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Chapter 1

Thunder above the city makes the automatic glass doors shudder as I enter. My heels tick across the marble lobby. The gold-lettered sign over the front desk says HARRINGTON SUITES in a font that’s all money and arrogance. I’m early, but I know he’s already watching the clock.

My dress is black, conservative enough for a business lunch—until you see the slit, or the lace peeking at my thighs, or the way the neckline dips with every step. I’ve chosen perfume with too much jasmine. The receptionist barely glances at me as I approach, tapping at her screen. I know she’s cataloging everything, the subtle judgment only women ever pick up on.

I lean forward, just enough. “Good afternoon. I have an appointment with the general manager, Thomas Harrington.”

“Of course,” she says, posture straightening. “Mr. Harrington is expecting you. Please have a seat, and I’ll let him know you’ve arrived.”

She gestures to a waiting area where businessmen in navy suits pretend not to look at me. Giggling to myself, I cross my legs, ankle over knee. I let my coat slip down enough to show a bare shoulder. I don’t have to wait long before I hear his voice from behind.

“Ms. Montgomery.”

I stand. Thomas’s handshake is all strength and warmth, but the look in his eyes is sharp and hungry. His suit is perfect, blue with a hint of silver, hair just shy of unruly. He holds my hand longer than necessary.

“I trust the weather didn’t slow you down?” His smile is courteous, teeth white, but the moment his receptionist looks away, his gaze drops to the skin above my dress.

“Not at all,” I say. “Your driver was efficient.”

“This way, please.” He guides me with a touch at my back—low, discreet, just above the curve of my ass. I feel him smiling behind me. I don’t let myself look back.

The hallway is thick with the scent of lemons and polished wood. We pass bellhops, guests arguing in several languages, a cluster of tourists watching a goldfish in a glass fountain. Each time I catch a reflection, I see Thomas at my side, jaw set, eyes steady. His hand keeps me moving. The corridor to his office is quieter, the carpet plush enough to muffle the heels of my walk.

His office is vast. There’s a wall of windows and a desk the size of a compact car. Two chairs face each other, angled for negotiation. Rain streaks the city outside, neon and traffic lights glowing like a runway. Thomas rounds the desk and gestures me to the seat in front. I don’t sit.

He closes the door and turns the lock.

“It’s good to see you again, Valerie.”

The false names are a joke by now, a boundary neither of us respects.

I step close enough that he can smell the perfume and the tension. “You didn’t think I’d come,” I say.

He laughs, soft. “Not alone, anyway.”

“I’m not that predictable.”

He slides a hand around my waist and pulls me to him. I let him, twisting my fingers into his hair, pushing him back against the edge of his desk. For a moment, we stare at each other, faces inches apart.

He’s the first to move, catching my mouth with his. He tastes like cinnamon and expensive bourbon. I feel his tongue, careful at first, then aggressive as I open for him. My hands tug at his tie. He pulls me harder, pressing our bodies together.

I break the kiss, just to whisper, “I want you to fuck me.”

He grins, teeth bright, and his hands find my thighs, lifting the dress. “Here?”

“Here.”

He sweeps a stack of folders to the floor. I hear them hit in a scatter of paper. The only evidence that anything in this room is ever out of place. He hoists me up onto the desk, spreading my legs so the lace of my stockings bites into my skin. My coat slides to the floor.

He drops to his knees, fingers stroking my calves, then my thighs, working higher. I grab his head and pull him closer, and he nuzzles between my legs. His hands are everywhere, thumbs running circles over the sheer nylon.

I can’t help it: I moan, sharp and hungry. I want the hotel to hear.

He pushes my panties aside and inhales, slow, savoring. “You wore them for me.”

I laugh, a hot burst. “Of course I did. My husband would never notice.”

He slips a finger inside me, and the words come out on a gasp. “He doesn’t have a clue, does he?”

“Not a fucking one.”

His tongue is perfect, expert. He licks me slowly, careful at first, then teasing, then merciless. I dig my nails into his scalp. I lock my ankles behind his back, holding him there. He hums against my pussy, and the vibration shoots through me.

I glance over his shoulder and catch my reflection in the glass—hair wild, lips bruised, eyes hungry. There’s nothing polite left in me.

I reach down and unbuckle his belt. His cock is already hard, straining the fabric of his pants. I free him, let it spring into my hand, hot and heavy. I stroke him, watching his face, daring him to take me right here, right now.

