a car crash—I see stars, scream his name, dig my nails into the mattress.

Marco pulls out just before he comes, spraying hot across my lower back and ass. He wipes it off with my blouse, then tosses it back onto Rick’s face.

I collapse onto the bed, panting, limbs shaking.

I look at Rick. He’s crying, silent tears streaking his cheeks, but his cock is harder than I’ve ever seen it. The humiliation has broken him open in the most beautiful way.

I crawl back to him, lick a stripe of Marco’s come from his chest, and kiss him deep. “You’re mine,” I whisper.

He nods, the words caught in his throat.

“Now,” I say, “you get to watch some more.”

Marco is already hard again. I get on all fours, position myself at the end of the bed so Rick has a perfect view, and let Marco fuck me until I can’t feel my legs.

This is what it means to win.

My thighs burn, but I don’t let up. Marco fucks me from behind, so hard I’m half-sure he’ll leave fingerprints in my hips, but I’m already thinking about the encore—the part where I climb on top, take control, and remind both men exactly who owns whom.

When Marco’s finally spent, he pulls out, breathing hard. His cock is still slick with my come, and I can feel the heat of him dripping down my thighs. I let the sensation linger, let the stickiness and ache and rawness of it pool between my legs and in my mind.

Rick is still tied to the bedposts, eyes wide, his face a mess of snot and tears and lust. His cock is red, angry, pulsing in his jeans. He’s so close to the edge he looks deranged.

Untying his left wrist, I keep the other bound. I want him half-free, half-captive—helpless but complicit. I straddle Marco’s lap, facing Rick, and angle my hips so that the swollen, gaping wetness between my legs is front and center in Rick’s field of vision.

Marco takes my waist in both hands and lifts me, then slams me down onto his cock. The impact knocks the breath out of me. I rock on him, up and down, fast and ruthless, each thrust punctuated by a wet slap and a ripple of heat through my core. I want Rick to see everything, so I keep my eyes locked on his.

“Do you see what he does to me?” I pant, grinding down onto Marco. “Do you see how deep he gets?”

Rick nods, tears leaking down his cheeks. He reaches for me with his free hand, desperate for contact, but I slap it away.

“Just watch,” I say. “That’s your job. You’re the audience, baby.”

Marco picks up the pace, bouncing me on his cock so hard I see white at the edges of my vision. The sensation is brutal—each thrust stretches me past comfort, scraping every nerve raw. The squish of wetness is obscene, echoing off the bedroom walls, mixing with the ragged sounds of our breathing.

I start to come, legs shaking, body clenching around Marco’s cock. I feel myself gush, a tidal wave of slickness soaking the mattress and running in hot, humiliating rivers down my thighs.

Marco laughs. “She’s never done that for you, has she?” he says, voice rough with triumph.

Rick shakes his head, silent.

“Didn’t think so,” Marco grins, then slaps my ass so hard I yelp.

I ride the aftershocks, hips circling, milking every ounce of sensation from Marco’s cock. He holds on tight, fingers digging deep, and I know he’s close again.

“Fuck,” Marco groans. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

“Do it,” I moan, “fill me up, make him watch.”

Marco grits his teeth, slams up into me, and erupts, hips jerking. I can feel the hot pulse of his cum inside me, pooling, leaking out around his cock with every twitch. I keep moving, grinding down, letting him empty himself completely.

When he’s done, I collapse forward onto his chest, panting, then glance up at Rick.

He’s sobbing now, cock still untouched, his face twisted in agony and envy.

I crawl off Marco, get on all fours, and beckon Rick closer.

“Unzip,” I command.

He fumbles at the fly, hands shaking, but pulls his cock free. It’s dripping, desperate, the head swollen and angry.

I crawl onto the bed, take Rick’s cock in my hand, and stroke him slow. “You want to cum?” I ask, voice a low whisper.

He whimpers, “Yes, please, please—”

“Not yet,” I say, and drop my mouth to his cock, tongue swirling around the head. I taste the salt of his pre-cum, the bitterness of desperation. I suck him deep, letting the pressure build, then pull back just before he can finish.

He groans, hips bucking, eyes begging.

Marco slides up behind me, pushes my head down, and re-enters me, cock still half-hard but growing with every thrust. He fucks me while I suck Rick, the sensation a perfect, brutal symmetry—two men, one goal, my body the battlefield.

I take Rick deeper, throat raw, nose buried in his pubic hair. I want him to know what it’s like to be used, to be the toy.

When Marco is fully hard again, he fucks me with short, savage thrusts, and I can feel the friction inside, the overstimulation sending me to a new plateau.

