

THE EXECUTIVE WIFE

BOOK 3 OF 10

THE PRIVATE CLUB

An Elite Couples-Swap, Voyeurism & Luxury Hotwife Erotic Romance

OLIVIA CROSS


The Private Club: An Elite Couples-Swap, Voyeurism & Luxury Hotwife Erotic Romance

Copyright © 2026 Olivia Cross

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form without written permission from the copyright holder, except for brief quotations used in reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, and events are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

ADULT CONTENT NOTICE

This work of fiction is intended only for readers eighteen years of age or older. All characters are adults. Every intimate encounter is consensual and takes place within boundaries freely chosen by the characters.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

The Executive Wife is a continuous ten-book series. The novels are designed to be read in order and follow the evolving marriage of Victoria and Nathan Sterling.


CONTENTS

Chapter One  •  The Black Cards

Chapter Two  •  The Masks

Chapter Three  •  The Address

Chapter Four  •  The Circle

Chapter Five  •  The First Room

Chapter Six  •  The Beaumonts

Chapter Seven  •  The Gallery

Chapter Eight  •  The Invitation

Chapter Nine  •  The Red Room

Chapter Ten  •  The Exchange

Chapter Eleven  •  What We Did

Chapter Twelve  •  The Quiet Lounge

Chapter Thirteen  •  The Floor Below

Chapter Fourteen  •  The Performance

Chapter Fifteen  •  The Yacht

Chapter Sixteen  •  The Vote

Chapter Seventeen  •  The Bath

Chapter Eighteen  •  The Exit

Chapter Nineteen  •  The Garage

Chapter Twenty  •  The Third Door


CHAPTER ONE

THE BLACK CARDS

The cards stayed in our safe for twenty-seven days.

Nathan put them beside the passports and the emergency cash. Mine on the left. His on the right. Matte black. No name. No number. Only a silver circle pressed into the paper and one line on the back.

SATURDAY. ELEVEN P.M.

I checked them every morning.

Not because I thought they would change.

Because I did.

A month earlier, I had watched Isabelle ride my husband while Julian fucked me from behind. I had touched her clit while Nathan’s cock drove into her. I had ordered him to come while she sat on him and watched his face when he obeyed.

Then Richard Beaumont had handed us the cards.

The Circle.

A private club for people with more to lose than money.

I spent twenty-seven days pretending I could concentrate on work.

I closed an acquisition in Singapore. Fired a regional president in Frankfurt. Rejected a television interview because the producer wanted to ask about women in leadership and I was tired of explaining that I did not wake up every morning thinking about being a woman.

Then I went home and thought about nothing except being one.

On the twenty-seventh night, I found Nathan in our dressing room with the safe open.

He held my card between two fingers.

I stopped in the doorway.

“You could have waited for me.”

“You checked it at six this morning.”

“You noticed?”

“You wake me every time you open the safe.”

He wore dark trousers and no shirt. He had come home from the gym thirty minutes earlier. Sweat had dried along his ribs. His hair was still damp near the temples.

I shut the door behind me.

“Tomorrow,” I said.

“Eleven.”

“We could decide not to go.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Do you want that?”

“No.”

“Then stop saying it.”

He put the card back.

I hated the calm in his voice.

I crossed the room and pushed the safe closed harder than necessary.

“You are not nervous enough.”

“I am nervous.”

“You don’t look nervous.”

“You look nervous for both of us.”

I slapped his chest.

He caught my wrist.

“Do that again.”

“Why?”

“Because your cunt gets wet when you are angry.”

My face warmed.

“You think you know everything now.”

“No.” He pulled me closer. “I know more.”

His hand went under my skirt.

I had come directly from the office. Navy suit. Silk blouse. No stockings. The kind of clothes that made senior men sit straighter when I entered a room.

Nathan found the lace between my thighs.

“Wet,” he said.

“You haven’t touched me.”

“The cards did.”

He pushed the lace aside and ran two fingers over my pussy.

I held his shoulder.

“What do you think happens tomorrow?”

“You tell me.”

“Richard touches me.”

Nathan’s fingers stopped.

The reaction was small.

I felt it anyway.

“Keep going,” I said.

“Say the rest.”

“Eleanor touches you.”

His fingers moved again.

“And?”

“I watch.”

“And?”

“You watch me.”

He buried two fingers in me.

I gasped.

“Say what you are actually thinking.”

I looked at him.

“I think Richard is going to put his cock in me.”

Nathan curled his fingers.

“Better.”

“I think Eleanor is going to take yours.”

“Does that hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

I tightened around his hand.

“You like hurting me.”

“You like watching me enjoy it.”

I opened his trousers.

His cock was already hard.

“You are enjoying it now.”

“I am touching my wife while she tells me another man might fuck her tomorrow.”

I wrapped my hand around him.

“Might?”

His jaw tightened.

I stroked him slowly.

“You know I am going to let him.”

“I know you want me to see.”

“I want you closer than that.”

“How close?”

“Close enough to tell him how to fuck me.”

Nathan pulled his fingers out and put them in my mouth.

I sucked them clean.

“Dirty wife.”

“Your dirty wife.”

He turned me toward the mirror.

The woman looking back still wore the navy suit. Hair pinned. Diamond studs. Mouth red from my own teeth.

Nathan stood behind her with his trousers open and his cock against her ass.

He pulled my skirt to my waist.

“Tell her what she is doing tomorrow,” he said.

I watched myself.

“She is going to a private club.”

“Not enough.”

He rubbed the head of his cock through the wet lace.

“She is going to let strangers watch her.”

“Better.”

“She is going to watch her husband with another woman.”

He moved the lace aside.

“And what is she?”

The CEO in the mirror tried to hold her mouth closed.

I did not let her.

“A slut.”

Nathan pushed into me.

The first hard stroke made my palms hit the mirror.

“Whose?”

“Yours.”

He fucked me standing up, suit still on, my reflection shaking every time he drove in.

We did not take our time.

We did not pretend it was enough.

He held my hip with one hand and my throat with the other while I watched his cock disappear into my cunt and thought about another room, another couple, another door.

“Tomorrow,” he said against my ear.

“Yes.”

“You look at me.”

“Always.”

“If he makes you come?”

“I look at you.”

“If she makes me come?”

My cunt clenched.

Nathan felt it.

“Answer.”

“You look at me.”

He bent close enough that his mouth touched my ear.

“Still here?”

The question took me back to London. Alexander behind me. Nathan in front of me. My whole marriage balanced on the next answer.

“Always.”

His grip tightened.

“There she is.”

I came with my forehead against the glass and his name in my mouth.

Nathan followed seconds later, hard and deep, holding me still while his cock pulsed deep in me.

When it was over, neither of us moved.

Our breathing fogged the mirror.

The safe stood open behind us.

Two black cards waited inside.

Twenty-seven days had been too long.

Tomorrow was worse.


CHAPTER TWO

THE MASKS

The dress arrived at noon.

I had ordered it from Milan without telling Nathan. Black silk. High neck. Bare back. The fabric crossed over my breasts and closed at the hip with one hidden hook. One pull and the entire thing would open.

That part was not in the invoice.

The mask arrived in a separate box.

Gold leather shaped to my face. No feathers. No jewels. Nothing that could catch in someone’s hair or scratch a mouth.

Practical luxury.

The kind I respected.

Nathan came into the bedroom while the stylist was fastening the last hook.

He stopped.

The stylist looked at him in the mirror.

“I can wait outside.”

“Please,” I said.

She left with her assistant and closed the door.

Nathan remained near the entrance.

Black tuxedo. White shirt. No tie yet. Silver mask in one hand.

His eyes moved from my shoulders to the slit over my thigh.

“Turn around.”

I did.

The dress left my back bare to the top of my ass.

Nathan came closer.

His fingers followed the edge of the silk.

“Underwear?”

“No.”

“Bra?”

“No.”

“You planned this without me.”

“The dress. Not the night.”

He found the hidden hook at my hip.

“What happens if I pull this?”

“Try it and we will be late.”

His thumb stayed there.

“How late?”

“Too late to be admitted.”

“Convenient.”

I faced him.

“Do you want to go?”

“Yes.”

“Then put on your tie.”

“Do not use that voice tonight.”

“Which voice?”

“The one you use when you think everyone belongs to you.”

I lifted my chin.

“Most people do what I tell them.”

“I am not most people.”

“That is why I married you.”

Nathan placed the mask over my face.

The gold narrowed my vision slightly. It covered my eyebrows and the tops of my cheeks. My mouth looked darker beneath it.

He fastened the ribbon behind my head.

“Do I look anonymous?”

“No.”

“Then what is the point?”

“It lets people lie to themselves.”

I looked at him in the mirror.

“You have been thinking about this.”

“Every day.”

The answer made my stomach tighten.

He put on the silver mask.

It changed him more than mine changed me. The metal-gray leather hid the small lines near his eyes. The black tuxedo made his shoulders look wider. He looked less like the man who slept beside me and more like the man other women imagined when he walked into a room.

I hated that thought.

I loved it too.

“What are our rules?” he asked.

We had discussed them in bed, in the shower, once during a flight while two pilots sat behind a locked cockpit door.

“No secrets.”

“No disappearing.”

“No pretending jealousy means failure.”

“No using another person to punish each other.”

I touched the lapel of his jacket.

“No leaving the other behind.”

Nathan covered my hand.

“What if you want Richard alone?”

The question was direct.

I gave him the same thing back.

“What if you want Eleanor alone?”

“I asked first.”

“I might.”

His eyes changed behind the mask.

“That is not an answer.”

“It is the only honest one. I might want him alone. I might want to know what it feels like when you are not touching me.”

Nathan said nothing.

I kept going because stopping would have been easier.

“But I will not take him alone tonight.”

“Why?”

“Because this is our first night inside.”

“And later?”

“Ask me later.”

His mouth hardened.

“You hate that answer.”

“I do.”

“Good. Now answer mine.”

Nathan looked at the mirror instead of me.

“I might want Eleanor alone.”

The jealousy came fast.

It caught low in my stomach and turned into heat before I could separate the two.

“Would you take her?”

“Not tonight.”

“Because of me?”

“Because I want you to watch.”

I exhaled.

“Better answer.”

“It was the truth.”

I opened the front of his trousers.

Nathan caught my wrist again.

“We leave in fifteen minutes.”

“I know.”

“You will ruin your lipstick.”

“Then do not touch my mouth.”

I dropped to my knees.

The silver mask hid his surprise badly.

I freed his cock and took the head between my lips.

Nathan’s hand went into my hair.

“Victoria.”

I looked up.

“You said not to use the CEO voice.”

“This is not what I meant.”

“Too late.”

I took him deeper.

He tasted clean from the shower. Soap. Skin. The salt that appeared when my tongue pressed beneath the head.

Nathan looked down at me in the gold mask and black gown, on my knees in our bedroom thirty minutes before we entered a club full of people who would want us.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

I pulled back enough to answer.

“Reminding you who gets the first taste.”

“Jealous already?”

“Shut up.”

He smiled.

I sucked him until his breathing changed, then stopped.

Nathan stared at me.

“Finish.”

“No.”

“Victoria.”

I stood and wiped the corner of my mouth with one finger.

“You can come at the club.”

“Cruel wife.”

“Hard husband.”

He looked down at his open trousers.

“Fix this.”

“You have hands.”

I walked to the dressing table and reapplied my lipstick.

Behind me, Nathan laughed once.

Not because anything was funny.

Because he was as nervous as I was.

The driver called from downstairs.

I picked up the black cards.

Nathan fastened his tie.

We left our bedroom looking like two people on the way to a charity gala.

That was the last ordinary thing about the night.


CHAPTER THREE

THE ADDRESS

The address was on East Sixty-Third Street.

A limestone townhouse with no number on the door. Black windows. One brass light above three steps. No line. No sign. No valet.

Our driver stopped long enough for us to get out.

Then he left.

Nathan watched the taillights disappear.

“They do not want cars waiting.”

“They do not want drivers talking.”

The front door opened before we knocked.

A woman in a black suit stood inside. No mask. No name tag. Hair cut close to her jaw. She looked like private security because she was private security.

“Cards.”

We handed them over.

She pressed each against a small reader hidden in the wall.

A green light appeared.

“Phones. Watches with cameras. Recording devices.”

Nathan removed his watch.

I put my phone into a velvet bag. The woman sealed it and placed it in a numbered drawer. Nathan’s things went into another.

“Names?” she asked.

“Victoria and Nathan.”

“No surnames after this room.”

“And inside?” I asked.

“No cameras. No staff in private rooms unless requested. No one discusses another guest outside the building.”

“What happens if they do?”

The woman’s expression did not change.

“They do not return.”

It was not the whole punishment.

People at our level were not frightened by losing invitations.

They were frightened by consequences no one had to explain.

She took our coats.

The black silk appeared under mine.

Nathan looked at my bare back again as if he had forgotten it during the drive.

The woman noticed.

“First night?”

“Is it obvious?” I asked.

“Only to me.”

She opened a second door.

Warm air touched my skin.

Music came first. Low strings, not loud enough to hide conversation. Then candlelight. Dark wood. White flowers. A staircase curving toward the second floor. Men and women in formal clothes and masks moving through rooms built for people who had never needed to ask the price.

No one stared openly.

Everyone looked.

A man in a velvet dinner jacket passed with his hand under the back of a woman’s dress. She carried champagne and did not change her expression.

Two women kissed beside the staircase while a gray-haired man watched from a chair. One of them had a diamond necklace worth more than my first apartment.

A senator’s wife stood near the bar.

I recognized her voice before her face.

Nathan followed my eyes.

“You know her?”

“I know everyone.”

“Not tonight.”

He was right.

Inside the Circle, I knew titles, companies, scandals, donations, divorces, and stock prices.

I did not know who had been on their knees ten minutes earlier.

That ignorance was the first luxury the club offered.

Julian appeared near the bar in a black mask.

Isabelle stood beside him in red.

She had cut her hair shorter since the Plaza. The sharp black line ended at her jaw. Her dress covered one shoulder and left the other bare. No jewelry except a thin gold chain around her waist.

She came to us first.

“You came.”

“You sound surprised,” I said.

“I hoped. I did not assume.”

Her eyes moved to Nathan.

The old cut came back.

Smaller.

Still there.

Nathan kissed Isabelle’s cheek.

She held his shoulder a second too long.

I saw it.

She wanted me to.

“Red suits you,” Nathan said.

“Your wife chose it.”

I looked at her.

“I did not.”

“You said silver made me look too innocent.”

“That is not choosing.”

“It was enough.”

Julian kissed my cheek.

His mouth touched close to the edge of my mask.

“Nervous?”

“No.”

“Liar.”

Nathan put one hand on my waist.

Julian noticed.

“Protective?” he asked.

“Present,” Nathan said.

“Good answer.”

A bell sounded once.

Conversation changed direction without stopping. Guests moved toward double doors at the back of the hall.

“Dinner,” Isabelle said.

“We came to eat?” Nathan asked.

“You need something in your stomach.”

“Why?”

She smiled at me.

“Because the first room makes some people forget to breathe.”

The dining room held one long table beneath twenty-four candles.

Place cards showed only first names.

Victoria beside Nathan.

Across from Julian and Isabelle.

Richard and Eleanor Beaumont at the far end.

I recognized Richard’s voice before I could see his face clearly.

The man from the hotel suite.

He wore a black mask and a tuxedo cut so well it seemed built onto him. White hair. Tall. Straight-backed. The kind of man who did not hurry because rooms waited for him.

Eleanor sat at his right.

Gold silk. Gold mask. Bare shoulders. Silver hair swept behind one ear. She looked almost fifty and made youth seem unfinished.

Her eyes found Nathan first.