He stands, pushing his pants to his knees, and lines up against me. I arch back, bracing on my elbows. He slides in slowly, stretching me open. I gasp, louder than I mean to. He doesn’t wait, doesn’t ask. He just fucks me deep, the desk shuddering beneath us.

I wrap my legs around him, heels digging into his ass. He thrusts harder, each stroke rougher, hands gripping my hips. I stare into his eyes. “Harder,” I say, and he gives it to me.

There’s a sharp knock at the door. We both freeze, breathless.

“Mr. Harrington?” It’s the receptionist. “There’s a call for you.”

He keeps fucking me, eyes on mine. “Tell them I’m in a meeting,” he shouts, not missing a beat.

My pussy clenches around him. I want to scream. I bite my lip instead.

When he comes, it’s violent. He grunts, buries his face in my neck, and I feel his cock pulse inside me. I dig my nails into his back and pull him closer. He collapses against me, and we both pant for air.

I push him off, straighten my dress, and hop down from the desk. I want him to watch as I smooth my hair and fix my makeup in the reflection. His cum is already dripping down my thigh, hidden by the black silk.

He’s grinning like a devil.

I whisper, “Better than my husband ever was.”

He grins. “I know.”

“You know what I like about you, Mr. Harrington?”

He watches me from behind the desk, shirt half-buttoned, pants still open. I turn and let him stare, let him see the streaks of mascara beneath my eyes, the mess he’s made of me. The city glows outside, glass wet with rain, cars bleeding color across the pane.

“My cock, of course.”

I grin, licking my lips, his cum still running down my legs.

“Yes, your cock. I bet it’s already twitching, ready for more.”

“Come here,” he says, low, like a secret.

I go.

He grabs my waist, spins me so my back slams against the desk, and kisses me rougher than before. His hand slides under my dress, up my thigh, knuckles grazing the slick between my legs. I shiver.

The door remains locked, but I hear the muffled lobby sounds—a suitcase scraping on marble, an elevator dinging distantly. He leans in close and whispers, “You want everyone to hear you, don’t you?”

I laugh into his mouth. “Make me.”

He grabs my wrists and pins them over my head, one hand holding both with effortless strength. With the other, he unbuttons my dress, careful not to rip it. The black silk falls to my waist. I shiver as the air hits my bare skin, nipples already hard.

He kneads my tits, thumb circling a nipple, then bites at my neck hard enough to leave marks. I arch up, grinding against him. His cock is still hard—he must have been thinking about this for days. I know I have.

He lets my wrists go. Pulling him down by his tie, I taste the salt on his throat. I want to devour him, to leave bruises he can’t hide. I want to ruin him for anyone else.

He lifts me again, this time setting me on the edge of the desk. The wood creaks. He pushes my knees apart, glancing once at the door as if daring someone to burst in. I pull him close, guiding his cock inside me with practiced ease. I’m wet and open, aching for him.

He fucks me slow at first, savoring every inch. His eyes stay on mine, challenging, relentless. Every thrust rocks the desk. He slips a finger into my mouth. I bite hard, and he growls.

“You like that?”

I nod, mouth full, voice muffled. “Harder.”

He slams into me, punishing, relentless. I scream. This time, I want the entire floor to hear. He wraps an arm around my back and pulls me up, chest to chest. Our bodies are slick with sweat, and his cock fills me perfectly. Better than anyone ever has.

“Fuck, Valerie,” he grunts, voice raw. “You’re a goddamn animal.”

I pull his ear to my lips and whisper, “Better than my pathetic husband.”

He laughs, breath hot. “He can’t handle you, could he?”

“He never even tried.”

Thomas growls, rutting into me even harder. I dig my heels into his back, clinging. He bites my shoulder, and I feel myself unraveling. My pussy clamps around his cock, and I scream again, nails raking down his spine. He pounds through my orgasm, chasing his own cock swelling inside me.

He pulls out at the last second, spraying cum across my stomach, my thighs, even the paperwork on the desk. I don’t flinch. I watch him pant, lips parted, his face wild and beautiful.

He wipes his brow. “You’re fucking unbelievable.”

I push him off, laugh, and slide down from the desk. My dress is a wreck. I don’t care. I step into his lap, straddling him as he collapses into the leather chair. His cock is already twitching to life again. I kiss him deep, then slide down to my knees between his legs.

I stroke him slow, teasing, running my tongue along the length, savoring the taste of myself mixed with him. He groans, fists my hair, not gentle. I take him as deep as I can, choking and drooling, eyes never leaving his.

He thrusts, using my mouth. I love it. I hollow my cheeks and let him fuck my throat. Tears sting my eyes. He grunts, then jerks back, spraying cum across my lips, my chin, my chest.