Rick is close, so close, his body stiff as a bowstring.

I look up at him, mouth full of cock, and lock eyes.

“You want to cum?” I say, letting his cock slide from my lips.

He nods, frantic.

“Ask Marco,” I say, looking over my shoulder. “He’s the one in charge.”

Rick looks at Marco, tears streaming. “Please—please let me cum.”

Marco grins, slaps my ass. “Give it to him.”

I take Rick in again, stroking, licking, sucking until he can’t hold back. He explodes in my mouth, the taste thick and familiar. I swallow every drop, then pull off and wipe my lips with the back of my hand.

I keep sucking gently, milking the last spasms from him.

Behind me, Marco finishes a second time, filling me until it spills out and runs in warm rivulets down my legs.

I collapse onto the bed, spent, body trembling.

Marco lies back, arms folded behind his head, cock still slick and glistening.

Rick is crying, but the sound is different now—more relief than pain.

I crawl up next to him, untie his other wrist, and pull him into my arms. He curls against me, small and pliant.

I kiss his forehead, then turn to Marco.

“You satisfied?” I ask, voice a mix of challenge and pride.

Marco nods, smiling.

“Good,” I say. “Because we’re not done yet.”

And we aren’t. Not by a long shot.

I am the queen, and this is my board, and I will play until every piece is conquered.

I let the three of us lie there, tangled and ruined, sweat and semen and tears soaking into the sheets. I savor it—the mess, the shame, the victory.

I have never been happier.


Chapter 4

Our living room at night is a gallery of consequences. Charcoal-gray walls hung with frames—photos of Rick and me smiling under conference center chandeliers, photos of Marco and me with city skylines blurred into neon, and now, nestled between them, a new set: the three of us, bodies pressed close in a tequila-fogged rooftop bar, Marco’s lips on my neck, Rick’s hand holding mine, everyone’s eyes daring the camera. I curated the wall myself, arranging the frames so they drew the eye from right to left and back again, a stuttering palindrome of intention and accident.

It’s just after ten. The apartment smells like a man’s locker room, but more expensive. Rick’s aftershave clings to the fabric of the couch; Marco’s cologne seeps out of the last button of my dress, which I’ve left deliberately undone. There’s a half-glass of red on the coffee table and a coaster—Rick’s obsession—under every cup, every glass, every candle. My bare feet print faint arcs on the hardwood as I pace from window to mantel to bar cart and back.

Rick is on the couch, blue light from his phone washing his face in ghostly hues. He’s not reading anything, just scrolling through a fake, infinite feed of headlines and stock charts. He hasn’t spoken for ten minutes. I know better than to ask what’s wrong. I also know from the pulse in his temple and the way his eyes keep darting to the door that he’s waiting for Marco.

I’m wearing the mesh again—original cut, more daring, a lattice that frames my breasts and hips like stained glass. Over it, an ivory silk robe, barely belted. I want to look ceremonial, almost bridal. When I move, the fabric parts and flashes bare skin, a coin toss of what Rick or Marco might glimpse first.

The intercom buzzes. Marco, right on time, as always. I press the button.

“Come up,” I say, voice honeyed but neutral.

“Looking forward to it,” Marco replies, a tease so casual it’s already undressing me.

Rick sets down his phone and straightens his spine. The effect is immediate—he looks taller, older, predatory. I watch him, trying to map this new geometry. Something shifted in him since last week. The passivity is gone. He’s a participant now, not just in the audience. The thought makes my pulse stutter.

Marco’s footsteps are audible through the hallway, echoing off concrete and steel. I unlock the door and wait, shoulder braced in the jamb, robe parted just enough to hint at what’s underneath. When Marco enters, he fills the doorway like a cathedral: black shirt open at the throat, sport jacket slung over one shoulder, face split in that arrogant, disarming grin.

He drops the jacket on the entry table and leans in. He kisses me without hesitation, no preamble, just the hard crush of lips and tongue and teeth. My mouth opens for him, already wet. He tastes mint and the faintest aftershock of a cigarette.

I let the kiss linger until my knees shake, then pull back, breathless. “You’re late,” I whisper.

“Am I?” he murmurs, biting my earlobe. “Better make it up to you.”

I slide my hand down the line of his chest, feeling the tension wound tight in the muscle, then lead him into the living room. Rick is there, perched at the edge of the couch, but for once he doesn’t look away. His eyes lock on Marco, then me, then the space between us.

The silence is thick enough to slice.

Marco ignores the tension and sprawls onto the loveseat, legs wide, arms resting on the back like he owns the place. He glances at Rick, then at me, then crooks a finger.