Then me.

She smiled.

Richard lifted his glass in our direction.

Nathan leaned close.

“They have already chosen.”

“So have we.”

“Have we?”

I looked at Eleanor’s hand resting near Richard’s.

At Richard’s eyes on my throat.

At Isabelle watching Nathan.

At Julian watching me.

“Not everyone,” I said.

Nathan’s hand tightened at my waist.

Dinner began.


CHAPTER FOUR

THE CIRCLE

Dinner was designed to make people wait.

Four courses. Small portions. Wine poured slowly. Staff who appeared before a glass was empty and disappeared before anyone could speak to them.

No business cards.

No surnames.

No one asked what anyone did for a living.

That made the conversation more dangerous.

A woman named Mara sat on my left. Late forties. Emerald mask. She asked Nathan how long we had been married.

“Eleven years,” he said.

“And how long have you shared?”

I looked at her.

She did not blink.

Nathan answered.

“Six weeks.”

Mara smiled.

“Still counting in weeks.”

“Should we stop?” I asked.

“Eventually you stop counting time and start counting truths.”

I almost laughed.

The sentence sounded too polished for a woman with her hand under the table.

Then I felt her fingers touch my knee.

“What truth did you count tonight?” I asked.

Her hand moved higher.

“That your husband watches everything.”

Nathan turned his head.

Mara’s fingers stopped beneath the edge of my dress.

“He heard you,” I said.

“Good.”

Nathan took a drink.

“Are you going to touch my wife?”

“Do you want me to?”

“I asked what you are going to do.”

Mara looked at me.

“He is not shy.”

“No.”

“Are you?”

“No.”

Her fingers slid under the silk and touched the bare skin above my thigh.

Not my pussy.

Close enough to make me feel it.

Nathan watched my face.

I opened my knees one inch.

Mara smiled.

Then the man beside her said her name.

She removed her hand and turned as if nothing had happened.

The first course arrived.

Nathan leaned toward me.

“You opened your legs.”

“You watched.”

“I always watch.”

“Did you want her to touch me?”

“I wanted to see whether you would let her.”

“And?”

“You would.”

I cut into the scallop on my plate.

My hand was steady.

“Maybe.”

“Liar.”

Across the table, Isabelle heard him.

“She lies when she wants something,” she said.

Julian touched the stem of his glass.

“She also lies when she is afraid.”

“I am sitting here,” I said.

“We know,” Isabelle replied.

Her foot found Nathan’s under the table.

I saw the movement in her calf.

Nathan did not move away.

“What is she doing?” I asked.

“Touching my shoe.”

Isabelle’s mouth curved.

“Only the shoe?”

Nathan looked at her.

“For now.”

My fork pressed too hard against the plate.

The small sound made Julian look at me.

“Jealous?”

“Hungry.”

“Same face.”

Richard Beaumont spoke from the end of the table.

“New members should not be interrogated before the second course.”

Everyone heard him.

The room quieted slightly.

Eleanor rested her chin on one hand.

“Why not? They are more honest before dessert.”

Richard’s eyes stayed on me.

“Victoria is honest when cornered.”

“You know that from one phone call?” I asked.

“From how you handled hotel security.”

Nathan looked at him.

“You filed the complaint.”

Richard lifted his glass.

“I did.”

“Why?”

“Julian asked for an introduction. I wanted to see whether money made you careless.”

“It did not,” Nathan said.

“No. It made your wife convincing.”

Eleanor looked at me.

“You lied without blinking.”

“I run an international company.”

“So lying is easy?”

“To hotel security? Yes.”

She laughed.

I liked the sound.

That worried me more than Richard’s attention.

The second course arrived.

Duck. Cherries. Something smoked under glass.

A man across from me slid his hand beneath his partner’s skirt while talking about architecture. She kept answering until her voice broke on one word.

No one looked away.

No one stared.

The Circle was built on one agreement: no one apologized for what they wanted.

It also did not require privacy.

Nathan put his hand on my thigh beneath the table.

I opened my legs for him.

His fingers moved under the silk.

“No panties,” he said quietly.

Mara heard.

So did Isabelle.

Eleanor’s eyes dropped to Nathan’s shoulder, to the angle of his arm.

“Prepared,” she said.

“Always,” I answered.

Nathan’s fingers found my pussy.

I was already wet.

He rubbed once.

My breath changed.

Richard noticed.

“What is he doing?” he asked.

The question crossed the entire table.

I looked at him.

“Checking whether I am bored.”

“Are you?”

Nathan buried one finger in my pussy.

I held Richard’s eyes.

“No.”

Eleanor reached for her wine.

“Show us.”

The room did not become silent.

It became attentive.

Nathan looked at me.

“Your choice.”

Not permission.

A challenge.

I took his wrist under the table and pushed his hand deeper between my thighs.

“She did not ask you,” I said.

Eleanor smiled.

“Good.”

Nathan added a second finger.

I kept my face still through the rest of dinner.

Mostly.

The first time he curled his fingers, my fork stopped halfway to my mouth.

The second time, Isabelle laughed softly.

The third time, Richard said my name.

“Victoria.”

I looked at him.

“Yes?”

“You are not as controlled as you think.”

Nathan’s thumb pressed my clit.

I almost answered with a moan.

Instead, I swallowed.

“Neither are you.”

Richard’s eyes changed.

Eleanor saw.

She put one hand on her husband’s thigh.

“There,” she said. “Now everyone is honest.”

Dessert never arrived.

The candles dimmed.

A second bell sounded.

The doors behind Richard opened.

Warm red light filled the end of the room.

People stood.

No one asked where they were going.

Nathan pulled his wet fingers from under my dress.

He raised them between us.

“Clean them.”

I put both into my mouth while Richard and Eleanor watched.

The night had finally started.


CHAPTER FIVE

THE FIRST ROOM

The first room had no door.

Only a wide arch covered by red velvet that had been pulled aside.

People entered without stopping. Some carried drinks. Some held hands. One woman removed her mask before crossing the threshold and gave it to the man beside her.

Nathan kept his hand at the base of my spine.

The room beyond was larger than the dining room and darker. Low couches. Heavy curtains. Mirrors where paintings should have been. A circular bed in the center under a chandelier made of smoked glass.

A woman in white lay across it with her dress open to the waist.

Two men knelt between her legs.

One used his mouth.

The other held her hands above her head and made her watch the people gathering around the bed.

She was not young. Early fifties, maybe. Soft stomach. Real breasts. Gray beginning at her temples.

She looked beautiful because she did not apologize for any of it.

“First room,” Isabelle said beside me.

“What is the rule?” Nathan asked.

“You can watch. You can be watched. You do not touch anyone who has not touched you first.”

Julian leaned close to my ear.

“Unless they ask.”

“Do they ask with words?”

“Sometimes.”

The woman on the bed cried out.

The sound came from deep in her chest, not her throat.

The man between her thighs lifted his face. His mouth shone.

“Tell them,” he said.

She looked at the circle of masked strangers.

“He is making me come.”

The man holding her wrists smiled.

“For who?”

“For everyone.”

Her legs shook.

Nathan’s fingers pressed against my back.

I looked at him.

“Hard?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

He took my hand and placed it over the front of his trousers.

His cock was thick beneath the fabric.

“You like her?”

“I like that she is not hiding.”

“Would you touch her?”

“Would you?”

I watched the woman’s orgasm finish under another man’s mouth.

“Yes.”

Nathan’s cock moved under my palm.

“Good.”

A man behind us heard.

“First night?”

I turned.

Green mask. Open white shirt. Wedding ring.

“Is it obvious?” I asked.

“You still ask each other questions.”

“People stop?”

“They learn the answers.”

His wife came beside him. She wore a dark blue gown and no mask. Her eyes moved over Nathan.

“They also learn new questions,” she said.

She touched Nathan’s lapel.

I felt the reaction before he did anything.

The jealousy pulled tight in my belly.

The woman saw it.

“Pretty husband,” she said to me.

“He knows.”

“Does he share?”

Nathan answered.

“She decides for herself. So do I.”

The woman’s fingers moved from his lapel to his chest.

“Good husband.”

I stepped closer.

“Careful. He likes praise.”

“Do you?” she asked him.

Nathan looked at me.

“From the right mouth.”

The woman smiled.

“Your wife is going to hate me.”

“She might enjoy it.”

I put my hand over hers and moved it lower on Nathan’s chest.

“Touch him properly or stop wasting my time.”

Her eyebrows lifted.

Then her hand went down over his stomach and covered the hard shape beneath his trousers.

Nathan inhaled.

The woman’s husband watched me.

“And you?”

“What about me?”

“Do you like being touched properly?”

His hand did not move.

He waited.

I took it and placed it on my bare hip through the slit.

“Start there.”

His thumb pressed into my skin.

Nathan watched.

The woman rubbed his cock through the fabric.

For ten seconds, four strangers touched in a room full of people doing worse.

Then Eleanor’s voice came from behind us.

“Mara collects new couples.”

The woman touching Nathan laughed.

“Only the attractive ones.”

Richard stood beside Eleanor.

He looked at the man’s hand on my hip.

“And Daniel likes wives who give instructions.”

The man’s thumb moved closer to my pussy.

Richard did not look away.

“Do you mind?” Daniel asked him.

“She is not mine.”

Nathan answered before I could.

“She is mine.”

The room changed around that sentence.

Not ownership.

Marriage.

Choice.

Richard looked at Nathan.

“Then why is his hand under her dress?”

Nathan’s mouth moved.

“Because she put it there.”

I tightened my fingers around Daniel’s wrist.

Richard smiled.

“Good answer.”

Eleanor took Mara’s hand off Nathan’s cock.

“You have had enough.”

Mara looked amused.

“Have I?”

Eleanor placed the same hand on her own breast over the gold silk.

“For now.”

Mara squeezed.

Eleanor did not blink.

Then she removed the hand and turned to us.

“Come upstairs.”

“Why?” I asked.

Her eyes went to my mouth.

“Because the first room is for strangers.”

Richard looked at Nathan.

“We have already been introduced.”


CHAPTER SIX

THE BEAUMONTS

The upstairs gallery overlooked the first room through dark glass.

We could see down.

No one below could see us.

Eleanor led us to a sitting area with four chairs and one low table. Champagne waited in a silver bucket. Four clean glasses. No staff.

The room had been prepared.

Nathan noticed too.

“You expected us.”

Richard poured the wine.

“I hoped.”

“Difference?” I asked.

“Expectation is rude. Hope is useful.”

Eleanor sat and crossed one leg over the other. The gold dress opened to mid-thigh.

“Richard rehearses sentences when he wants to impress a woman.”

“Do I?”

“You did in the car.”

He looked at me.

“Was it impressive?”

“Not yet.”

Nathan laughed.

Richard handed him a glass.

“I like her.”

“Many men do.”

“Does that bother you?”

“Sometimes.”

“Tonight?”

Nathan looked at Eleanor.

“Ask me after my wife touches yours.”

The directness made Eleanor’s mouth open slightly.

She looked at me.

“Will you?”

“Do you want me to?”

“Very much.”

“Then probably.”

Richard sat opposite Nathan.

“How long have you been married?”

“Eleven years,” I said.

“Thirty-two,” Eleanor said.

“And you still do this?”

“We still do this because we are married,” she answered.

No performance.

No explanation about saving a failing relationship.

I believed her.

Richard leaned back.

“Our first time was a disaster.”

Eleanor laughed.

“He chose the wrong woman.”

“You chose her.”

“I was twenty-nine. I chose women by their shoes.”

“What was wrong with her?” Nathan asked.

“She wanted my husband to herself.”

Richard looked at Eleanor.

“You threw a glass.”

“Near her.”

“At her head.”

“Near her head.”

I liked Eleanor more with every answer.

She lifted her glass toward me.

“Jealousy is not the problem. Dishonesty is.”

“I am honest about being jealous.”

“Are you?”

I looked at Nathan.

“Ask him.”

Nathan drank.

“She admits it after she punishes me.”

“How?” Eleanor asked.

“She makes me tell her what another woman felt like.”

“And you tell her?”

“Every detail.”

Eleanor’s eyes lowered to his mouth.

“Good man.”

Nathan’s cock was hidden by the table.

I knew it had moved.

Richard noticed my face.

“What did she do?”

“Praised him.”

“And that bothers you?”

“It excites him.”

“That was not the question.”

I looked at Richard.

“Yes. It bothers me.”

“Good.”

“Everyone keeps saying that.”

“Because you think discomfort is a sign to stop. Sometimes it is a sign you are finally paying attention.”

The sentence was almost too polished.

Then Richard reached across the table and touched the inside of my wrist.

His thumb pressed over my pulse.

“Fast,” he said.

“You are touching me.”

“Nathan is watching.”

“That too.”

Richard’s hand moved up my forearm.

Nathan did not interfere.

Eleanor got out of her chair and stood between his knees.

She placed one hand on his shoulder.

“May I see the man under the tuxedo?”

Nathan looked at me.

I did not nod.

I did not need to.

“Open his shirt,” I said.

Eleanor smiled.

She undid the first button.

Then the second.

She worked slowly enough that each small click mattered.

Nathan held my eyes.

Richard’s fingers reached my elbow.

“Your husband is handsome,” Eleanor said.

“I know.”

“Broad chest.”

“I know that too.”

She opened another button and put her palm on his skin.

“Warm.”

My thighs pressed together.

Richard saw.

“Tell her not to stop,” he said.

“She does not need my permission.”

Nathan’s gaze sharpened.

He remembered Alexander.

So did I.

Eleanor opened the last button and pushed Nathan’s shirt apart.

Her fingers moved over his chest hair.

“Do you like this?” she asked him.

“Yes.”

“Your wife?”

“She likes hating it.”

I almost smiled.

Richard touched the hidden hook at my hip.

“And this?”

Nathan’s eyes dropped to his hand.

“Careful,” I said.

“Why?”

“One pull and the dress opens.”

Richard’s thumb rested on the hook.

“You wore it here on purpose.”

“Yes.”

“For Nathan?”

“For whoever earned it.”

His eyes lifted to mine.

“What earns it?”

I leaned closer.

“Stop asking polished questions.”

Eleanor laughed behind us.

Richard’s thumb pulled.

The hook opened.

The silk loosened across my skin.

Nathan stood so quickly Eleanor stepped back.

He came to me and caught the dress before it fell.

For one second, I thought he would cover me.

Instead, he pulled the silk away.

I stood naked in the gold mask and heels.

Richard looked at all of me.

Eleanor looked too.

Nathan held the black dress in one hand.

“She earned it,” he said.

Eleanor put both hands on his open shirt.

“Then take yours off.”

The sitting room stopped being a conversation.


CHAPTER SEVEN

THE GALLERY

Nathan removed his jacket.

Eleanor took it from him and laid it over the back of a chair. Then she pushed his shirt from his shoulders.

Richard stayed in front of me.

He had not touched anything except my wrist and the hook of my dress.

That restraint was deliberate.

It made me want his hands more.

“Turn around,” he said.

I looked at Nathan.

He was watching Eleanor drag her fingers down his chest.

“Do it,” he told me.

I turned.

The dark glass showed the room below. Bodies on the circular bed. A woman kneeling on the floor. A man holding another man by the throat while their wives watched.

My reflection floated over all of them.

Naked. Gold mask. Diamonds at my ears. Richard behind me.

He put both hands on my hips.

Cold palms at first.

Then warm.

“You hold yourself tight,” he said.

“I am standing.”

“You are bracing.”

“For what?”

His mouth touched the back of my shoulder.

“You tell me.”

I hated the answer because I had asked for it.

Richard kissed down my spine.

Nathan’s breathing changed across the room.

I watched him in the glass.