I lick it off, slow, watching his eyes. “Is that what you wanted?” I ask, voice hoarse.

He nods, stunned.

I stand, smooth my hair, and walk to the window. The rain is coming down harder now, streaks of water racing down the glass. I lean against the cool pane, letting my breath fog the view. I want him to watch me, want him to see what he’s done.

He comes up behind me, hands at my waist. He kisses my neck, softer this time, almost tender. I shiver at the contrast.

I turn to face him, arms draped around his shoulders. “Tell me you’ve had no one like me before.”

He laughs, but there’s something real behind it. “Never. No one even close.”

I press my forehead to his. “I don’t want to stop.”

“Then don’t.”

After a long minute, he says, “What about Jake?”

I look at him, smile crooked. “I left him a note.”

“A note?” He raises an eyebrow, intrigued. “What kind of note?”

I smile, tracing his jawline with my fingertip. “A scavenger hunt, of sorts. He thinks he’s hunting for his birthday present.”

Thomas pulls back slightly, a smirk playing on his lips. “And what’s the prize?”

I hold his gaze, steadily. “Me.”

He laughs, a deep, throaty sound. “You’re playing a dangerous game, Valerie.”

I shrug, a playful gesture, and push him back gently. I hop onto the desk, spreading my legs wide, giving him a full view. His eyes flick down, hungry.

“I like games, Thomas,” I say, leaning back on my elbows. “Especially when I make the rules.”

He steps forward, hands on my knees, thumbs tracing circles on my inner thighs. “And what are the rules?”

I grin, feeling the cool air on my wet pussy. “He gets clues, follows them, thinks he’s getting closer. But he won’t find me. Not until I want him to.”

Thomas leans down, his breath hot on my skin. “And where will he find you?”

I tangle my fingers in his hair, guiding his mouth to where I want it. “Right here, Thomas. Right here with you.”

He groans, and his tongue finds my clit, circling it slowly. I gasp, arching my back. His hands slide under my ass, pulling me closer to his mouth. I moan, feeling his tongue dive deeper.

“And what,” he murmurs, pulling back just enough to speak, “makes you think he won’t figure it out?”

I laugh, breathless. “Because he’s too stupid. Too arrogant. He won’t see it coming.”

Thomas chuckles, his breath hot against my pussy. “And what do I get out of this?”

I look down at him, my voice steady despite the waves of pleasure. “You get me, Thomas. All of me. Any way you want.”

He growls, diving back in, his tongue relentless. I cry out, not caring who hears. The lobby outside is a distant hum, a symphony to our fucking. I come hard, grinding against his mouth, my scream echoing off the glass walls.

He stands, wiping his mouth, a satisfied grin on his face. I sit up, panting, and pull him close.

“But there’s one more rule,” I say, my voice a low purr.

He raises an eyebrow. “And what’s that?”

I lean in, my lips brushing his ear. “Fuck me. Right here, right now. Hard. Like my husband never could.”

He grins, already hard again. “Deal.”

And with that, he spins me around, bending me over the desk. I hear his belt hit the floor, and then he’s inside me, fucking me hard and deep. I scream again, loving every second. This is what I live for. The game, the thrill, the fucking. And Thomas is just the man to give it to me.


Chapter 2

Thomas has a way of making my world feel smaller, every room shrinking to the exact dimensions of our bodies. It’s never more true than in the elevator, doors closing on the wreckage of his office—my lipstick on the glass, his cum on my legs, my panties still somewhere near the desk.

He presses me against the back wall, the fluorescent lights painting us in blue-white. His hand is on my thigh, just under the hem. The steel doors close and I hear our mingled breathing, my pulse in my throat. He doesn’t bother with pretense. His fingers push in, knuckle-deep, and I bite his shoulder through his shirt, tasting sweat and aftershave.

We reach the spa level. He straightens his tie, runs a hand through his hair, and walks out first, king of the floor. I follow, heels tapping, shivering a little in the hotel robe as he hands me at the door. “Spa is closed for renovations,” he says, voice perfectly neutral for the CCTV. “But for you, Ms. Montgomery, I’ll make an exception.”

The place is empty except for the whirr of pumps and the clatter of distant maintenance. The lights are low, spa-blue and gold, everything damp and plush. He leads me down a hallway lined with candles, the air heavy with cedar and eucalyptus. The tile is warm beneath my feet, each step closer to the edge.