“Come here,” he says.

I look to Rick first. He holds my gaze, and in a voice that surprises me—steady, deep, unyielding—says, “You should go to him.”

The words hit me like a command. I cross to Marco, the silk robe whispering along my skin, and straddle his lap. He slides his hands under the fabric, palms flat against the small of my back, then up, tracing the mesh with his thumbs.

“You dressed up,” Marco says, his voice vibrating through my sternum.

“I wanted to impress,” I reply, louder than I meant to. I am aware of Rick watching, aware of the heat building between my thighs, the wetness already soaking the mesh.

Marco’s lips find my collarbone. He nips, then licks, then sucks a bruise into the soft skin above my heart. I moan, and the sound seems to echo around the room. Rick is still silent, but I can feel his eyes on me, tracing every movement, every gasp.

I grind down on Marco, feeling the hard bulge in his pants. He slides a hand between my legs, fingers parting the mesh, and brushes my clit in slow, precise circles. I shudder, gripping his shoulders for balance.

“You want him to watch?” Marco asks, voice just loud enough for Rick to hear.

“I want him to see everything,” I reply.

I glance at Rick. He’s staring openly now, one hand folded over his knee, the other curled into a fist on the armrest.

Marco’s hand moves lower, two fingers slipping inside me. I gasp, arching my back. “God, you’re wet,” he whispers, more to himself than to me.

I ride his fingers, hips bucking in little involuntary bursts. My eyes never leave Rick. I want him to see what Marco can do to me, what he’s always done, but more than that, I want him to know I want this, I orchestrated it.

When I’m close, I slow myself, clenching around Marco’s hand. I turn to Rick. “Are you going to just sit there?” I ask, a challenge.

Rick stands. His movements are measured. He crosses the room and sits beside us on the loveseat, so close our thighs touch. He looks at me, then Marco, then back to me.

“Kiss him,” Rick says, the words landing between us like an order.

I do. Kissing Marco, I bite his lower lip hard until he groans. I feel Rick’s hand on my thigh, squeezing, then sliding higher. He finds the spot where Marco’s fingers are working me and presses down, trapping Marco’s hand inside me. The double pressure makes me whimper.

“Kiss me,” Rick says.

I turn and kiss him, lips still wet from Marco. Rick’s tongue pushes into my mouth, urgent and hungry. I taste the salt of jealousy, the copper of blood from where I bit Marco. I wonder if Rick can taste Marco, too.

Marco uses the distraction to slip his hand free and pull my robe off my shoulders. It slides to the floor, leaving me naked except for the mesh. I feel the cold air raise goosebumps along my skin, then the heat of both their eyes as they drink me in.

Rick pulls me off Marco’s lap and onto his own, maneuvering me so I’m facing Marco, straddling Rick’s thighs. Rick’s cock is already hard, pressing through his pants. He slides a finger along my slit, gathering wetness, then lifts it to my mouth.

“Suck,” he says.

I do, tasting myself and the trace of Marco. Rick watches, his pupils blown wide, then kisses me again, sharing the taste.

Marco stands and unzips his pants, cock springing free. He strokes himself slowly, watching us.

Rick leans back, hands on my hips. “Get on your knees,” he says, voice low.

I slide off his lap and kneel on the carpet, between his legs. I unbuckle his belt, then free his cock. It’s thick, flushed, leaking already. I take him in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head, then down the shaft. Rick groans, a deep sound that vibrates through my lips.

Behind me, Marco kneels, spreading my knees wider. He slides his cock between my thighs, rubbing the head against my clit. I moan around Rick, the sensation electric.

Marco leans forward and whispers in my ear, “You like this, don’t you? Being used by both of us.”

I nod, unable to speak.

Marco pushes into me, slow at first, then harder. I choke on Rick’s cock, tears springing to my eyes, but I don’t stop. I want to be the conduit between them, the channel for all their tension and need.

Rick grabs my hair and guides my head, matching Marco’s thrusts. The rhythm is relentless, perfect, a metronome of sensation. I lose myself in it, the sense of being filled, being seen, being wanted by both men at once.

When I feel myself start to come, I pull off Rick’s cock and gasp, “I’m going to—”

“Do it,” Rick says. “Let him feel it.”

Marco slams into me, deep, and I come hard, collapsing forward onto Rick’s lap. Marco holds me there, still moving, drawing out every spasm, every tremor. When he’s close, he pulls out and strokes himself, finishing in hot, wet bursts across my ass and lower back.