Eleanor had opened his trousers.

Her hand was under the robe.

“What is she doing?” I asked.

Nathan looked at my reflection.

“Holding my cock.”

“Hard?”

Eleanor answered.

“Very.”

My pussy tightened.

Richard’s hand moved around my hip and covered it.

Not a finger in her pussy.

His whole palm over my wet cunt.

“She likes that,” he said.

Nathan watched his hand between my legs.

“She likes hearing another woman talk about me.”

“I like knowing you are hard,” I said.

“For her?”

“For me watching her.”

Eleanor stroked him once.

Nathan’s eyes narrowed.

“Still sure?”

I pushed my hips into Richard’s hand.

“Yes.”

He slid one finger between my lips.

I gasped.

“Wet,” he said.

“Tell my husband how wet.”

Richard looked at Nathan through the glass.

“Enough to take me now.”

Nathan’s jaw worked.

“She is not taking you yet.”

“Protective?”

“Patient.”

Richard buried one finger in me.

“How patient?”

Nathan took Eleanor’s wrist and pulled her hand from his trousers.

Then he turned her around and pressed her against the edge of the table.

The gold silk tightened over her ass.

“Not very,” he said.

Eleanor laughed.

“Good.”

Nathan lifted the back of her dress.

No panties.

The sight of her bare ass under his hand made my stomach clench.

Richard felt it around his finger.

“Look at him,” he said.

“I am.”

Nathan spread Eleanor’s cheeks and looked at her pussy.

She watched me over her shoulder.

“Does this hurt?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you want him to stop?”

“No.”

“Say what you want.”

I looked at Nathan.

“Touch her.”

His fingers went between Eleanor’s legs.

Her breath broke.

Richard added a second finger.

“More,” I said.

“To which man?” Eleanor asked.

“Both.”

Nathan rubbed her clit while Richard fucked me with his fingers.

We watched each other through the glass.

No one looked away.

Below us, the woman on the bed screamed.

The sound rose through the floor.

Eleanor’s hips moved against Nathan’s hand.

“He is good,” she said.

“I trained him.”

Nathan laughed once.

“Liar.”

“You like when I say it.”

“I like when you earn it.”

Richard curled his fingers.

My knees weakened.

“She is close,” he said.

Nathan watched my face.

“Do not let her come.”

Richard stopped.

I turned my head.

“What?”

Nathan removed his hand from Eleanor too.

She made an angry sound.

“Private room,” he said.

Richard looked at him.

“You are giving orders in my club.”

“I am giving orders to my wife.”

My cunt clenched around Richard’s motionless fingers.

“And me?” Eleanor asked.

Nathan looked at her.

“You can wait too.”

Her face changed.

Not offense.

Interest.

Richard pulled his fingers out of me.

He held them up.

My pussy shone wet between them.

“Clean them,” Nathan said.

Richard looked at him.

“To her or to me?”

“To Victoria.”

Richard put his fingers in my mouth.

I sucked my own taste from his skin while all three watched.

Then Eleanor came to me.

She took my face between her hands and kissed me.

No warning.

Her mouth was soft and firm. Champagne. Lipstick. The faint taste of Nathan where she had kissed his neck earlier.

I opened for her.

Her tongue touched mine.

Richard’s fingers stayed in my mouth between the kiss.

Nathan made a sound behind us.

Eleanor pulled back.

“Private room,” she said.

Nathan’s eyes were on my mouth.

“Now.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

THE INVITATION

Richard led us down a narrow hall behind the gallery.

No room numbers.

Only colored lights beside each door.

Red. Gold. Blue. White.

The gold light opened when Eleanor pressed her card against the wall.

Inside, the room looked like a hotel suite designed by someone who hated hotels.

No television. No desk. No paintings chosen to offend no one.

One large bed with dark green sheets. A low couch. A bathroom behind smoked glass. A cabinet stocked with condoms, towels, water, and sealed bottles of mouthwash.

The far wall was a mirror.

I checked it immediately.

Richard noticed.

“Not glass.”

“You are sure?”

“I paid for the building.”

“That is not the same answer.”

He walked to the wall and put his palm against it.

“No cameras. No watchers unless we invite them.”

Nathan closed the door.

The lock engaged with a soft click.

Four adults.

No staff.

No music loud enough to hide us.

Eleanor removed her mask first.

Her face was better without it. Fine lines around the eyes. A small scar near her chin. Beauty that had survived being looked at for decades.

She placed the gold mask on the table.

“I want to see you,” she said.

I untied mine.

Richard took off his mask.

Nathan did the same.

Names returned with our faces.

That made the room more intimate, not less.

Eleanor stood in front of me.

“I have wanted to kiss you since the hotel.”

“You had not met me.”

“Richard described your voice.”

I looked at him.

“What did you say?”

“That you sounded angry while lying.”

“I was angry.”

“He said you sounded wet too,” Eleanor added.

Nathan laughed.

“She was.”

I looked at him.

“Your finger was in me.”

Richard’s eyes moved between us.

“At the hotel?”

“Against the owner’s dresser,” Nathan said.

“While security waited?”

“Security came back in ten minutes,” I corrected.

Eleanor’s mouth opened.

“And you fucked her anyway?”

Nathan touched my lower back.

“She told me nine.”

Richard looked at me.

“I understand why you are members.”

“We are not members yet,” Nathan said.

Eleanor came closer until her breasts touched mine through the gold silk.

“Tonight decides that.”

“Who decides?” I asked.

“We recommend. The house accepts.”

“And if we disappoint you?”

She put one hand behind my neck.

“Do not.”

Then she kissed me again.

This time I was ready.

I held her waist and opened my mouth.

Her skin was softer than Isabelle’s. Warmer. The silk between us moved when our breasts pressed together.

Richard stood behind his wife.

Nathan stood behind me.

Their hands reached us at the same time.

Nathan covered my breast.

Richard covered Eleanor’s.

We kissed while our husbands touched us.

Eleanor moaned into my mouth.

I felt the sound in my lips.

“Tell me,” I whispered.

“What?”

“If his hand feels different when another woman is watching.”

She looked at Nathan over my shoulder.

“Everything feels different when your husband is watching.”

Nathan pinched my nipple.

I gasped.

“She likes pain,” Eleanor said.

“Small pain,” Nathan answered.

“She likes pretending it is small,” Richard said.

I looked at him.

“You know a lot for a man who has touched me once.”

“Twice.”

He put his hand between Eleanor and me and covered my pussy.

The position forced his wrist against his wife’s stomach.

Eleanor looked down.

Richard rubbed my clit with two fingers.

I kept one arm around Eleanor.

“Does that bother you?” I asked her.

“Watching my husband make you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Very much.”

“Good.”

She smiled.

“You learn quickly.”

Her hand moved between us and found my breast.

Nathan’s hand was still there.

Their fingers touched over my nipple.

“Whose hand do you want?” Eleanor asked.

“Both.”

“Greedy.”

“You invited me.”

Nathan kissed the side of my neck.

“Tell her the truth.”

“I am greedy.”

“More.”

Richard buried one finger in my cunt.

I held Eleanor tighter.

“I want your husband’s fingers in me while you touch my tits.”

Eleanor’s pupils widened.

“And Nathan?”

I looked over my shoulder.

“I want him hard enough to hate Richard.”

Nathan’s cock pressed against my ass through his trousers.

“Already there.”

Richard moved his finger slowly.

“And I want Eleanor to feel what I feel.”

Nathan looked at her.

“Take off the dress.”

Eleanor did not move.

“Ask properly.”

Nathan stepped around us.

He stood behind her and found the zipper.

“Take off the dress, Eleanor. I want my wife to see all of you before I touch you.”

She held my eyes while he pulled the zipper down.

The gold silk fell from her shoulders.

Her breasts appeared first. Full, natural, nipples dark and already hard. Then her waist, softer than mine. A faint white scar low on her stomach.

The dress fell to the floor.

She wore no underwear.

I looked at Nathan.

“Touch her.”

He covered Eleanor’s breasts from behind.

She leaned back against him.

Richard’s finger stayed buried in me.

“Harder,” Eleanor said.

Nathan squeezed.

Her eyes closed.

“Look at me,” I told her.

She opened them.

“Do you like my husband’s hands?”

“Yes.”

“Say it to him.”

Eleanor turned her head enough to speak near Nathan’s mouth.

“I like your hands.”

“Where?” he asked.

“Everywhere.”

My jealousy tightened around Richard’s finger.

He felt it.

“Your wife likes that answer.”

“She hates it,” Nathan said.

“Same thing tonight,” I answered.

Richard removed his finger.

Nathan removed his hands from Eleanor.

For one second, both of us stood empty.

Then Richard took off his jacket.

Nathan opened his trousers.

Eleanor knelt between them.

I watched her look from one hard cock to the other.

The first full exchange had not begun.

My pussy already knew it would.


CHAPTER NINE

THE RED ROOM

Eleanor stayed on her knees between our husbands.

Nathan stood to her left.

Richard to her right.

Both men had opened their trousers. Both were hard. Richard was longer than Nathan, not by much. Nathan was thicker. The comparison hit me before I could pretend not to make it.

Eleanor made it too.

She looked at me.

“Which one first?”

Nathan’s mouth tightened.

Richard smiled.

The question was for me.

I went to her and put my hand in her silver hair.

“My husband.”

Eleanor wrapped her fingers around Nathan’s cock.

His head darkened above her hand.

“And Richard?” she asked.

“Mine.”

I dropped to my knees in front of him.

The room became two women facing each other between two men.

Eleanor opened her mouth over Nathan.

I watched his cock disappear between her lips.

He watched Richard touch mine to my mouth.

“Open,” Richard said.

I did.

The head rested on my tongue.

Nathan’s eyes stayed on me while Eleanor took him deeper.

“How is she?” I asked.

His breath caught when her mouth reached lower.

“Warm.”

“Only warm?”

Eleanor pulled back enough to speak.

“He is trying not to praise me.”

I licked Richard from base to head.

“Praise her.”

Nathan put his hand behind Eleanor’s neck.

“She takes me well.”

My cunt tightened.

Richard felt my reaction in the way I gripped his thigh.

“Your wife likes hearing that,” he said.

Nathan looked at me.

“She likes hearing everything.”

I took Richard into my mouth.

He was long enough to force my throat open before I reached the base. I pulled back, coughed once, and went down again.

Richard held my hair.

“Slow.”

I looked up at him.

“Do not tell me slow.”

“Then take it.”

I did.

The head pushed into my throat. My eyes watered. My lipstick marked him near the base.

Eleanor watched.

Nathan watched her watching.

“She is good,” Richard said.

Nathan’s hand tightened in Eleanor’s hair.

“I know.”

“How good?”

“Good enough to make you forget your wife is watching.”

Richard looked at Eleanor.

She had Nathan’s cock deep in her mouth and one hand between her own legs.

“I never forget my wife,” he said.

Eleanor pulled off Nathan with a wet sound.

“Liar.”

Richard laughed.

I sucked him harder.

His laugh ended.

Nathan watched the movement of Richard’s cock in my mouth.

“Look at me,” he said.

I lifted my eyes.

“Keep taking him.”

I did.

Richard’s hips moved once, pushing deeper.

Nathan saw my throat work around another man’s cock.

His own moved in Eleanor’s hand.

“Does that hurt?” he asked.

I pulled Richard out.

Saliva connected my mouth to the head.

“A little.”

“Do you want him to stop?”

“No.”

“Then tell him.”

I looked up at Richard.

“Fuck my mouth.”

Richard’s face changed.

He put both hands in my hair.

“Hands behind your back.”

Nathan answered before I did.

“Do it.”

I put my hands behind me.

Richard guided his cock between my lips and began using my mouth.

Not fast.

Not careful.

Deep enough that every third stroke made me gag.

Eleanor returned to Nathan’s cock. She held his base and sucked the thick head while watching Richard fuck my mouth.

“She likes being used,” Eleanor said around him.

Nathan’s eyes stayed on me.

“She likes choosing who gets to use her.”

Richard pushed deep and held.

My eyes filled.

Nathan came closer.

He touched my cheek while Richard’s cock stayed in my throat.

“Good girl.”

The praise went straight to my cunt.

I moaned around Richard.

He pulled out.

Air hit my lungs.

“Say it,” Nathan told me.

“What?”

“What you are.”

I looked at Eleanor on her knees with his cock in her hand.

At Richard above me.

At my husband touching my wet mouth.

“Your slut.”

“And his?”

Richard’s cock touched my lips again.

“His tonight.”

“Better.”

Eleanor stood.

She took Nathan’s hand and placed it between her legs.

“Now me.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Tell him,” she said.

The request was directed at me.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

“Put your fingers in her.”

Nathan pushed two fingers into Eleanor’s cunt.

Her mouth opened.

Richard pulled me to my feet.

He stood behind me and reached around to touch my pussy.

Both husbands fingered the other man’s wife while we faced each other.

Eleanor put one hand on my breast.

I covered hers.

“How does he feel?” I asked.

“Thick fingers.”

Nathan pushed deeper.

“And you?” Eleanor asked.

Richard rubbed my clit while two fingers fucked me.

“Experienced.”

Richard smiled against my shoulder.

Nathan’s eyes narrowed.

“Experienced?”

“He knows where to touch.”

“So do I.”

“Then prove it to her.”

Nathan curled his fingers in Eleanor’s pussy.

She gasped and grabbed my shoulder.

“There,” she said.

“Tell my wife.”

Eleanor looked at me.

“Your husband found it.”

“Found what?”

Nathan moved his fingers again.

Her knees bent.

“The place that makes me forget I am married.”

Richard laughed behind me.

“You never forget.”

“Not yet.”

I kissed Eleanor.

Her mouth opened over mine while both men kept touching us.

Richard’s cock pressed against my ass.

Nathan’s against Eleanor’s hip.

We kissed harder.

Her fingers pinched my nipple. Mine slid between her legs and found Nathan’s wrist moving there.

I put my fingers over his.

“Faster,” I told him.

Nathan obeyed.

Eleanor broke the kiss with a cry.

Richard rubbed my clit harder.

“And her?” he asked Nathan.

“She comes when I tell her.”

“Do you?” Richard whispered.

“Sometimes.”

“Tonight?”

I looked at Nathan.

“Not for you yet.”

Richard pushed a third finger into my cunt.

My answer became a moan.

“Careful,” Nathan said.

“She said not yet.”

“She did not say never.”

Eleanor shook against me.

“I am close.”

I held her face.

“Look at Richard.”

She did.

“Tell him whose fingers are in you.”

“Nathan’s.”

“Tell him you like them.”

“I like your friend’s fingers in my cunt.”

Richard’s cock jumped against my ass.

Nathan looked at him.

“Friend?”

“For tonight,” Richard said.

Eleanor came on Nathan’s hand.

Her cunt clenched around his fingers while I watched her face and Richard watched mine.

She cried out once, then bit my shoulder to hide the second sound.

I held her through it.

Nathan kept moving until her legs trembled.

When he pulled his fingers out, they were wet.

Eleanor caught his wrist and sucked them clean.

My husband watched another woman taste herself from his hand.

Then he looked at me.

“Jealous?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Richard removed his fingers from me before I could come.

I turned on him.

“Why did you stop?”

“Nathan said not yet.”

I looked at my husband.

He was hard, wet from Eleanor’s mouth, and calm enough to make me angry.

“You enjoyed that.”

“Very much.”

“Then you are going to watch Richard finish what he started.”

Nathan stepped closer.

“That is why we came.”

Richard took a condom from the cabinet.

Eleanor took another and handed it to Nathan.

The first room had been watching.

The gallery had been touching.

The red room was where we stopped pretending either would be enough.