The floor holds a hot tub sunk deep within it, its marble rim glazed with condensation, and water swirling in lazy spirals. Steam rises, curling up to the ceiling. There’s no one here, but he checks the corner cameras anyway, and I catch him smiling at the game of it.

I peel off the robe, slow, letting it slide off my shoulders. He watches, eyes narrow, as I drop it to the tile and step in. The water is so hot I gasp, skin prickling everywhere, and I sink down until only my neck and shoulders show. My hair floats around me in a black halo.

He strips in one practiced move—shirt, pants, everything in a pile. His body is just as hard as I remember, maybe harder, cock already rising as he climbs in. The water blurs us from the waist down, but I can feel him when he moves close, knees bracketing my hips, hands catching my wrists beneath the surface.

For a minute, we just float. The bubbles hiss and pop, the water lapping against my collarbone. I close my eyes and let myself drift.

But he doesn’t let me drift far. He pulls me to his lap, cock sliding against my thigh, and whispers, “You’re not as quiet as you think.”

I open my eyes. “Neither are you.”

He grabs my ass with both hands, lifts me a little, and grinds me down onto him. I’m still wet from the office, from the thought of this. He pushes in, slow and steady, my pussy stretching around him. Underwater, it feels surreal—like fucking in a dream, every movement heavy and hot.

His mouth is at my ear. “How many clues do you think your husband’s found by now?”

I wrap my arms around his neck and ride him, slow, feeling the jet of water hit the small of my back. “Probably still on the first. He always needs instructions.”

Thomas laughs, deep in his chest. “He’ll get here, eventually.”

“That’s the fun part,” I say, and squeeze tighter around him. “Wondering who’ll get caught first.”

He fucks me slow, almost lazily. His hands are everywhere—cupping my tits, sliding up my back, fingers curling in my hair. I move with him, grinding down, letting him lift and drop me in time with the pulse of the bubbles.

The sounds from the hotel above drift down, echoing through the vents—cart wheels, elevator bells, a woman’s laugh from the distant pool. Any of them could walk in at any second.

I turn, looking over my shoulder at the glass door. It’s fogged, but I can see shapes moving on the other side. He follows my gaze, and without missing a beat, thrusts up hard, making the water splash. My toes curl against the marble.

He nips at my neck, breath hot. “You want them to see?”

I don’t answer, just push back harder, bracing my hands against his chest. He fucks up into me, each stroke a little faster, a little harder, until the slapping of our bodies under water matches the slap of my heart in my chest.

My head tips back, mouth open, and I let myself get loud. The room amplifies every moan, every gasp, every wet slap. If anyone’s listening, they’ll know exactly what’s happening in here.

He holds me tighter, hands bruising my hips, and I claw at his shoulders, nails leaving marks that won’t wash off. He loves it, grunting, eyes half-closed, sweat beading on his forehead even in the steam.

I feel him close, the tension in his abs, the flex in his thighs. I rock down harder, chasing my release. “Fuck me,” I whisper, just for him. “Harder. Don’t stop.”

He doesn’t stop. He pounds up into me, water sloshing over the rim, bubbles roaring around us. I come so hard I almost scream, body shaking, water splashing onto the tile. He follows, cock throbbing deep inside, and for a moment we’re both weightless, nothing but heat and skin and pulse.

We float, catching breath, water cooling on our skin.

Finally, he kisses my shoulder, soft. “What’s the next clue?”

I grin, still panting. “Pool locker. Inside the left shoe.”

He laughs, rolling me off his lap, so I float beside him. “He’ll find it. Don’t underestimate him; he’s not as dumb as you think.”

I pull him close, kissing his jaw. “Doesn’t matter. You already won.”

He strokes my hair, quiet for a minute. Then: “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

I shrug, water droplets sliding down my chest. “So are you.”

We sit in the steam, side by side, listening to the world outside the door. Eventually, I slip out, skin flushed red, and wrap myself in the robe. He follows, towel slung low on his hips, eyes never leaving me.

In the corridor, the air feels colder, brighter. We walk past a staffer in a gray uniform, her eyes wide as she catches the aftershocks of what we’ve done. Thomas just smiles, the perfect manager, and leads me back to the elevator.

As the doors close, I lean in, lips at his ear. “Next time, leave the door unlocked.”

He grins. “Next time, bring your husband.”

The elevator hums up, and I wonder how many more floors until he fucks me again.

#

Thomas keeps his word. It’s not even noon, and he’s got me back in the spa, lights still dim, the water barely cooler than before.