Rick strokes my hair, then lifts me up, cradling me against his chest. “Good girl,” he murmurs, kissing my forehead.

I melt into him, shivering.

Marco stands, breathing hard. “Fuck, that was—” He can’t finish the sentence, just laughs, spent.

I look up at Rick. There’s a wildness in his eyes, something new. He smiles, a genuine smile, and kisses me again.

We collapse together on the couch, bodies tangled, breaths mingling.

The city outside blinks on and off, indifferent.

I glance at the wall of photos, the trinity of images. I wonder how long it will take before the world catches up with us, before we run out of frames.

But for now, I am the axis of their attention, the center of our little universe.

And I have never felt more complete.

It’s only a few steps down the hall, but the distance from living room to bedroom feels like crossing a border—one that’s marked not by locks or boundaries, but by the promise of something irreversible.

The bedroom is a study in moonlit contrasts. Our sheets are black silk, bought during a blackout sale as a joke, but now they drape the bed in a liquid shimmer. Above the headboard, I’ve stacked a collage of Polaroids: me, Rick, and Marco, in every combination of smiles, scowls, and silent glances. There’s a shadow of us on every wall, and in the dim light, it’s hard to say which version is the real one.

Rick sits on the edge of the bed, hands braced on his knees, eyes tracking my every move. Marco follows behind, less a wolf now than an eager conspirator, the tension in his shoulders barely tamed.

I pause at the doorway, robe shrugged off and mesh still clinging to me in tatters. I want to make them both wait—just a second—but Rick’s voice cuts through.

“Come here.”

He’s not asking, and I love it. I walk to him, hips swaying, and stand between his knees. He runs his hands up my thighs, fingers digging into the flesh, then pulls me down onto his lap. I feel the heat of his cock, hard against my ass, and the way his breath catches as he buries his face between my breasts.

Behind me, Marco strips off his shirt and crawls onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He plants a kiss at the base of my spine, then another, each one higher, a trail of wet heat my back.

Rick bites my nipple through the mesh, then releases me and spins me so I’m facing the bed. “On your hands and knees,” he says, voice low.

I obey, crawling onto the sheets, the silk cool against my palms. Marco kneels at the foot of the bed, and I feel his hands parting my knees, then his mouth on me—hungry, urgent, as if he’s been starved for days.

He licks me with long, desperate strokes, his stubble scraping my thighs, his tongue flicking my clit until I’m shivering. I push back against his face, moaning; the sound muffled by the pillow. I glance over my shoulder and see Rick watching, stroking himself, his eyes never leaving the spot where Marco’s head is buried between my legs.

“Don’t stop,” I gasp.

Marco grunts, the vibration sending another jolt through me. He slides a finger inside, then another, curling them in perfect sync with his tongue. My orgasm creeps up my spine, but I hold back, gritting my teeth. I want more. I want everything.

Rick climbs onto the bed behind me, positioning himself so his cock brushes my entrance. He lines up, pauses, then pushes in, slow and deliberate. The stretch is perfect, filling, almost too much after Marco’s tongue. I cry out, half in pleasure, half in shock.

He fucks me in slow, deep thrusts, each one pushing me closer to Marco’s mouth. Marco doesn’t let up—he laps at my clit in time with Rick’s rhythm, the dual sensations converging until my whole body is a tuning fork of want.

I look back and catch Rick’s eyes. “Kiss him,” I say, voice shaking.

He hesitates, but only for a second. He leans forward, bracing one hand on my lower back, and kisses Marco over my shoulder—lips meeting, then mouths opening, the taste of me passed between them. The sight is almost too much. I buck against Rick, then Marco, desperate for more.

Marco pulls away, face wet with spit and slick. “You want both of us?” he asks, voice raw.

I nod, unable to speak.

Rick withdraws, leaving me empty for a split second, then rolls me onto my back. Marco grabs the lube from the nightstand—it was there before I even asked, because of course it was—and coats his cock with a slow, deliberate stroke.

Rick props me up on a pillow, lifts my legs, and enters me again. Marco moves behind, parting my ass with slick fingers, working one in, then two, prepping me with care but no mercy.

“Ready?” Marco asks.

I looked him dead in the eye. “Do it.”

He lines up, presses the head of his cock against my asshole, and pushes in. The first inch is agony and bliss, my body fighting and yielding at once. Rick holds my gaze, murmurs, “Breathe,” and I do, exhaling slow as Marco slides deeper.

The sensation is overwhelming, both cocks moving in tandem, stretching me, filling me, every nerve ending screaming. I claw at the sheets, at Rick’s arms, at anything to keep from floating away.