CHAPTER TEN

THE EXCHANGE

Richard rolled the condom over his cock.

Nathan did the same.

Eleanor stood beside me, naked except for the thin gold chain around her waist. Her orgasm had left color across her chest. My shoulder still carried the mark of her teeth.

She touched it.

“Sorry.”

“Do it again later.”

Her eyes warmed.

Richard sat on the edge of the bed.

Nathan remained standing.

Neither man decided the positions.

Eleanor and I did.

I climbed onto the dark green sheets and knelt near the headboard. Eleanor came beside me. We faced our husbands.

“I want Richard behind me,” I said.

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

Eleanor looked at him.

“And I want you behind me.”

The symmetry made my cunt pulse.

Nathan stepped onto the bed.

“Face each other.”

We moved onto our hands and knees, heads close, asses turned toward the men.

Eleanor’s face was one foot from mine.

Her mouth still shone from sucking Nathan.

“Nervous?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“Everyone says that here.”

“Because it means you still care.”

Richard put his hands on my hips.

Nathan put his on Eleanor’s.

The mattress shifted under their weight.

I looked through the space between Eleanor’s arm and waist.

I could see Nathan’s cock behind her. Thick. Covered. The head touching her wet pussy.

She could see Richard behind me.

“Tell me what you see,” she said.

“My husband about to fuck you.”

“And I see mine touching your cunt with his cock.”

Richard rubbed the head between my lips.

I pushed my ass back before he moved.

Nathan saw.

“Hungry wife.”

“Do not make me wait.”

“Richard,” he said.

The older man looked at him.

“Put it in her.”

Richard pushed.

The first inch opened me slowly.

I held Eleanor’s eyes.

Her mouth parted when Nathan pushed into her at the same time.

Two husbands moved into the other man’s wife.

The room filled with four broken breaths.

Nathan found my eyes over Eleanor’s shoulder.

“Still here?”

Richard was spreading my cunt around his cock. Nathan was disappearing into Eleanor. My hand was already reaching for another woman’s face.

“Always.”

Eleanor heard us.

“You two say that when it hurts?”

“Especially then,” I said.

Richard kept going.

Longer than Nathan. Slightly thinner. The angle reached deep before his hips reached my ass.

My fingers dug into the sheets.

“All of him?” Nathan asked.

I looked back.

Richard’s hips touched my ass.

“All.”

“How does he feel?”

“Long.”

“Better?”

“Different.”

Nathan pushed deeper into Eleanor.

She groaned.

“That answer hurts them,” she said.

“Good.”

Richard pulled halfway out.

“You are learning.”

“Fuck me and stop talking.”

He drove back in.

The stroke pushed me forward until my forehead nearly touched Eleanor’s.

Nathan began moving behind her.

Her breasts swung beneath her.

I reached out and caught one.

“Tell me,” I said.

“He is thick.”

Nathan pulled back and drove into her again.

Eleanor’s eyes rolled slightly.

“How thick?”

“Enough to make me feel every stroke.”

My jealousy tightened.

Richard felt it.

“She clenched when you praised him.”

Nathan’s eyes stayed on me over Eleanor’s back.

“She wants details.”

“Then give me details,” I said.

Eleanor smiled when Nathan drove in again.

“His cock stretches me every time he pushes in.”

Nathan grabbed her hips and met her harder.

“More.”

“The head catches when he pulls out.”

He did it again.

Her voice broke.

“And when he goes deep, I feel him here.”

She took my hand and pressed it low on her belly.

Nathan buried himself in her.

I felt the movement under my palm.

Not the shape of him exactly.

The pressure.

The force.

My husband’s cock driving into another woman beneath my hand.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Eleanor looked at me.

“You like that.”

“I hate it.”

“Liar.”

Richard slapped my ass.

The sound cracked through the room.

I pushed back against him.

“Again.”

He slapped the other side.

Nathan’s face hardened.

“Leave marks.”

Richard looked at him.

“You want to see them tomorrow?”

“I want her to feel them when she sits in a board meeting.”

My cunt flooded around Richard.

He groaned.

“She likes that.”

“I know my wife.”

“Then tell me how to fuck her.”

Nathan kept fucking Eleanor while he answered.

“Long strokes first. She likes feeling the whole cock.”

Richard pulled almost out and pushed deep.

I moaned.

“Like that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

Nathan kept talking.

“When she starts moving back, hold her hips. Do not let her control the pace.”

Richard gripped me harder.

I tried to push back.

He stopped me.

“Asshole,” I said.

Nathan smiled.

“She means she likes it.”

“I can speak for myself.”

Richard drove in again.

“Then speak.”

“Fuck me harder.”

He did.

The bed began to move under all four of us.

Nathan fucked Eleanor with shorter, harder strokes. Richard used every inch Nathan had told him I wanted. We rocked toward each other and apart.

Eleanor and I kissed between thrusts.

Her mouth opened when Nathan hit deep.

Mine opened when Richard did.

We swallowed each other’s sounds.

“Look at your husband,” she whispered.

I did.

Nathan’s hands covered her hips. His cock disappeared into her wet cunt and came out shining against the condom. He watched my face every time he drove in.

“Tell him what Richard is doing,” Eleanor said.

I kept my eyes on Nathan.

“Your friend is fucking me with his whole cock.”

Richard pushed deep.

“More,” Nathan said.

“He is stretching me.”

“More.”

“He is making your wife take every inch while you fuck his.”

Nathan’s control cracked.

He slapped Eleanor’s ass.

She cried out and tightened around him.

“Tell her,” I said.

Nathan looked at Eleanor.

“You like my cock in your cunt?”

“Yes.”

“Say whose it is.”

“Victoria’s husband.”

My cunt clenched hard.

Richard’s cock dragged over the deep spot that made my knees weak.

“Again,” I said.

Eleanor held my eyes.

“Your husband’s cock is buried in me.”

Nathan drove into her to the base.

I felt the movement under my hand on her belly.

“And mine?” Richard asked me.

I looked over my shoulder.

“Your cock is buried in Nathan’s wife.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Does your husband?”

Nathan answered.

“I like watching her take it.”

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

Richard smiled.

“Good.”

Nathan fucked Eleanor harder.

“Do not get comfortable.”

Richard’s smile disappeared.

“I am not trying to keep her.”

“I know.”

The men held each other’s eyes while fucking the other’s wife.

No humiliation.

No surrender between them.

A challenge both had chosen.

Eleanor touched my face.

“They are trying not to compete.”

“They are failing.”

“Should we help?”

“Yes.”

She lowered her mouth to my breast.

Her lips closed around my nipple.

I cried out.

Nathan watched his friend’s wife suck me while Richard fucked me from behind.

I reached between Eleanor’s legs and found her clit.

“Tell Nathan what I am doing.”

She lifted her head.

“Your wife is touching my clit while you fuck me.”

“Harder,” Nathan told me.

I rubbed faster.

Eleanor’s hips lost rhythm.

Richard’s hand came around my waist and found my clit too.

Four hands. Two cocks. Two wives facing each other.

Too much happened at once to hold in one thought.

Richard pinched my clit.

I gasped.

“Not yet,” Nathan said.

“You keep saying that,” I answered.

“Because you keep getting close.”

“Maybe I want to come on Richard’s cock.”

His face darkened.

“You will.”

“Then let me.”

“When I can see it.”

I turned slightly, opening my legs wider for him.

Richard adjusted behind me.

The new angle pushed deeper.

Nathan saw every stroke.

“Like this?”

“Yes.”

“Watch carefully.”

Richard slammed into me.

I moaned Nathan’s name.

Eleanor laughed.

“Your husband, while mine is buried in you.”

“Always.”

She leaned close.

“Do you want him to make me come?”

I looked at Nathan’s cock entering her.

“Yes.”

“Tell him.”

“Make her come.”

Nathan reached around Eleanor and rubbed her clit.

She bucked against his hand.

“Do not look away,” I told her.

“I am looking.”

“Tell me what he is doing.”

“Fucking me.”

“More.”

“Your husband is fucking me hard enough that I can feel his cock in my stomach.”

My hand stayed on her lower belly.

I felt every deep stroke.

“Good girl,” I whispered.

Eleanor’s eyes widened.

Then she smiled.

“Your turn, slut. Tell me what Richard is doing.”

The word hit exactly where she wanted.

“Your husband is buried in my cunt.”

Richard pulled out to the head.

“More.”

“He is making me take the whole thing.”

He pushed in.

“More.”

“He is fucking Nathan’s dirty wife while Nathan watches.”

Nathan groaned.

Eleanor’s fingers moved faster on my clit.

Richard’s hand joined hers.

Their fingers touched between my legs.

“Who is making you come?” Eleanor asked.

“All of you.”

“Not enough.”

Nathan looked at me.

“Tell them.”

I felt the orgasm gathering, hard and close.

“Richard’s cock. Eleanor’s fingers. My husband’s eyes.”

Nathan’s face broke open.

“Now.”

I came.

Richard’s cock stayed deep while my cunt clenched around him.

The first pulse bent my arms.

The second made me cry out.

Eleanor held my face and forced me to keep looking at Nathan.

“Show him,” she said.

Richard kept fucking me through it.

I shook. My pussy squeezed him in waves. Nathan watched another man’s cock make his wife come while his own drove into Eleanor.

I did not hide one sound.

“Nathan.”

“I see you.”

“Do not stop looking.”

“Never.”

The orgasm lasted because Richard did not slow down.

Because Eleanor kept touching me.

Because Nathan’s eyes did not leave mine.

When the last spasm faded, I was still full of another man.

And Eleanor was close.

I kept my hand on her clit.

“Your turn.”

Nathan grabbed her hips.

“Take it.”

Eleanor looked at Richard.

“Watch me.”

Richard held my waist and watched his wife.

Nathan fucked her harder.

I rubbed her clit.

Eleanor’s breath came in short cries.

“Say it,” I told her.

“Your husband is going to make me come.”

“Louder.”

“Nathan is going to make me come on his cock.”

Richard’s cock jumped deep in me.

He heard his wife’s voice.

He felt my cunt react.

Nathan drove deep.

Eleanor came with my fingers on her clit and my husband’s cock buried in her.

Her forehead hit mine.

Her scream broke against my mouth.

We kissed through it.

The men kept moving.

Neither had come.

Nathan caught Eleanor by the hair and pulled her head back until she looked at Richard.

Richard held my hips and made me watch Nathan.

The four of us stayed connected. Two wives still shaking. Two husbands trying not to finish first.

“Do not look away,” I told Nathan.

“I am not.”

“I want to see your face when you fill her.”

His cock drove deep into Eleanor.

“Then keep watching.”

Richard tightened his grip on me.

“And you?” he asked.

I looked over my shoulder.

“I want my husband to see what your cock does when you finish.”

Richard’s breath broke.

Eleanor laughed between us.

“They are both trying to win.”

“Let them,” I said.

Nathan looked at Richard over our bodies.

“Ready?”

Richard answered by slamming into me harder.

Both were close.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

WHAT WE DID

Eleanor’s orgasm ended with her shaking against me.

Nathan did not stop.

Richard did not stop either.

The room smelled like sweat, latex, champagne, and four people who had stopped being polite.

The sheets were wet under our knees.

My lipstick covered Eleanor’s mouth.

Her teeth had marked my shoulder twice.

Nathan’s handprints were red on her ass.

Richard’s were beginning to show on mine.

I looked at my husband.

“Are you close?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me where.”

He understood.

“Deep in her.”

The jealousy came back even after my orgasm.

Harder because I knew exactly what it felt like to have another man’s cock in me.

Eleanor looked at me.

“Do you want to feel it?”

“Yes.”

“Come here.”

She shifted onto her knees with Nathan still behind her. I moved closer and pressed my chest against her back.

My breasts flattened against her skin.

I slid one hand around her throat and the other low over her stomach.

Nathan watched me hold the woman he was fucking.

“Look at me,” he said.

“I am.”

“Do not watch Richard.”

Richard was still buried in me from behind. His hands held my hips. I could feel every stroke, but I kept my eyes on Nathan.

“Jealous?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Nathan gripped Eleanor and began driving into her harder.

She moved against me.

I felt the force of every hard stroke through her stomach under my palm.

“He is going deep,” she whispered.

“I can feel it.”

“Your husband is filling me.”

“Say it while you look at him.”

Eleanor looked over her shoulder.

“Your cock is deep in me.”

Nathan’s control slipped.

“Again.”

“You are fucking your friend’s wife while he fucks yours.”

Richard groaned behind me.

His rhythm became uneven.

Nathan looked at him over our bodies.

“Not yet.”

Richard laughed without humor.

“You are ordering everyone now?”

“My wife wants to feel me come first.”

“Do you?” Richard asked me.

“Yes.”

He pulled almost out, then pushed deep and held.

“Then feel him.”

Nathan’s thrusts shortened.

I pressed my palm harder against Eleanor’s belly.

“Give it to her,” I said.

Nathan looked at me.

“Say what you want.”

“I want to feel my husband’s cock pulsing deep in her.”

Eleanor moaned.

“More.”

“I want to watch you fill this dirty cunt while she is in my arms.”

Nathan drove deep.

“Whose dirty cunt?”

I tightened my arm around Eleanor’s throat.

“Ours tonight.”

Her stomach clenched.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

Nathan’s face changed.

“Victoria.”

“Fill her.”

He pushed to the base and came.

The first pulse made Eleanor’s stomach tighten under my hand.

I felt the force of him through her stomach.

Not his come. The contraction. The deep push. The way his hips locked against her ass.

“Again,” I whispered.

Nathan groaned and pulsed again.

Eleanor’s eyes closed.

I tightened my hand around her throat just enough to make her open them.

“Look at me, good girl.”

She did.

“Feel my husband filling you.”

“I feel him.”

“All of it?”

“Every pulse.”

Nathan came again against the condom, eyes fixed on mine.

It was beautiful.

Not because she had him.

Because I was there for every second.

Because he had chosen to show me.

Because what he felt did not erase me.

It pulled me closer.

Nathan’s final drive stopped deep.

He held Eleanor against us until his breathing slowed.

Then he pulled out carefully and caught the condom at the base.

Eleanor made a small sound at the emptiness.

I kissed the side of her face.

“Greedy.”

“You would be too.”

“I am.”

Richard’s cock was still buried in me.

Hard.

Waiting.

Nathan removed the condom and tied it. He placed it in the small bin beside the bed, then came to the front of me.

He touched my mouth.

“Your turn.”

Richard moved behind me.

The first stroke after watching Nathan come felt brutal.

My cunt was sensitive from the orgasm. Richard’s cock dragged over every swollen place.

“Where?” he asked.

Nathan answered.

“On her.”

Richard looked at him.

“Where on her?”

Nathan’s eyes moved over me.

“Chest.”

I looked at my husband.

“Not my mouth?”

“I want to see it.”

The answer made me wet again.

Richard pulled out.

He removed the condom and knelt behind me, stroking his cock.

Nathan turned me to face him and pushed me back onto the bed.

I lay naked between the four of them. Legs open. Chest rising too fast. Richard stood over me with his hand moving.

Eleanor sat beside my hip.

Nathan stood near my head.

“Look at your husband,” Richard said.

I did.

“Tell him what I am doing.”

“You are going to come on his wife.”

Richard’s hand moved faster.

“What part?”

“My tits.”

Nathan touched my throat.

“And what are you?”

The words came easily now.

“Your dirty slut.”

“Only mine?”

I looked at Richard.

“His tonight.”

Richard groaned.

The first hot stripe hit my right breast.

The second crossed both nipples.

The third landed near my throat.

I watched Nathan watch another man come over me.

Richard’s cock pulsed in his hand.

More come fell across my stomach.

Eleanor touched one white line with her fingertip.