He doesn’t bother undressing—just drops his suit coat in a heap and stands at the pool’s edge, watching me float naked in the haze of steam. The waterline cuts across my breasts, leaving just enough above for him to stare at. I play with my hair, winding it up off my neck, and let my legs drift open, toes pointed at him.

He strips fast, efficient. His cock is already hard, maybe harder than before. He slides in behind me, feet anchoring to the steps, hands circling my waist. I reach back and touch his thigh; the muscle tensing under my palm.

We don’t say a word. He moves my hair aside and kisses the back of my neck, trailing his tongue down my spine. I shiver in the heat, all nerves and hunger.

He nudges my shoulder, and I know what he wants. I kneel on the submerged seat, water sloshing over my thighs, and he steps up behind me, guiding his cock past my lips. I open for him, tongue out, letting him set the pace.

It’s strange and filthy, sucking him here, the chlorine taste mixing with salt and skin. My head bobs in rhythm, sometimes above water, sometimes below, and the noise of it is obscene. I can hear every slurp, every gasp echoing in the tiles.

He leans forward, one hand on the edge of the tub, the other tangled in my soaked hair. I feel him shudder when I take him deeper, his cock bumping the back of my throat. I pull off, gasping, and he slaps his cock against my cheek, a spatter of water hitting my jaw.

I grin up at him, then dive back down, sucking him harder, faster. He’s fucking my mouth now, the grip in my hair tightening with every thrust. I love the way he loses composure, the way his stomach flexes and his face goes slack.

Then, from the other side of the frosted glass, footsteps. A silhouette moves past the door—a hotel guest, maybe, maybe Jake, maybe no one at all. We freeze, bodies pressed together, my mouth still full of him. He lets out a strangled laugh, half-panic, half-pleasure.

The footsteps stop right outside. My heart jackhammers.

Thomas thrusts gently, as if daring the person to look in. I suck him slow, tongue swirling around the head, feeling the tension coil tighter. The shadow lingers, and I want to moan, to let them hear. I hollow my cheeks and suck even harder, drawing a hiss from Thomas.

Then the footsteps move on. The shadow disappears.

He pulls me up by my hair, water streaming down my face, and kisses me. It’s desperate, raw. He tastes himself on my lips, and it only turns him on more. He spins me around, presses my chest to the wet marble, and kicks my legs apart under the water.

The jets roar. My ass floats above the surface, and I feel his cock slide between my thighs, rubbing against my soaked pussy.

He grabs my wrist and makes me hold the edge of the pool, knuckles white on the tile. I hear his breath, shaky now, and I know he’s close.

He leans in, mouth at my ear, and whispers, “Do you think he heard us?”

I arch my back, pushing into him. “I hope so.”

He grinds against me, sliding the head of his cock between my lips, teasing, just on the edge.

I moan, loud and shameless, letting the sound bounce off the walls.

“Good girl,” he says, and then he pushes in, slow and deliberate, stretching me open. I gasp, the heat and fullness making my legs shake.

He fucks me like that, slowly at first, then picking up speed. The water slaps against the sides, splashing over the floor. I brace myself on the tile, nails scraping, head thrown back. He fucks me deep, grinding his hips into my ass, both of us making more noise than we should.

I wonder if Jake is on the other side of that wall. I hope he is.

Thomas wraps his arms around my waist, pulling me tighter, thrusting harder. I feel him swell inside me, and I clench down, wanting to drag it out, make him lose control.

He does. He grabs my hips and slams in once, twice, then freezes, cock pulsing. I feel the heat of him even through the water. He doesn’t let go, just holds me there, both of us panting.

When he finally pulls out, I turn and sink into his arms, letting him hold me up.

We float, tangled, the world beyond the glass meaningless.

“I want you to fuck me again,” I whisper. “Right here, right now.”

He smiles, eyes wild. “I was about to suggest the same.”

He lifts me, sets me on the ledge, and kneels between my legs, kissing his way up my thighs. His tongue finds my clit, and I melt into the marble, hips rocking up to meet him.

He doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, nails biting into the stone, legs squeezing his head. I come hard, the heat and steam and risk all collapsing into one long, shuddering wave.

He stands, cock hard again, and kisses me, biting my lower lip.

“Next clue,” he says, voice rough.

I grin, dizzy. “You’ll know it when you see it.”

He grins back, and fucks me again, harder, until we’re both spent, bodies floating together in the silent blue.

There’s something about being used like this, in a place where anyone could see. That makes me want to ruin every surface in the hotel. I float on my back in the hot tub, thighs still slick with Thomas’s cum, body stretched out like a crime scene. He paces the rim, half-hard already, cock heavy between his legs. I know that look: greedy, restless, already plotting his next move.