They fuck me together, moving in perfect sync, one in, the other out, then both in at once. The friction, the fullness, the helplessness—it’s everything I ever wanted and more.

Marco leans forward, kissing my shoulder, then my neck. Rick kisses my lips hard, devouring. The triangle is complete, each of us feeding off the other, no one in control but everyone lost.

I come first, a tidal wave of sensation that blanks my mind. I scream, the sound raw and broken, and feel both of them stiffen in response. Rick goes next, his cock pulsing inside me, hips jerking. Marco follows, emptying himself deep, his groan muffled by the sheets.

We collapse in a heap, bodies tangled, sweat and come pooling on the silk.

For a long moment, there’s only the sound of breathing, the three of us soaking in the afterglow.

Then Marco laughs, a low, satisfied sound. “We should do this every night,” he says.

Rick smiles, brushes a strand of hair from my face. “Maybe we will.”

I close my eyes and let their words settle over me, a new kind of belonging.

For the first time in years, I feel whole.

#

The light that wakes me is blue, then gold, then blue again. It comes in through the east-facing window, crosshatched with the pattern of our old apartment blinds, and falls in loose, lazy bars across the foot of the bed. I blink, open one eye, and see a tangle of limbs—my thigh across Marco’s hip, Rick’s forearm draped over my waist, Marco’s toes burrowed into the small of Rick’s back.

The sheet is a disaster. Damp, streaked with sweat and slick, they’re knotted around our ankles in a way that feels vaguely nautical, like we’re all lashed together on a life raft. I shift, trying to free my foot, and Rick’s arm tightens. He’s half-awake, eyes still shut, mouth slack and innocent in a way that makes me want to bite his lip until it bruises.

Marco is dead to the world, face pressed into the pillow, snoring with a shameless rhythm that would have annoyed me once. Now I find it comforting, a baseline to the morning’s hush. He smells like sex and victory, with the faintest undertone of cigarettes, and I nestle closer just to inhale.

I let my eyes drift to the wall, to the patchwork of photos above the headboard. In the new light, the images glow—me and Rick at our wedding, me and Marco on the roof, all three of us at that awful karaoke bar where Marco dared Rick to sing, and he actually did, voice breaking but face radiant. The collage is less a record of events and more an evidence board for a very specific kind of crime.

Rick stirs, turns his head, and meets my gaze. There’s no fear in his eyes now, only a kind of awe—like he can’t believe what he’s a part of, or maybe that he survived the night at all.

He speaks first, voice a rasp: “You okay?”

I smile, stretch my arms above my head. “Never better.”

There’s a silence, the comfortable kind. He traces a finger along my arm, then down, stopping just shy of my wrist. “I used to think this was a nightmare,” he says. “The idea of you and Marco. I’d picture it and feel sick.”

I nod, knowing the feeling.

“But last night—” He stops, searching for the words. “I wanted it. I mean, I really wanted it. All of it. You. Him. The whole fucked-up picture.”

I roll to my side, bringing my face level with his. “That’s not fucked up. That’s us.”

He grins, and it’s a genuine grin, not the old practiced one. “I was scared,” he admits, voice barely above a whisper.

I run a finger through the sweat-damp hair at his temple. “What scared you?”

He closes his eyes. “I thought you’d leave. For him. Or for someone else. I thought if I let myself want this, it would ruin everything.”

I press a kiss to his forehead, slow and lingering. “You ruined nothing, Rick.”

He opens his eyes, blue and clear. “Promise?”

“I promise,” I say, and mean it.

From behind, Marco grunts and flops an arm across both of us, eyes still shut. “You two are loud,” he mutters, but there’s a smile tugging at his lips.

I reach back and tangle my fingers in his. For a while, we just lie there, listening to the city spool up outside the window—garbage trucks, distant car horns, the buzz of life restarting.

Rick’s hand finds my hip. He leans in and kisses me, slowly, then softer. When he pulls away, I see the glint of tears in his eyes. Not sadness—just relief, maybe.

“Thank you,” he says.

“For what?” I ask.

“For letting me be the one to give you this. For not leaving.”

I laugh brightly and sharply. “I’m not leaving, Rick. Neither is Marco. We’re all right here.”

I close my eyes and let the warmth of the morning seep in, let the ache in my body remind me of every hour, every movement, every moment we shared. I memorize the way the sun cuts through the blinds, the weight of Marco’s arm, the way Rick’s chest rises and falls against my back.

The gallery on the wall gleams in the light. Every photo a fragment, a proof, a memory waiting to be made again.

I lie there, perfectly still, and listen to the sound of us becoming something new.
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