“Pretty,” she said.

Nathan’s eyes did not leave me.

“Spread it.”

Eleanor rubbed Richard’s come over my nipple.

I gasped.

“Use your mouth,” Nathan said.

She looked at her husband first.

Richard gave one slow nod.

Then Eleanor bent over me and licked the white streak from my nipple.

Her tongue was warm. Richard’s come was salt on my skin. Nathan watched his friend’s wife clean her husband’s release from my breast.

“Look at Victoria,” Nathan told her.

Eleanor raised her eyes to mine and dragged her tongue across the other nipple.

“How does he taste?” I asked.

She swallowed.

“Like my husband.”

“Let me see.”

I caught the gold chain at her waist and pulled her up.

She kissed me.

Her mouth opened over mine. I tasted Richard on her tongue and pushed it back into her mouth. We kissed with his come between us while both husbands watched.

Eleanor broke the kiss only far enough to speak.

“Your husband feels better than mine tastes.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

I smiled against her lips.

“Mine is thicker.”

Richard laughed once.

“You two are cruel.”

“You invited us,” I said.

Nathan came down onto the bed.

He dragged two fingers through the come still covering my breast and held them between Eleanor and me.

“Together.”

We closed our mouths around his fingers from opposite sides.

Our tongues touched over Richard’s come.

Nathan pulled his hand free and looked at me.

“Good wife.”

Eleanor licked the corner of my mouth.

“Dirty wife.”

“Both,” I said.

“Still jealous?”

“More than before.”

“Hard again?”

His cock was softening, but it moved when I asked.

“Soon.”

Richard sat beside Eleanor.

For a few seconds, no one spoke.

The silence was a mess.

No one knew what to say.

The air conditioner hummed. A woman laughed somewhere beyond the locked door. I could hear all four of us breathing and the faint wet sound of Eleanor shifting on the sheets.

Then I started trembling.

Eleanor saw first.

“Victoria.”

“I am fine.”

Nathan looked at my hands.

They were shaking against the sheets.

“No, you are not.”

The certainty in his voice hurt.

Richard reached for a towel.

Nathan took it from him.

Not rude.

Clear.

He went to the bathroom, ran warm water over the towel, and came back.

Richard and Eleanor moved to the couch without being asked.

Nathan sat between my legs.

He wiped Richard’s come from my throat first.

Then my breasts.

Slowly.

His face gave me nothing.

That frightened me more than anger.

“Say something,” I whispered.

“I am cleaning you.”

“That is not talking.”

He passed the towel over my stomach.

“I watched him fuck you.”

“Yes.”

“I told him how.”

“Yes.”

“You came on his cock.”

The words were simple.

They hit harder than any polished accusation.

“Yes.”

Nathan looked at me.

“I loved it.”

My throat tightened.

“And?”

“I hated it.”

“And?”

“I want to do it again.”

The tears came before I could stop them.

Not many.

Enough.

Nathan wiped one with his thumb.

“Are you still my husband?” I asked.

“More than before.”

“That is my line.”

“You were right.”

I laughed once through the tears.

Eleanor looked away to give us privacy in a room with no privacy left.

Richard poured water into four glasses.

Nathan cleaned between my legs carefully. Richard’s condom had held. The towel came away soaked from my pussy.

“Did I disappear?” Nathan asked.

“Never.”

“Did he?”

I understood.

“No. Richard was there. I wanted him there.”

Nathan nodded.

Pain moved across his face and stayed.

“Good.”

“You do not have to like every answer.”

“I do not.”

“But you want the truth.”

“Always.”

I touched his cheek.

“Eleanor made you come.”

“Yes.”

“I felt it.”

“I know.”

“It hurt.”

“I know that too.”

“I want to feel it again.”

Nathan put the towel aside.

“Then we are both in trouble.”

Eleanor stood and brought me a robe.

She helped me sit up.

Her hands were gentle now.

“The first exchange is never clean,” she said.

I looked at the stained sheets.

“Clearly.”

“I did not mean the bed.”

Richard handed Nathan a glass of water.

“You did well.”

Nathan looked at him.

“Do not grade me.”

Richard smiled.

“Good. You will fit here.”

The first orgasm had ended.

The night had not.


CHAPTER TWELVE

THE QUIET LOUNGE

The quiet lounge was exactly what the name promised.

No bed.

No mirrors.

No one touching anyone under the clothes.

Four leather chairs around a low fire. Water. Tea. Towels warmed in a cabinet. A bowl of fruit no one ate.

Nathan and I sat together.

Richard and Eleanor sat across from us.

All four wore robes.

I still felt used in the best and worst ways. Richard’s handprints warmed my ass when I moved. Eleanor’s teeth mark stung beneath the robe. My cunt felt swollen around the memory of a cock that was not Nathan’s.

Nathan held my hand.

Not tightly.

Enough.

“Do people always come here after?” I asked.

“The ones who understand the point,” Eleanor said.

“And the others?”

“They dress quickly and pretend nothing happened.”

Richard drank water.

“They usually do not last.”

Nathan looked at him.

“How many couples fail?”

“Most.”

“Because of jealousy?”

“Because they lie about jealousy.”

Eleanor touched her husband’s knee.

“Or they use the club to do something they were too afraid to admit they wanted before they arrived.”

I thought about the laptop I had left open.

“We did that at home,” I said.

“Good,” she answered.

A door opened.

Isabelle came in alone.

She wore a black robe tied loosely at the waist. Her hair was damp near her temples. No mask. No Julian.

She stopped when she saw us.

“I can leave.”

“Sit,” Eleanor said.

Isabelle took the empty chair beside mine.

I looked toward the door.

“Where is Julian?”

“With Mara.”

The answer was light.

Her hands were not.

One thumb kept rubbing the side of the other.

I had seen that movement at the Plaza when Nathan kissed her.

“You are not fine,” I said.

Isabelle smiled without looking at me.

“You sound like Nathan.”

“That was not a compliment.”

“I know.”

She reached for water.

The glass shook once against the bottle.

I took it from her and poured.

“Does it hurt?”

“Watching Julian?”

“Yes.”

“Every time.”

She drank.

“Then why do it?”

Isabelle looked into the fire.

“The first time, I watched him with another woman and pretended it did not hurt. I did not tell him. I did not sleep for a week. Then I came back and asked to see her again.”

No one laughed.

“Why?” Nathan asked.

“Because the pain was not the only thing I felt.”

I understood too well.

“Did you tell Julian the second time?”

“No.”

“The third?”

“I screamed at him in a hotel bathroom.”

Richard smiled slightly.

“Progress.”

Isabelle looked at me.

“You make jealousy look beautiful.”

“It is not.”

“Nathan watches you like it is.”

I squeezed his hand.

“He watches me because I become dangerous when I am afraid.”

“You become honest,” Nathan said.

“Same thing.”

Isabelle’s eyes filled.

She blinked the tears back.

I moved from my chair and knelt beside hers.

The robe opened over my thigh.

She looked down at the marks on my skin.

“Richard?”

“Yes.”

“Nathan allowed that?”

“Nathan asked for them.”

Her mouth changed.

“I do not know whether that is romantic or insane.”

“Both.”

I put my hand over hers.

“You do not have to perform for me.”

“I am not.”

“You are French. You perform breathing.”

She laughed through the tears.

“Bitch.”

“Better.”

The door opened again.

Julian entered wearing trousers and no shirt.

He saw Isabelle’s face.

Stopped.

“What happened?”

“Nothing,” she said automatically.

I looked at her.

She closed her eyes.

“I hated watching you with Mara.”

Julian came to her.

“Why did you leave without telling me?”

“Because I did not want to ruin it.”

“You leaving ruined it.”

He knelt in front of her.

The position mirrored mine.

Two women in chairs. Two partners at their knees.

Julian took her hands.

“I came looking for you.”

“Did you finish?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because you were gone.”

Isabelle cried then.

Quietly.

Julian pulled her against him.

I looked away.

Not because the moment was private.

Because it reminded me too much of Nathan cleaning another man’s come from my skin.

Eleanor touched my shoulder.

“This is the real club,” she said.

I looked around the quiet room.

No masks.

No sex.

No one pretending wanting other people was simple.

I believed her.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE FLOOR BELOW

At two in the morning, most of the masks were gone.

The people who stayed no longer needed them.

Some faces surprised me.

Others confirmed things I had suspected for years.

Nathan and I returned downstairs in our robes. Our formal clothes waited in the private room. Richard and Eleanor walked ahead of us, already dressed again.

Eleanor wore the gold silk without underwear.

I knew because I had watched Nathan touch her beneath it.

That knowledge changed the way the dress moved.

The first room had become louder.

The woman in white was gone. Three couples occupied the circular bed. One man sat in a chair while his wife rode another man in front of him. His hand moved slowly over his own cock. A woman knelt between his knees, licking the head each time his wife looked over.

Nathan followed my eyes.

“Not us,” he said.

“No.”

He knew what I meant.

We were not there to place him in a chair while another man became the center of the scene.

He was the center even when someone else’s cock was in me.

I was the center when another woman took him.

That was the difference.

Richard stopped beside a staircase leading down.

“The lower floor is for exhibition.”

“Meaning?” Nathan asked.

“People go there to be watched deliberately.”

“The room upstairs was not deliberate?”

Eleanor smiled.

“Upstairs, four people watched each other. Downstairs, everyone watches.”

I looked at Nathan.

“No.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“You answered quickly.”

“I am naked under a robe.”

“You were naked in front of Richard ten minutes after meeting him.”

“That was different.”

“How?”

“I wanted him.”

Nathan’s expression tightened.

I touched his chest through the robe.

“And Eleanor.”

“Better.”

Richard opened the door.

Heat rose from below.

The lower floor had once been a wine cellar. Brick arches. Stone floor. Low amber lights. No furniture except padded benches built into the walls and one raised platform in the center.

Twenty people stood or sat around it.

A couple occupied the platform.

The man lay on his back.

His wife rode him facing the crowd.

Another woman knelt behind her and touched her clit while she moved.

The wife’s eyes stayed on her husband.

“Tell them,” the other woman said.

“His cock is in me.”

“Who?”

“My husband.”

“And whose fingers?”

“Yours.”

“Who are you coming for?”

The wife looked down at the man beneath her.

“Him. Always him.”

She came in front of everyone.

Her husband followed seconds later, hands hard on her hips.

The crowd did not clap.

They watched.

That was more intimate.

I felt Nathan’s hand enter the open side of my robe.

“Still no?”

“Do you want them to watch us?”

“I want them to watch you choose me after what we did upstairs.”

The words hit harder than an order.

I looked at the platform.

At the wet sheets.

At strangers who knew nothing about our names and too much about our bodies.

“Not yet.”

Nathan nodded.

No punishment.

No disappointment.

Richard looked at him with approval.

I hated that Richard’s approval mattered.

Eleanor saw my face.

“He is not grading your husband.”

“He keeps trying.”

“Richard thinks every room is a boardroom.”

“So do I.”

“That is why you two need this place.”

A new group approached before Mara did.

I recognized Malcolm Ward when he removed his mask.

He owned a hotel group with properties in six countries and had once made a room full of bankers wait fifteen minutes while he finished a phone call. Six foot four. Black. Broad enough that the white dinner shirt had looked tailored around armor.

Naked, he was even harder to ignore.

His cock hung thick against his thigh, close to nine inches even before he was fully hard. No one laughed. No one whispered. The room simply made space for him.

His wife, Simone, wore a silver chain around one ankle and nothing else. A second couple joined them on the platform.

Malcolm did not rush.

He kissed Simone while another woman knelt between them. He kept one hand at the back of his wife’s neck and the other on the second woman’s hip. When the other man touched Simone, Malcolm watched her face instead of the hand.

“Tell me,” he said.

Simone looked at her husband.

“I want him.”

“And me?”

“I want you watching me want him.”

Nathan’s hand tightened at my waist.

That was the Circle in one sentence.

Not replacement.

Exposure.

The second man pushed into Simone while Malcolm remained close enough to kiss her. The two women touched each other. The second wife licked the wet shine from Simone’s inner thigh and kissed her with it still on her mouth.

No one on the platform became furniture.

Everyone stayed part of the scene.

Malcolm looked toward the crowd once.

His eyes passed over Nathan and stopped on me for half a second.

Not an invitation.

An assessment.

I felt it anyway.

Then Mara walked onto the platform.

The man with her was not Daniel from the first room.

Julian followed them.

Isabelle stayed beside me.

Her hand found mine.

“I am going to watch,” she said.

“Do you want me to stay?”

“Yes.”

We stood together while Julian undressed another woman on the platform.

Isabelle’s fingers tightened around mine.

Nathan stood at my other side.

He put one hand on the back of my neck.

Mara knelt in front of Julian.

Isabelle breathed through her nose.

“Say it,” I whispered.

“I hate this.”

“And?”

“I want to see.”

“Good.”

She laughed once.

“Now you sound like them.”

Julian looked toward us before Mara put his cock in her mouth.

He found Isabelle.

Held her eyes.

She did not look away.

Neither did I.

The Circle was teaching us the same lesson in different bodies.

Watching was not passive.

Sometimes it was the hardest thing in the room.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE PERFORMANCE

The platform stayed empty for less than a minute after Julian left it.

Richard touched Nathan’s shoulder.

“Now?”

Nathan looked at me.

“Your choice.”

The words should have made refusal easy.

They did not.

Everyone had watched Julian with Mara. Isabelle had stood beside me and survived it without pretending she enjoyed every second. I had let Richard fuck me in a locked room. Nathan had filled Eleanor while my hand felt every stroke through her stomach.

The platform was only a floor with witnesses.

That was the lie I told myself.

“Only us,” I said.

Nathan understood.

No Richard.

No Eleanor.

No strangers touching.

Only my husband and me in front of them.

“Only us,” he agreed.

I removed the robe.

The room saw the marks first.

Richard’s red handprints across my ass. Eleanor’s teeth at my shoulder. My breasts still pink from hands and mouths.

A murmur moved through the crowd.

Nathan took off his robe too.

His cock was already hard.

Not fully.

Enough.

I walked onto the platform naked.

Stone cold under my feet.

The cellar smelled of damp brick, old wine, candle wax, sweat, and sex. Every breath felt used before it reached me.

Nathan followed.

The quiet made small sounds enormous. His bare feet against stone. My swallow. The soft scrape of someone shifting on a bench.

We stood facing each other while masked strangers formed a circle.

“Still mine?” he asked.

The question was not fear this time.

It was part of the scene.

“More than before.”

“Show them.”

I dropped to my knees.

The crowd disappeared behind him.

I took his cock in my hand and looked up.

“Tell them who fucked me upstairs.”

Nathan’s mouth moved.

“Richard Beaumont.”

Someone behind us inhaled.

“Tell them who made Eleanor come.”

“I did.”

“Tell them what you felt.”

His fingers closed in my hair.

“Jealous. Hard. Proud.”

I licked the head of his cock.

“Tell them what I am.”

“My wife.”

“Not enough.”

“My dirty wife.”

I opened my mouth and took him deeper.

Nathan held my head and watched the crowd watch me suck him.

“Look at them,” he said.

I turned my eyes toward the nearest faces while his cock stayed in my mouth.

Eleanor stood beside Richard.

Isabelle beside Julian.

Mara near the front.

The senator’s wife near the stairs.

People who would recognize me in daylight now watched saliva run from my mouth onto my husband’s cock.

The risk made my cunt drip.

Nathan pulled out.

“Tell them.”

I breathed once.

“I am wet because you are watching.”

Mara smiled.

“How wet?”

I looked at her.

“Come see.”

Nathan’s hand tightened in my hair.

“Only us.”

“She can look.”

Mara came closer to the platform but did not climb onto it.