He snaps his fingers. “Come here.”

I don’t even hesitate. I slink through the water; the bubbles kissing my skin, and climb onto the marble ledge, knees spread, ass in the air. I grip the tub’s edge. The stone is cold, but I don’t care. My wedding ring glints in the overhead light, a reminder of why I started this. A token, not a shackle.

Thomas kneels behind me. He plants a hand on my lower back, pressing me down, then runs the other up my thigh, over the curve of my ass, fingers slipping between my legs. I’m open, raw, ready. He teases the head of his cock at my entrance, makes me wait, makes me beg.

I look over my shoulder. “If you’re going to fuck me, do it.”

He smirks. “You think your husband’s this direct?”

“He never even learned how to ask.”

Thomas lines up, pushes in slowly. He stretches me open, so much thicker than Jake, so much more. I suck in air through my teeth, nails raking lines in the marble. He buries himself to the hilt, balls slapping my clit, hands digging into my hips. For a second, I see stars.

He fucks me with steady, hard strokes. The water sloshes up, splashing against my stomach, each thrust sending another wave over the tiles. He leans in, breathing hard, sweat mixing with steam, lips at my ear. “You want him to walk in, don’t you?”

I moan, arching my back. “I want him to see what he missed.”

Thomas pulls out, slaps my ass, then rams back in. The sound echoes off the walls, filthy and perfect. I brace myself, elbows locked, shoulders tight, body trembling with every motion.

The sensation is unique here—weightless, frictionless, but no less brutal. I can feel the pressure building, every inch of him stroking my insides, every movement daring the universe to interrupt us. With my head down, my hair dripping onto the tiles, I keep my eyes glued to my reflection in the glass door. I see a blur of bodies, a swirl of motion, the red of my face and the pale of my skin.

He slows, holding himself deep, and circles his hips, grinding against my G-spot until I can’t breathe. I shudder, the orgasm sudden and sharp, muscles clamping down on his cock. He grunts, pulls out, and slams back in, setting off another wave.

A sharp knock at the door.

We freeze, mid-thrust, his cock throbbing inside me.

“Spa staff,” a woman’s voice calls, muffled but close. “Is everything all right in there?”

I want to laugh. I want to cry. Instead, I bite my lip and look at Thomas, daring him to answer.

He doesn’t move, doesn’t let me up. “Yes,” he calls out, voice steady. “Just testing the jets.”

I hear a shuffle, a pause.

“Okay,” she says. “Just let us know if you need anything.”

The footsteps fade. The tension doesn’t.

Thomas pulls out, grabs my hair, and yanks my head back. He kisses me, tongue fucking my mouth just as hard as his cock did. He spins me around and hoists me onto his lap, plunging in again, this time facing him.

I wrap my legs around his waist and ride him hard, the water lapping at my nipples, my hands digging into his shoulders. He bites my neck, leaves marks, and whispers, “You’re a mess.”

“You love it,” I say, grinding down.

He fucks up into me, hands on my ass, lifting and dropping me on his cock. My pussy clenches, already on the edge again. I think of Jake, lost in the maze of hallways, following a trail of my perfume and forgotten panties, clueless about what waits for him at the end.

Thomas is relentless. Each thrust deeper, rougher, until I’m gasping, begging, my body shaking. He grabs my chin, forces me to look at him. “Tell me whose pussy this is.”

“Yours,” I say, voice hoarse. “It’s all yours.”

He fucks me harder, water spraying everywhere, the tile slick beneath us. I come again, so hard I scream, and he doesn’t stop, just keeps pounding, chasing his own release.

When he finally comes, it’s explosive. He pulls out, strokes his cock, and shoots all over my stomach, my tits, even my face. I lick my lips, tasting him, eyes locked on his.

We collapse against each other, bodies shaking, hearts racing. For a long time, there’s only the sound of water and our ragged breathing.

Finally, he lifts my chin, wipes a strand of hair from my eyes. “One more round?”

I laugh, dizzy and wrecked. “You trying to kill me?”

He grins, already hardening again. “Only if you beg.”

I do.

He fucks me slow this time, savoring every inch. I hold him tight, nails on his back, legs locked around him. The world outside the spa doesn’t exist. There’s only us, our bodies, the water, the light catching my ring every time I stroke his face.

When I come, it’s quiet, almost sad, like the last gasp of something beautiful and doomed. He comes after, holding me so close I forget my name.