I opened my knees.

Her eyes dropped between my legs.

“Very,” she said.

Nathan looked down.

My pussy shone under the amber light.

“From sucking him?” Mara asked.

“From everyone knowing another man fucked me first.”

Richard’s eyes changed.

Nathan saw.

“And who gets you now?” he asked.

I looked up at my husband.

“You.”

He pulled me to my feet and turned me toward the crowd.

My back pressed against his chest.

His cock lay hard along my ass.

Nathan put one hand around my throat and the other between my legs.

“Tell them what Richard did.”

“He fucked me from behind.”

“Hard?”

“Yes.”

“Did you come?”

“Yes.”

The crowd remained silent.

Every word carried.

Nathan buried two fingers in me.

“On his cock?”

“Yes.”

“While I watched?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like hurting me?”

My cunt tightened around his fingers.

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

I looked at Richard.

“I liked coming on your cock while my husband watched.”

Richard’s hand closed around Eleanor’s hip.

Nathan curled his fingers.

“And Eleanor?”

I looked at her.

“I liked feeling Nathan fill you.”

Eleanor’s lips parted.

“Did it hurt?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Nathan pulled his fingers out.

He put them in my mouth.

I sucked them clean in front of the room.

Then he bent me over the platform.

The stone was covered by one thin black pad. My breasts touched it. My ass faced the crowd.

Nathan stood behind me.

“Look at them,” he said.

I turned my head.

Dozens of eyes watched the head of his cock touch my cunt.

“Tell them what you want.”

“My husband’s cock.”

“Where?”

“In my pussy.”

“How much?”

“All of it.”

Nathan pushed in.

The room watched every inch disappear.

My mouth opened.

No sound came out until he reached the base.

Then I moaned loud enough for the stone walls to throw it back.

The sound of his hips hitting my ass echoed a fraction of a second later. Every slap returned from the brick as if the cellar were answering him.

Nathan bent over me.

“Still here?”

I turned my face toward him, cheek pressed to the black pad.

“Always.”

“Full?” Nathan asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell them.”

I looked at Mara.

At Isabelle.

At Eleanor.

“My husband is buried to the base in me.”

Nathan pulled out slowly.

The crowd could see the condom shine with what my cunt left on it.

He drove in again.

“Who opened you first tonight?”

“Richard.”

“Who knows this cunt?”

“You.”

“Who makes you beg?”

“You.”

“Then beg.”

Nathan stopped deep.

I moved my hips.

He held them still.

“Fuck me.”

“Louder.”

“Fuck me in front of them.”

He did.

Hard strokes.

No long preparation.

My cunt was already open, already sensitive, already carrying another man’s marks.

Nathan fucked me while the Circle watched.

The sound of his hips hitting my ass filled the cellar.

A woman near the wall touched herself under her dress.

A man beside her opened his trousers.

Mara knelt in front of Daniel and took his cock into her mouth without looking away from us.

The room began moving because we did.

Nathan saw it.

“Look what you started.”

I raised my head.

People touched each other around the platform. Hands beneath silk. Mouths on necks. One woman on her knees. Another man stroking himself.

“They like your wife,” I said.

“They like watching my wife get fucked.”

“Same thing.”

Nathan slapped my ass over Richard’s fading mark.

Pain burst through me.

“Wrong answer.”

I laughed, then cried out when he drove deeper.

“Tell them to touch themselves,” he said.

I looked at the crowd.

“You heard him.”

More clothes opened.

More hands moved.

Eleanor put her hand under Richard’s trousers.

Isabelle slid hers between her own thighs.

Julian stood behind her and covered her breast.

I watched them while Nathan fucked me.

“Who do you want watching?” he asked.

“Everyone.”

“Liar.”

He drove deep.

“You.”

“Better.”

His hand reached around and found my clit.

I was close too quickly.

The first exchange had left me raw. Every stroke hit flesh that had never settled.

“Do not come yet,” Nathan said.

“You love saying that.”

“You love disobeying.”

I rubbed myself against his fingers.

“Then punish me.”

He pulled out.

The emptiness hurt.

Nathan turned me over and pushed me onto my back.

I opened my legs.

He pushed into me again while facing me.

The crowd saw less.

I saw everything.

His face. The sweat at his temples. The jealousy that had not disappeared. The love that made it dangerous.

Nathan held my throat.

“Now look at me.”

“I am looking.”

“Who fucked you tonight?”

“Richard.”

He drove in.

“Who kissed you?”

“Eleanor.”

Another hard stroke.

“Who are you coming for?”

“You.”

“Say my name.”

“Nathan.”

“Again.”

“Nathan.”

He rubbed my clit while his cock drove into me.

The orgasm built under his hand.

“Tell them.”

I looked at the circle of strangers.

“My husband is making me come.”

“Louder,” Mara called.

I laughed breathlessly.

“My husband is making me come after I let another man fuck me.”

Nathan drove deep.

I came.

My cunt clenched around him. My heels pressed into his back. I cried his name while the room watched me break under the man I had chosen before all the others.

Nathan came seconds later.

His cock pulsed deep in me while his forehead rested against mine.

The crowd disappeared.

For those seconds, the Circle did not exist.

Only us.

Then Eleanor’s voice came from beside the platform.

“Now you are members.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE YACHT

We dressed at three fifteen.

My black gown hid most of the marks.

Not all.

The bite at my shoulder remained above the silk. Eleanor touched it while fastening the hidden hook at my hip.

“Keep it.”

“I do not have a choice.”

“You always have a choice.”

I looked at her in the mirror.

“Do you say that to everyone?”

“Only women who forget.”

Nathan fastened his shirt behind us. Richard stood by the door, dressed again, black mask hanging from one hand.

“The house accepted you,” he said.

“Because we fucked on a platform?” Nathan asked.

“Because you kept choosing each other while everyone watched.”

Eleanor smiled at me in the mirror.

“The sex helped.”

Richard handed Nathan a black envelope sealed with dark green wax.

Nathan opened it.

The photograph inside was large enough to cover both his palms.

A white yacht floated in water so blue it looked unreal. Four decks. Black glass. A helicopter pad at the stern. Polished railings catching the Mediterranean sun. No name painted on the hull.

I stopped hearing Richard.

I saw myself on the upper deck wearing a white blouse, black skirt, and the sunglasses I used when I did not want photographers to know where I was looking.

In my head, I was on my knees behind a linen service curtain with Nathan’s cock in my mouth.

A steward stood on the other side arranging champagne.

One thin wall of fabric between the woman on every business magazine and the sound of her gagging on her husband’s cock.

My pussy tightened.

Nathan noticed.

“What did you imagine?”

“Nothing.”

“Liar.”

Eleanor took the photograph from him and placed it in my hands.

“Tell us.”

I looked at the black windows along the main deck.

“A crew member behind a curtain.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.

“The crew is discreet.”

“That was not my concern.”

Nathan came behind me.

“What were you doing behind the curtain?”

I kept my eyes on the yacht.

“Wearing my office clothes.”

“And?”

“Sucking you while someone poured champagne three feet away.”

Nathan’s hand closed around my waist.

Eleanor’s smile changed.

“Now she understands the boat.”

The photograph showed a dining table on the aft deck. Twelve places. White linen. Glass lamps. Nothing sexual.

That made it worse.

I imagined Eleanor sitting across from me in gold silk with no underwear. Richard’s hand beneath the table. Nathan speaking to another wife while I watched her realize how thick he was.

I imagined the formal dinner ending without anyone standing up.

Hands under linen.

Mouths behind wineglasses.

A woman trying to answer a question while a man’s fingers fucked her under the table.

Then the upper deck after midnight.

No walls.

Stars above us. Black water around us. Six couples touching where any guest could look. Bodies spread across white cushions. Someone kneeling at the rail while the yacht moved beneath her.

“You left,” Nathan said.

I looked at him.

“What?”

“You were on the boat already.”

“She was,” Eleanor said. “I could see it.”

Richard placed a second card on the dresser.

MONACO. TWO WEEKS.

Below it, three coordinates marked Corsica and Sardinia.

“Three other couples,” he said. “Plus us.”

“Who?” Nathan asked.

“You learn after boarding.”

“Julian and Isabelle?” I asked.

“No.”

That surprised me.

Richard read my face.

“You need to find out who you are when no one in the room knows your history.”

I looked at Eleanor.

“And the crew?”

“Adult professionals. They know what kind of charter this is. They remain in service passages and crew areas unless called. They are not participants.”

“But they are close,” I said.

“Always.”

Nathan’s thumb pressed into my waist.

The risk was controlled.

That did not make it smaller.

It made it expensive.

The kind of danger rich people purchased because ordinary danger had too many witnesses.

Richard showed us one page.

Cabin doors stayed private. No recordings. No names after midnight. The tender remained ready if anyone wanted shore.

He closed the folder before the list could kill the fantasy.

“Rules stop rich people from becoming stupid,” he said.

“Better than your speech upstairs,” I told him.

Eleanor moved behind Nathan and adjusted his collar. Her fingers touched his throat.

I watched her hand on my husband and imagined it lower. On deck. Under the stars. No locked red room to contain the jealousy.

“Does the boat interest you?” she asked him.

“Watching Victoria on it interests me.”

“Only Victoria?”

Nathan looked at me.

“Ask me after we sail.”

The answer cut cleanly.

Eleanor saw it.

She kissed the inside of Nathan’s wrist.

My cunt tightened.

Richard came to stand beside me.

“Do you want her to stop?”

“No.”

“Do you want to stop watching?”

“No.”

“Then what do you want?”

I looked at Eleanor.

“I want to know how she sounds when our husbands are not in the room.”

Eleanor went still.

Nathan’s eyes found mine.

Richard looked at his wife.

No one laughed.

The photograph became heavier in my hands.

Eleanor stepped away from Nathan and came close enough that her perfume covered the smell of the room.

“On the yacht,” she said. “You may find out.”

She kissed me once.

Slow.

Her tongue touched mine, then disappeared.

Nathan watched the whole thing.

When she stepped back, I looked at the helicopter pad, the white decks, and the black glass again.

I no longer saw a boat.

I saw privacy moving through open water.

I saw Nathan with another woman in sunlight where I could not pretend not to notice.

I saw Eleanor between my legs behind a locked cabin door.

I saw Richard at my back on the deck while the sea made every stance unstable.

I saw all of us under the stars with nowhere to hide the sounds.

“We will discuss it,” Nathan said.

Eleanor smiled.

“Of course.”

She knew.

So did I.

We were going.

The only question was what the sea would make us admit.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE VOTE

The membership vote happened in a library.

Of course it did.

People with old money liked hiding decisions behind books no one opened.

The room held shelves to the ceiling, a rolling ladder, and one long table under green lamps. No masks. No robes. Everyone dressed again.

Nathan and I sat on one side.

Richard and Eleanor sat on the other with three people I had seen at dinner.

Mara.

A man named Thomas who ran something in energy and pretended not to recognize me from Davos.

A woman named Celeste whose husband had left the club an hour earlier with another man.

No paperwork waited on the table.

That made the conversation feel more serious.

Thomas began.

“Why do you want membership?”

Nathan looked at me.

I answered.

“Privacy.”

Celeste shook her head.

“You can buy privacy.”

“Not this kind.”

“What kind is this?”

I thought about the platform.

About strangers watching my husband fuck me after watching another man do it first.

“Privacy from pretending.”

Mara smiled.

“Better.”

Thomas looked at Nathan.

“And you?”

“I want a room where my wife can tell the truth without the truth becoming a weapon.”

The answer hit me before it reached them.

Eleanor watched my face.

Celeste folded her hands.

“What happens if someone recognizes you?”

“They already did,” I said.

“And?”

“They kept eating.”

“Outside the house.”

“Outside, I deny everything.”

Thomas leaned back.

“Even if it is true?”

“Especially if it is true.”

Nathan touched my knee under the table.

Mara looked at him.

“What if a photograph appears?”

“There are no cameras.”

“There are always cameras somewhere.”

Nathan’s face changed.

He understood the real question.

“Then we protect the house before we protect our embarrassment.”

Richard nodded once.

Thomas turned to me.

“Your company is public. You employ eighty thousand people. You sit on two charitable boards. You are photographed entering airports. This room can destroy more than your marriage.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

I put both hands on the table.

“At twenty-four, a partner at my first firm told me no one would trust a woman who looked like me with restructuring work. At twenty-nine, a competitor told a reporter I had slept with a client to win a mandate. At thirty-five, a board member asked whether Nathan made the decisions at home because I was too aggressive in public.”

Nathan’s hand tightened on my knee.

“People have been inventing my sex life since before I had one worth discussing.”

Celeste’s mouth moved.

“And now?”

“Now I finally have something worth hiding.”

Mara laughed.

Thomas did not.

“You think power protects you.”

“No. Power makes the fall more expensive.”

“Then why risk it?”

I looked at Nathan.

His face held the answer.

“Because a life built only around avoiding loss is not a life. It is asset preservation.”

The sentence sounded like a boardroom.

I heard it too.

“That was polished,” Eleanor said.

“Fine.” I sat back. “Because I liked watching my husband fuck your wife. Because I liked Richard’s cock in me. Because I am tired of going home after controlling everyone all day and pretending I do not want to be the dirtiest woman in the room at night.”

Silence.

Real silence.

The air system clicked above us.

Mara’s smile disappeared.

Thomas looked at Nathan.

“And you can live with that?”

Nathan answered without looking away from me.

“I can live with the truth. I cannot live with her wanting it alone.”

That was the sentence that decided the vote.

I knew before anyone spoke.

Celeste took one black card from a wooden box.

The same card we already carried, but with a small gold line beneath the silver circle.

She placed it in front of Nathan.

Mara placed another in front of me.

Thomas remained still.

“One objection,” he said.

Richard looked at him.

“On what basis?”

“They move quickly.”

“So did we,” Eleanor said.

“You almost divorced.”

“And then we did not.”

Thomas looked at me.

“Your jealousy is unstable.”

“It is supposed to be.”

“That answer is not enough.”

Nathan leaned forward.

“Then ask a better question.”

Thomas did.

“If Victoria tells you tomorrow that she wants Richard alone, what do you do?”

The room stopped.

Richard did not smile.

Eleanor’s hand remained flat on the table.

Nathan’s thumb pressed once against my knee. The same place he touched when he wanted me to know he was still with me without making a show of it.

He took his time.

“I ask why.”

“And if you hate the answer?”

“I tell her.”

“And if she still wants it?”

Nathan looked at me.

“We decide together what our marriage can carry.”

Thomas turned to me.

“If Nathan wants Eleanor alone?”

The jealousy arrived before I could arrange my face.

My palms became damp against the polished table.

“I ask why.”

“And if you hate the answer?”

“I make his life difficult for a week.”

Eleanor laughed.

Thomas did not.

“Then?”

“Then I tell him the truth. Then we decide.”

Thomas leaned closer.

“What if one of you falls in love with another member?”

No one moved.

That question did what the others had not.

It reached past sex.

Past bruises, condoms, jealousy, and the safety of going home together.

Nathan’s hand stopped on my knee.

I looked at Richard. Then Eleanor. At thirty-two years between them and all the people who had moved through their marriage without replacing it.

I did not know whether we were built the same way.

Nathan answered first.

“We say it before it becomes a secret.”

Thomas looked at me.

“That is not a solution.”

“No,” I said. “It is the beginning of one.”

“And if the solution destroys the marriage?”

My throat tightened.

Nathan did not rescue me.

That mattered.

“Then lying would only destroy it slower.”

The air system clicked above us.

I heard someone turn a page in the hall outside the library.

Thomas waited long enough for the silence to hurt.

“What if the press discovers the house?”

“There are no cameras,” I said.

“There are always cameras somewhere.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

Thomas continued.

“A photograph of you on that platform reaches the Journal. Your board demands your resignation. Employees lose contracts because clients decide your private life is a governance problem. What happens then?”

For the first time that night, I wanted my office.

A spreadsheet.

A lawyer.

Something I could control.

Nathan’s hand returned to my knee.

Still here.

I put my hand over his.

Always.

“We protect the people who did not choose this,” I said. “Employees. Members whose names are exposed. Staff. Then we deal with my board.”

“And if the board removes you?”

The question made my stomach drop.

Sterling Industries was not only a company.

It was eighteen years of my life.

“Then they remove me.”

Nathan turned toward me.

I kept speaking before courage became performance.

“I will hate it. I will fight it. I will probably buy enough shares to make everyone regret it. But I will not blame my husband for a choice we made together.”

Thomas watched Nathan.

“Would you blame her?”

“For losing the company? No.”

“For choosing this house?”

Nathan looked at me.

“Ask me after it happens.”

The answer was not reassuring.

It was honest.

Thomas finally leaned back.

“Last question.”

No one breathed normally.

“Why should this house trust either of you?”

Nathan answered.

“It should not. Not yet.”

Richard’s eyes narrowed.

Nathan continued.

“Trust what we do. We came together. We told the truth when it made us look ugly. We stopped when one of us needed to stop. We left every room together. That is all we can prove tonight.”

Thomas turned to me.

“Anything to add?”

“Yes.”

My voice sounded rougher than it had on the platform.

“If I ever have to choose between protecting this house and protecting a lie inside my marriage, I protect my marriage. If that means you remove us, remove us.”

Richard looked at Eleanor.

Eleanor looked proud.

Thomas picked up the third card from the box.

He held it above the metal seal without pressing.

“That answer could make you dangerous to us.”

“It also makes us safe for each other,” Nathan said.

Thomas pressed the card down.

A gold line appeared beneath the silver circle.

“No objection.”

He handed it to Celeste.

The vote ended without applause.

Mara came around the table and kissed my mouth.

Short.

Wet enough to leave lipstick.

“Welcome,” she said.

Nathan looked at the mark on my lips.

“You collect new members.”

Mara smiled at him.

“Only the attractive ones.”

This time, I laughed.

The third door was officially ours.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE BATH

Eleanor took us to the bath before we left.

“You cannot go home smelling like the whole house,” she said.

“Why not?”

“Because your building staff will know before breakfast.”

She was right.

The bath occupied the rear of the third floor. White stone. Steam. A long pool beneath a glass roof. Rain tapped above us.

No one else was inside.

Richard locked the door.

“Private?” Nathan asked.

“Twenty minutes.”

“After that?”

“Mara has a key.”

I removed the black gown again.

The silk slid over Richard’s marks.

Nathan watched.

Eleanor watched him watching.

She took off the gold dress and stepped naked into the water.

Richard followed.

Nathan and I entered last.

The pool was warm and shallow enough to stand. Steam softened the room without hiding anyone.

Eleanor came behind me with a small bottle of soap.

“Turn.”

I faced Nathan.

She poured soap over my shoulders and rubbed it into my skin. Her hands moved over the bite she had left.

“Still sore?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

I looked over my shoulder.

“You did that on purpose.”

“Everything tonight was on purpose.”

Richard poured water over Nathan’s shoulders.

The sight was more intimate than I expected.

Two men washing after exchanging wives.

No one performing.

No one pretending the night had been simple.

Eleanor washed my back, then my breasts. Her palms removed the last faint stickiness Richard had left after Nathan’s towel.

Nathan watched her hands.

“Missed a spot,” he said.

“Where?”

He came close and touched the underside of my left breast.

“Here.”

Eleanor’s fingers followed his.

Their hands met on my skin.

“You like sharing work,” she said.

“Only important work.”

Richard leaned against the edge.

“She is going to ruin you.”

Nathan looked at him.

“Too late.”

I touched Eleanor’s breast under the water.

“And him?”

She looked at Richard.

“He was ruined before I met him. I made it useful.”

Richard smiled.

Thirty-two years.

I could see it in the way they insulted each other without creating distance.

“Were you jealous tonight?” I asked Eleanor.

“Of you?”

“Yes.”

“Not when Richard put his cock in you.”

That surprised me.

“When?”

“When you made him laugh.”

The answer landed deeper than anything sexual.

Eleanor continued washing my skin.

“Bodies are easy. Private versions of people are harder.”

I looked at Nathan.

He had made Isabelle laugh at my table. He had listened when she admitted fear. He had given Eleanor a version of himself that was not mine alone.

That was the real jealousy.

“Did I make him laugh?” I asked.

Richard answered.

“Twice.”

Eleanor splashed water at him.

“Not helping.”

Nathan put his arms around me from behind.

“Did Eleanor make me laugh?”

“Once.”

“You counted?”

“I count everything.”

Eleanor looked at him.

“Your wife is terrifying.”

“I know.”

“You like it.”

“Very much.”

I turned in his arms.

“And you like her.”

Nathan did not soften the answer.

“Yes.”

The truth hurt.

I nodded.

“Good.”

He touched my face.

“You do not mean that yet.”

“I will.”

Eleanor watched us.

“That is the most useful sentence in this house.”

Richard came behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.

I will.

Not I do.

Not I should.

I will.

The clock near the door chimed once.

Richard looked at it.

“Seven minutes.”

Eleanor turned in his arms.

“Take Nathan to the dressing room.”

Richard’s eyebrows rose.

“Why?”

She looked at me.

“Victoria wants to know how I sound without men in the room.”

The words from upstairs came back and landed between all four of us.

Nathan looked at me.

Jealousy tightened his mouth.

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

He came close and touched my forehead with his.

“Still here?”

“Always.”

Richard opened the side door.

“Five minutes.”

Eleanor smiled.

“Four. I want one minute to fix her lipstick.”

“You are both naked,” Nathan said.

“Exactly.”

He left with Richard.

The door closed.

For the first time that night, Eleanor and I were alone.

No husband watching.

No man telling us where to look.

Rain hit the glass roof. Water moved around our thighs. I heard Eleanor breathe.

She came close.

“Still want to know?”

“Yes.”

“Then stop talking like a CEO.”

She kissed me.

Not the kiss from the bed with men moving behind us.

No cock changed the rhythm. No husband watched our faces. Eleanor used both hands on me and kissed until my back hit warm stone.

Her thigh moved between mine.

I rubbed my wet pussy against her skin.

“That is how I sound,” she whispered when I moaned.

“Not enough.”

I turned her against the wall.

Her eyes widened.

“There she is.”

I kissed down her throat, across her breasts, and into the water.

Then I knelt.

Eleanor spread her legs.

Her pussy was still swollen from Nathan. Soap had removed the mess, not the memory. I held her thighs and put my mouth on her.

She grabbed my hair.

The first sound she made was small.

The second was not.

“Victoria.”

I licked her slowly.

“No witnesses,” I said against her pussy. “You do not have to be elegant.”

“I am never elegant when someone uses her tongue properly.”

I pushed one finger into her pussy and sucked her clit.

Eleanor’s head hit the stone.

“Fuck.”

There it was.

No polished wife of Richard Beaumont.

No woman teaching newcomers how to survive the Circle.

Just Eleanor with my mouth between her legs and four minutes disappearing.

She pulled my hair.

“Harder.”

I obeyed.

Her thighs tightened around my face.

A fist struck the other side of the door once.

Nathan.

Not asking us to stop.

Telling me he was still there.

I smiled against Eleanor’s pussy.

She felt it.

“Your husband is listening.”

“Good.”

“Mine too.”

“Better.”

I licked faster.

Eleanor’s breathing broke.

She was close.

The lock clicked.

I stopped and stood before the door opened.

Eleanor made an angry sound.

“Cruel bitch.”

“On the yacht.”

Nathan and Richard entered.

Nathan looked at my wet mouth, then at Eleanor pressed against the wall.

“Did she come?”

“No.”

Eleanor glared at me.

“She ran out the clock.”

Nathan’s cock hardened under the towel at his waist.

“Good wife.”

“Your wife is a sadist,” Eleanor told him.

“I know.”

Richard went to Eleanor and kissed her. He tasted my mouth on his wife’s lips.

His eyes changed.

“Monaco,” she said against him.

I returned to Nathan.

He wiped one thumb across my lower lip and put it in his mouth.

“Still hungry?”

“More.”

We washed quickly after that.

At the door, Eleanor handed me a clean black robe.

“Bring the black dress,” she said.

“It will not survive the yacht.”

Her mouth curved.

“That is the point.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

THE EXIT

The front hall looked ordinary again.

That was almost insulting.

White flowers. Dark wood. Security beside the locked cabinet. Our sealed phones waiting in velvet bags.

No sign that a senator’s wife had touched herself in the cellar.

No sign that Richard Beaumont’s handprints were under my dress.

The woman in the black suit returned our things.

“You are now members,” she said.

No congratulations.

No contract.

No explanation.

Nathan put on his watch.

“How often?”

“The house opens once a month. Other invitations are separate.”

I thought about the yacht photograph in Nathan’s inner pocket.

“And if we bring a guest?”

“Members do not bring guests. They propose them.”

“Who decides?”

“The house.”

Still no answer.

That was part of the club’s power. It made people who controlled everything accept not knowing.

Julian and Isabelle waited near the door.

Isabelle wore her red dress again. No mask. Her eyes were swollen enough that I knew she had cried more after leaving the quiet lounge.

She hugged me.

Not a social hug.

She pressed hard against me.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?”

“Not making me feel weak.”

I held her tighter.

“You are not weak. You are terrible at pretending.”

“So are you.”

“I am excellent at pretending.”

Nathan heard.

“No, you are not.”

I released Isabelle and looked at him.

“Whose side are you on?”

“Mine.”

Julian shook Nathan’s hand.

“Still standing?”

“Barely.”

“That means it worked.”

Nathan looked at him.

“You have spent too much time with Richard.”

“He grows on people.”

“Like mold.”

Richard appeared behind Julian.

“I heard that.”

“Good.”

Eleanor came beside him wearing a black coat over the gold dress. She kissed Nathan’s cheek, then mine.

Her mouth stayed near my ear.

“Your husband is very good with his hands.”

The jealousy came back immediately.

I smiled.

“Your husband is good with his cock.”

“And his wife?”

I remembered Eleanor against the warm stone, my mouth between her legs, her orgasm left unfinished for Monaco.

“His wife owes me four minutes.”

Eleanor laughed into my hair.

“There she is.”

Nathan heard every word.

His hand closed around my waist.

Richard looked at the grip.

“Drive carefully.”

“We have a driver,” I said.

“That was not what I meant.”

The front door opened.

Cold air entered.

The city had continued while we were inside. Taxis. Sirens. A delivery truck at the corner. A man walking a small dog in a coat.

No one on the sidewalk knew my husband had fucked another man’s wife while I held her.

No one knew another man’s come had dried on my breasts before Nathan cleaned me.

No one knew twenty masked strangers had watched my husband make me come.

I loved the city for not caring.

Our driver pulled up at the curb.

Nathan opened the rear door for me.

I sat carefully because of the marks on my ass.

He noticed the small wince.

“Hurts?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Richard had said it.

Eleanor had said it.

Now Nathan did.

I looked at him across the dark car.

“You are enjoying those marks too much.”

“I asked for them.”

“He gave them.”

The partition rose between us and the driver.

Nathan’s face changed in the privacy of the back seat.

The calm disappeared.

“Do not start something you cannot finish in the car.”

I opened the slit of my dress and showed him my bare thigh.

“Who said I cannot finish?”

His hand landed on my knee.

“Home.”

“The penthouse?”

“The garage.”

My cunt tightened.

The city lights moved across the windows.

Nathan slid two fingers into my wet pussy and stopped.

No movement.

No mercy.

I watched streetlights pass across the glass, but all I could feel was his hand under my dress. If I breathed deeply, my clit rubbed his palm. If I breathed shallowly, it did not.

I spent twenty minutes trying not to breathe.

Every red light made it worse. Every turn shifted me against him. Once, a taxi stopped beside us and the passenger looked through the tinted glass without seeing my husband’s fingers buried in my pussy.

Nathan watched my face.

“Still here?”

I swallowed.

“Always.”

He did not move until we reached the garage.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

THE GARAGE

Our driver parked in the private level beneath the building at four twelve.

Six spaces.

Three cars.

No cameras inside the bay assigned to the penthouse. I knew because I had approved the security plan myself.

Nathan lowered the partition.

“Leave the keys. Take the service elevator.”

The driver did not look back.

“Good night, Mr. Sterling. Mrs. Sterling.”

The door closed.

His footsteps faded across the concrete.

The elevator opened, then shut.

Silence returned.

Not complete silence.

The engine ticked as it cooled. Ventilation fans moved air through the garage. Somewhere above us, the city was beginning Sunday morning.

Nathan’s fingers were still between my legs.

He had kept them there for twenty minutes without giving me enough pressure to come.

I was wet through the silk beneath me.

“Move,” I said.

“Tell me about Richard.”

“Now?”

“Now.”

His middle finger pressed into my cunt.

I inhaled.

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything you made Eleanor tell you about me.”

He pushed deeper.

“Start with his cock.”

I looked at him across the back seat.

His tuxedo was still perfect except for the open collar. My lipstick marked his throat where I had kissed him after the platform. Eleanor’s perfume remained faintly on his skin.

“Longer than yours.”

Nathan’s finger stopped.

“How much?”

“Not much.”

“That is not an answer.”

“Maybe an inch.”

His jaw tightened.

My pussy tightened around his finger.

He felt it.

“You like saying that.”

“I like what it does to your face.”

“Was he thicker?”

“No.”

“Say it.”

I opened my legs wider.

“You are thicker.”

Nathan added a second finger.

“Where did he reach?”

“Deep.”

“Where?”

He curled both fingers.

The exact place answered for me.

My hips lifted.

“There.”

“Did he find it alone?”

“You told him.”

“Did you like that?”

“Yes.”

“Your husband teaching another man how to fuck you?”

“Yes.”

His thumb touched my clit.

I grabbed the leather seat.

“Did you come harder because I watched?”

“Yes.”

“Because of his cock or my eyes?”

“Both.”

His thumb stopped on my clit.

“Still here?”

I looked at the man who had carried that question from London into every door after it.

“Always.”

Nathan rubbed faster.

“Wrong answer.”

“Honest answer.”

He removed his hand.

I made an angry sound.

Nathan brought the wet fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean.

“You still taste like my wife.”

“I am your wife.”

“With another man’s marks on your ass.”

“You asked for them.”

“I know.”

“Do you regret it?”

“No.”

He opened the door on his side.

Cold garage air entered the car.

Nathan stepped out.

For one second, I thought he wanted me to follow.

Then he opened my door.

“Turn around.”

I stayed seated.

“Here?”

“You wanted dialogue. Now answer.”

The line made me laugh once.

Nathan did not.

“Turn around, Victoria.”

I moved onto my knees on the wide back seat, facing the rear window. The black dress gathered at my waist. My heels pressed into the carpet. My palms touched the leather headrest.

Nathan stood outside the open door behind me.

The garage was empty.

The risk was not being seen.

It was knowing someone could arrive.

“Lift the dress.”

I pulled the silk over my hips.

My ass showed the marks Richard had left.

Nathan touched one.

The sting made me move.

“He hit you here.”

“Yes.”

His palm landed over the same spot.

The slap echoed off concrete.

I gasped.

“And here?”

He touched the other mark.

“Yes.”

Another slap.

Harder.

My cunt dripped.

Nathan spread my cheeks.