We float together, tangled in the cooling water.

I think of Jake, following the clues, heart pounding with every new hint, every new humiliation. I almost feel sorry for him. Almost.

But as Thomas kisses my neck, I know exactly what I’ll do next. With my hair wet, dress clinging, and cum still dripping down my leg, I’ll leave the spa. I’ll find Jake in the lobby, or the elevator, or maybe even the bar. He will see the marks on my skin, the bite on my neck, and the smeared mascara. I’ll let him wonder.

And if he asks, I’ll tell him everything.

But for now, I stay in the water, wrapped in Thomas’s arms, listening for the sound of footsteps behind the glass.

The game isn’t over. Not by a long shot.


Chapter 3

The walk from the spa to the penthouse is silent. My skin is still flushed, hair damp, dress clinging in places I want him to notice. Thomas doesn’t break pace, doesn’t glance back as we pass the sleepy night desk, the elevators, the mirrored hallways where my reflection multiplies in endless echoes.

The suite is nothing like the last room. The lights, low gold, amber, and faint blue from the city, set the mood. They have shut the windows tight against the storm. There’s a bottle of something cold sweating on the end table and two cut-crystal glasses waiting beside it. In one sweep, I take in the room—the king bed unmade, sheets tangled, the leather sofa facing a wall-sized one-way mirror. I know what’s on the other side of that glass: another room, a little darker, a man waiting. I know because I arranged it.

Thomas keys in a code and the lock buzzes. He swings the door open, steps aside with a slight bow. His jacket is off before we’re through the threshold, shirtsleeves rolled, hair still messy from where I dragged my nails. He moves with the slow, careful energy of someone who knows there are eyes on him.

I close the door behind us, let the latch catch. For a moment, I listen. There is only the wet hush of the city, and the faint ticking of the suite’s grandfather clock.

Thomas pours water into the glasses, holds one out. I take it, our fingers brushing. We drink, standing, barely a foot apart. His eyes never leave my face.

He sets his glass down. “Are you nervous?”

“Not even close.” I let the answer hang, then cross the carpet toward the bed. I shrug the dress off my shoulders. It puddles to the floor in a slow, expensive sigh. I leave my heels on. I turn to face him, arms at my sides, nipples hard from the aftershock of the spa and the chill of the penthouse. The mirror eats the room, dark and seamless, but I know exactly where Jake is standing on the other side.

Thomas takes his time with his shirt. Each button, a click. I watch the movement of his hands, the long stretch of his torso as he slips the shirt off, the ropey strength in his arms. He leaves his pants on, but the bulge is impossible to miss. I smirk, slow and predatory.

“You’re thinking of him,” Thomas says, voice soft. He crosses the space between us, trailing his fingertips over my bare hip, up my waist. “Aren’t you?”

“I’m thinking of you.” I tip my chin, catch his eyes. “And how good it will feel to break him.”

Thomas laughs, low. He palms my ass, pulls me flush against him, presses his cock against my thigh. The move is forceful but not rushed, as if he’s savoring every inch. His mouth is hot on my neck, tongue tracing the salt from my skin. I tilt my head back, eyes fixed on the mirror, waiting for movement, a shape, a breath.

My body goes loose, hyperaware. He walks me backward until I hit the edge of the bed. I sit, legs spread, one foot braced on the carpet. Thomas drops to his knees, lifts my ankle, and presses a kiss to the inside of my calf. His hands slide up, parting my legs wider, leaving prints on my skin.

“You want him to watch you,” he says, just loud enough to carry.

I hold his gaze. “I want him to see what he lost.”

Thomas grins. He bites, gently, just above my knee, then works higher, lips and tongue and teeth. He kisses the crease of my thigh, and I shudder. My pussy is still soaked, every nerve raw from the spa, but I want more. I want to feel his tongue on me, to see the fog of breath on the glass, to know Jake is right there, forced to watch.

Thomas runs a finger along my slit, spreading me open. “Still greedy.”

“Still not satisfied,” I shoot back, grinding into his hand.

He slips a finger inside, slow, then another. His tongue follows, lapping, flicking, teasing my clit in perfect circles. I fist the sheets, arch my back, heels digging into the bedspread. I look straight at the mirror, imagine Jake’s face—mouth slack, eyes wide, cock in hand or maybe just shaking, helpless.

Thomas eats me with focus, hands clamped on my hips, tongue relentless. I don’t hold back. I moan, loud, savor the echo of the marble and wood and glass. My world is broken if Jake can’t hear me.