The cold air touched everything.

“Look at you.”

“What?”

“Still open.”

The words made my face burn even though he could not see it.

“From you on the platform.”

“And Richard before me.”

“Yes.”

“Say his name.”

“Richard.”

Nathan ran two fingers through my wet pussy.

“Say what he did.”

“He fucked me.”

“How?”

“From behind.”

“Like this?”

The head of Nathan’s bare cock touched my pussy.

No condom.

My husband.

Home.

“Yes.”

“Did he hold you?”

“My hips.”

Nathan gripped them over the marks.

“Did he make you take all of it?”

“Yes.”

“Then take mine.”

He pushed into me.

The first stroke made my arms shake.

I was sore from Richard and from Nathan on the platform. The thick head opened me again. The shaft followed, familiar and hard, filling more width than Richard had.

Nathan stopped at the base.

“Tell me the difference.”

I lowered my forehead to the headrest.

“You are thicker.”

“More.”

“I feel you everywhere.”

“More.”

“Your cock knows my cunt.”

Nathan pulled halfway out.

“And his?”

“His made me feel new.”

He drove back in.

I cried out.

“That hurts,” he said.

“I know.”

“You like hurting me.”

“I like making you show me.”

Nathan began fucking me.

The car moved slightly on its suspension.

Leather creaked under my knees. His hips hit my ass. Each hard stroke pressed Richard’s marks against Nathan’s hands.

“Tell me about Eleanor,” I said.

Nathan did not slow.

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

“Start properly.”

I looked over my shoulder.

“What did her cunt feel like around my husband’s cock?”

His eyes darkened.

“Warm.”

“Not enough.”

“Soft at first. Tight when she came.”

Jealousy gripped my chest.

My cunt squeezed him.

Nathan groaned.

“You like the details.”

“Did she take all of you?”

“Yes.”

He pulled almost out and showed me his cock shining with what my pussy left on it.

Then pushed every inch back in.

“Like that?” I asked.

“Exactly like that.”

“Did she moan?”

“Yes.”

“Whose name?”

“Mine.”

I turned forward and pushed my ass back harder.

“Say it.”

Nathan leaned over me.

“She said, 'Nathan, deeper.'”

The imitation was quiet and cruel.

I clenched around him.

“Did you?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy.”

Nathan stopped.

The words hung in the car.

Then he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back.

“What did you call me?”

“Good boy.”

He fucked me harder.

The car rocked.

“Again.”

“Good boy. You fucked her because I wanted to watch.”

“And you took Richard because I told him how.”

“Yes.”

“Dirty wife.”

“Your dirty wife.”

“Slut.”

“Your slut.”

His hand went around my throat.

“Whose cock is buried in you now?”

“My husband’s.”

“Whose marks are on your ass?”

“Richard’s.”

The answer made him slam into me.

“Whose mouth was on yours?”

“Eleanor’s.”

“Whose wife are you?”

“Yours.”

“Again.”

“Yours.”

Nathan pulled out.

I turned in anger.

“Do not stop.”

He reached into the car and caught my ankle.

“Lie down.”

I moved onto my back across the seat. My legs hung near the open door. The garage ceiling reflected faintly in the tinted window above me.

Nathan stood between my knees outside the car.

He pulled me closer until my ass reached the edge of the seat.

The position opened me completely.

“Look,” he said.

I followed his eyes.

My pussy was swollen and wet. His cock stood against it. The skin around the head shone from me.

Nathan rubbed himself over my clit.

“Who made this cunt so wet?”

“All of you.”

He slapped the head against my clit.

“Wrong.”

“Honest.”

Again.

A sharper touch.

“Who gets it now?”

“You.”

“Better.”

He pushed back into me.

I watched the thick head stretch me.

Every inch disappeared while Nathan looked at my face.

“Full?”

“Yes.”

“Show me where.”

I put my hand low on my stomach.

Nathan drove deeper.

I felt pressure beneath my palm.

Not visible through skin.

Real enough to make me gasp.

“There.”

“Did you do this with Eleanor?”

“Victoria.”

“Answer.”

He started moving again.

“Your hand was on her.”

“Did you feel your cock in her?”

“You felt me.”

“I want to hear you say it.”

Nathan held my hips and fucked me while answering.

“You held her while my cock fucked her.”

“Did you like me touching her?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like me making her call herself ours?”

His rhythm broke for one stroke.

“Yes.”

“Good boy.”

He grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head against the seat.

“You are enjoying that too much.”

“You are getting harder every time I say it.”

“Because I want to punish you.”

“Then do it.”

Nathan fucked me harder.

The open car door framed him. Tuxedo trousers low on his hips. Shirt open. Cock moving in and out of me while the garage lights showed everything.

I heard the wet sound of my cunt taking him.

The slap of his hips against my ass.

My own voice filling an empty floor built for expensive cars.

“Someone could come down,” I said.

“Then be quiet.”

He drove deep.

I cried out.

“Bad girl.”

“Make me quiet.”

Nathan covered my mouth with one hand and kept fucking me.

My sounds broke against his palm.

The risk made the orgasm start low and fast.

I put my hand back on my stomach.

“I am close.”

“Not yet.”

“Nathan.”

“Tell me what you saw when I filled Eleanor.”

He did not slow.

I fought for words.

“Your face.”

“More.”

“Her shaking.”

“More.”

“Your cock buried in her.”

“More.”

“I felt every pulse under my hand.”

Nathan groaned.

“Did you think it was beautiful?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“You were beautiful filling that woman.”

His eyes closed for half a second.

“Look at me,” I ordered.

He opened them.

“Good boy.”

Nathan’s control broke.

He lifted one of my legs over his shoulder and pushed deeper.

The angle hurt in the exact way I wanted.

“Now tell me about Richard,” he said.

“He was long.”

He drove in.

“He made me feel every inch.”

He drove in.

“He made me come while I watched you fuck Eleanor.”

Nathan rubbed my clit.

“Who makes you come now?”

“You.”

“Who?”

“My husband.”

“What are you?”

“Your dirty wife.”

“More.”

“Your slut.”

“More.”

“The woman who watched you fill another cunt and still needed your cock buried in hers.”

Nathan drove deep and held.

“Come.”

The orgasm hit hard enough to make my back lift from the seat.

I cried into his hand.

My cunt clenched around him in fast, painful waves. Nathan kept rubbing my clit and thrusting through each one.

“Look at me.”

I forced my eyes open.

“Who is making you come?”

“You.”

“Louder.”

He removed his hand from my mouth.

“My husband.”

The words echoed through the garage.

Nathan fucked me through the end of the orgasm, then pulled my other leg over his shoulder.

I was folded open under him.

“In me,” I said.

“What?”

“Fill me. No condom. I want to feel the difference.”

His face tightened.

“Victoria.”

“I felt you through Eleanor. I want your cock in me now.”

Nathan’s thrusts turned uneven.

“Tell me why.”

“Because she had the condom.”

He pushed deep.

“And you?”

“I get all of you.”

“More.”

“I get your skin. Your heat. Your come.”

Nathan groaned.

“More.”

“Fill your wife.”

His cock pulsed once before he could answer.

“Good boy,” I whispered.

Nathan came.

The first hot pulse filled me deep.

I felt it directly. No latex. No other woman between my hand and the truth.

“Again,” I said.

He drove in and came again.

“All of it.”

Another pulse.

His forehead dropped to mine.

“Dirty wife.”

“Your wife.”

Nathan held himself deep and emptied deep in me while I kept my legs around his shoulders.

The feeling pushed me into a smaller second orgasm.

My cunt clenched around his pulsing cock.

He groaned my name into the car.

Then neither of us moved.

The garage fan hummed.

The engine ticked.

My husband’s come stayed hot in my cunt.

Richard’s marks remained under Nathan’s hands.

Eleanor’s perfume remained on his throat beneath my mouth.

Nothing had been erased.

That was why it worked.

Nathan lowered my legs carefully.

He stayed buried in me until he softened enough to slip out.

His come began running between my thighs onto the leather.

I looked down.

“The car.”

“We can replace the car.”

“It is three months old.”

“Then we can clean it.”

I laughed.

The sound turned into a small sob before I could stop it.

Nathan saw.

He pulled me upright and sat beside me with his trousers still open.

“Come here.”

I climbed onto his lap.

He wrapped his jacket around my shoulders.

For a minute, I pressed my face against his neck and smelled Eleanor beneath him.

“I can smell her,” I said.

“I can smell Richard on you.”

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Good?”

Nathan laughed against my hair.

“Not yet.”

That answer was better.

Honest.

I held him tighter.

“Did I disappear?”

“Never.”

“Did she?”

“No. Eleanor was there.”

I breathed through the jealousy.

“Good.”

“You do not mean that.”

“I will.”

Nathan kissed my forehead.

“So will I.”

We stayed in the back seat until the garage lights turned off automatically.

Darkness covered us.

The black envelope remained inside Nathan’s jacket, pressed between us.

Monaco.

Two weeks.

We had just survived a locked room, a public platform, and each other.

The sea would be worse.


CHAPTER TWENTY

THE THIRD DOOR

We reached the penthouse at five thirty.

Neither of us turned on the lights.

Dawn had started behind the city. Gray first. Then a thin line of pink over the river.

I removed the black dress in the kitchen and left it on the floor.

Nathan took off his tuxedo beside it.

We walked naked to the bedroom carrying the envelope from Richard.

The sheets were clean.

That felt wrong after the club.

Nathan opened the envelope again and placed the photograph of the yacht between us.

White hull. Blue water. Monaco behind it. A helicopter pad at the stern. Four decks built to hide every sound made aboard.

“Three other couples,” I said.

“Plus the Beaumonts.”

“No Julian.”

“Does that bother you?”

I thought about him on the platform with Mara.

About Isabelle holding my hand while she watched.

“Less than I expected.”

Nathan touched the bite on my shoulder.

“Richard?”

“Eleanor.”

His thumb moved over it.

“She likes you.”

“She likes you too.”

“Does that bother you?”

“More than I expected.”

Nathan smiled.

“Good.”

I slapped his chest.

“That word again.”

He caught my hand and kissed my palm.

“You said it in the garage.”

“You deserved it.”

“Good boy?”

His cock moved against my thigh.

I looked down.

“Apparently you still do.”

“Not again.”

“Coward.”

“My cock has fucked two women tonight. It needs sleep.”

“Three if you count me twice.”

“I always count you twice.”

The answer was too good.

I narrowed my eyes.

“You practiced that.”

“In the elevator.”

I laughed and lay back.

Nathan pulled me against his chest.

For the first time since eleven, no one watched.

No mask.

No stranger.

No rule except the ones we carried home.

“Are we going?” he asked.

I looked at the yacht.

“Yes.”

“You answered fast.”

“You knew.”

“I wanted to hear it.”

“We are going.”

“Why?”

I could have said luxury.

The Mediterranean.

The yacht.

The freedom of being somewhere no shareholder, journalist, employee, or rival could reach us.

Those things mattered.

They were not the truth.

“Because I watched another woman take your cock and I survived.”

Nathan’s arm tightened around me.

“That is your reason?”

“No.”

“Then what?”

I turned to face him.

“I liked it.”

The confession still hurt.

It should.

Nathan touched my mouth.

“I watched Richard make you come.”

“I know.”

“I liked that too.”

We stayed quiet.

The air conditioner turned on.

The city brightened behind the windows.

I heard a delivery truck below and water moving through the pipes in the wall.

Ordinary sounds.

An ordinary morning after nothing ordinary.

Nathan picked up one of the black membership cards from the bedside table. The woman at the entrance had returned them with a new mark pressed beneath the silver circle.

A small gold line.

Member.

He placed the card beside the yacht photograph.

“First door,” he said.

“My secret.”

“Second?”

“Jealousy.”

“Third?”

I looked at the photograph again.

“The world.”

Nathan kissed me.

Slowly this time.

No one else’s taste remained.

Only him.

We slept for three hours.

At nine fifteen, my assistant called.

I answered naked in bed with Richard’s handprints still bright across my ass and Nathan’s come dried between my thighs.

“Victoria, Singapore moved the regulatory call to ten.”

I looked at the clock.

“Send me the revised deck.”

“You have the foundation breakfast at eleven thirty.”

“Cancel it.”

“The minister confirmed.”

“Move the minister to Tuesday.”

Nathan opened one eye beside me.

“Anything else?” I asked.

“The Journal wants a comment on the acquisition.”

“No comment.”

“They said they will publish without one.”

“Then they already have their article.”

I ended the call.

Nathan stared at me.

“You sound normal.”

“I am normal.”

He pushed the sheet down and looked at the marks.

“No, you are not.”

“Neither are you.”

“I did not reschedule a minister while wearing another woman’s perfume.”

I leaned closer to his neck.

Eleanor remained there, faint but unmistakable.

“You still smell like her.”

“You still smell like the garage.”

“Romantic.”

“Honest.”

I got out of bed and walked to the bathroom.

Nathan followed.

The shower was large enough for six people. We had laughed about that when we bought the apartment.

Now it felt like planning.

Hot water struck my shoulders.

The bite burned.

Nathan stood behind me and washed my back.

His hands moved over Richard’s marks without trying to erase them.

“Do you want them gone?” I asked.

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to look at them tonight and remember I asked for them.”

I turned.

“And Eleanor?”

“What about her?”

“Do you want her again?”

Nathan did not pretend to misunderstand.

“Yes.”

The answer cut.

I let it.

“Alone?”

“I do not know.”

That cut deeper.

He touched my face.

“Ask me again after Monaco.”

“I hate that answer.”

“I know.”

“Do you want Richard again?”

The question came back clean.

“Yes.”

“Alone?”

I thought of Richard’s hands. His measured voice. The way he had taken instruction from Nathan without becoming smaller. The way he had made me laugh in front of Eleanor.

“I do not know.”

Nathan nodded.

No anger.

Not yet.

“Ask me again after Monaco,” I said.

“I hate that answer.”

“I know.”

We stood under the water and let the future hurt us equally.

At ten, I joined the Singapore call in a white robe.

Nathan sat across the bedroom reading the yacht route while I told twelve executives why their forecast was useless.

No one on the screen knew my cunt still ached from two men.

No one knew my husband was deciding whether he wanted another man’s wife alone.

No one knew the gold line on the black card beside my laptop meant I belonged to a club that could destroy every public version of me.

That secrecy did not make me feel ashamed.

It made me feel awake.

When the call ended, Nathan held up the photograph.

“Cabin preference?”

“Upper deck.”

“Richard says the owner’s suite is on the main deck.”

“Then I want the owner’s suite.”

“Of course you do.”

“I am the executive wife.”

Nathan smiled.

“At sea too?”

I walked to him and took the photograph.

“Especially at sea.”

I imagined white decks under stars. Three unfamiliar couples. Eleanor in a swimsuit that would not stay on. Richard watching me cross a room. Nathan disappearing below deck with a woman whose name I did not know.

My cunt tightened beneath the robe.

Nathan saw.

“There she is.”

“Shut up.”

“Still hungry?”

I looked at Monaco in the photograph.

“Starving.”

Outside, the city worked.

Inside, the third door stayed open.

Beyond it waited blue water, a billionaire’s yacht, three unfamiliar couples, and a crew moving behind doors thin enough to make every sound feel dangerous.

I pictured myself in a white executive blouse and dark glasses, on my knees behind a service curtain while Nathan kept one hand in my hair. I pictured Eleanor finishing what I had started in the bath. Richard’s hands at my waist on a deck open to the stars. Malcolm Ward watching from across a table if the Circle decided to invite him someday.

The fantasies were different.

The center was not.

Nathan took my hand.

“Still here?”

“Always.”

Two weeks suddenly felt cruel.
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