When I come, it’s sharp and mean, a full-body seizure that leaves my thighs trembling. Thomas doesn’t stop until I shove his head away, breathless, half-laughing, half-crying.

He stands, wipes his mouth, looks at me like a meal he’s barely started. He undoes his belt, lets the pants fall, steps out. His cock is heavy, already glistening with pre-cum. I lick my lips, let him see I want it.

But first, I rise, walk barefoot to the mirror. I lean in close, breasts brushing the cold glass. I scan the darkness. At first, I see only myself: hair wild, skin flushed, lipstick smeared. But then—there. A shift. A silhouette, unmistakable. Jake’s profile, hands in fists, forehead nearly pressed to the glass.

I laugh, soft and venomous.

Thomas comes up behind me, cock riding in the cleft of my ass. His: Trapping me, his arms are around me, palms flat on the glass. He nips my earlobe. “He’s watching.”

“I know,” I say. “I want him to see you fuck me.”

Thomas growls, deep and honest. He lines up, pushes in from behind. I brace against the glass, leaving prints and streaks. He fucks me hard, steady, no slow tease now. Each thrust shoves my breasts against the mirror, leaving damp ovals. The whole room shakes.

I keep my eyes locked on Jake’s. Even through the dark, I know when he’s watching my face, and when he’s watching Thomas’s cock disappear into me, over and over. I moan, loud, and it bounces back in the glass. I whisper, just for Jake: “Do you see me, baby? Do you see what you missed?”

Thomas grabs my hair, yanks my head back. He kisses me, devouring, teeth scraping my lower lip. He doesn’t slow down, just fucks me deeper, using the leverage of my body against the mirror.

I see Jake’s hand move. His mouth is moving, as if he’s trying to speak. I wish I could hear it. I want him to beg.

Thomas grabs my wrists, pins them to the glass above my head. He’s stronger than I remembered, or maybe I’m just letting him win. He bites my neck, then whispers, “Should I let him in?”

I meet my own eyes in the glass, mascara streaked, mouth open. I grin.

“Not yet. He deserves to watch.”

Thomas fucks me harder, balls slapping against my clit, every thrust a declaration. I’m soaked, dripping, desperate for more. Jake’s face is wild, furious, and horny; I can see it. I know exactly what I’m doing to him, and it makes me want to come again, just to spite him.

Thomas slides out, flips me around, lifts me onto the bed with brute force. He crawls on top, lines up, pushes in again. I wrap my legs around his waist, heels digging into his back. He looks down at me, face pure hunger.

He fucks me with full strokes now, slow enough to make me scream, fast enough that the headboard slams against the wall. He watches my face, every twitch, every gasp. I can feel Jake’s gaze, too, burning from the other side of the glass.

I run my nails down Thomas’s back, leave marks he’ll feel for days. I rake his ass, squeeze him tighter. He groans, deep in his chest, and I know he’s close.

I lean up, lips to his ear. “Come for me,” I say. “Let him see.”

He does. He slams in, cock pulsing, filling me. The look on his face is pure triumph. I come again, clenching around him, digging my nails so deep he hisses.

We collapse, tangled, the air thick with sweat and sex.

Thomas rolls off, catches his breath, then gets up, naked, and walks to the mirror. He stands there, lets Jake see every inch of him, every mark I left.

I join him, my body a mess, thighs still trembling. I press my palms to the glass, lean in, stare straight at Jake.

“Hi, sweetheart,” I whisper, as if he can hear me.

I turn to Thomas, pull him down, and kiss him slow. Then I grab his cock, stroke him back to hardness, and lead him to the bed again.

Tonight, Jake is just an audience. But I want him to know: it’s my show.

I close my eyes, listen for the faintest sound—a gasp, a sob, the little death of hope on the other side of the glass.

I smile, wide and wicked.

Let him watch.

He doesn’t even ask. He knows exactly what I want, what I need. He pushes me onto the bed and the sheets are still hot from our bodies. I sink in, skin sticking to silk, legs open. Thomas kneels between my thighs, hands bracketing my hips, his cock slick and angry and perfect. He slides the tip up and down, smearing his own cum and my mess everywhere.

I look at the mirror. Jake’s shadowed face is there, and the movement behind the glass is frantic—like he’s searching for a way through, but can only watch.

I reach down and spread myself, giving him the best possible view. “You see this?” I say, loud enough for the world to hear. “You watching?”

Thomas laughs. “You’re a menace.” He drives in, slow, makes me feel every inch. His hands grip my waist, fingers digging into the muscle, holding me in place. He fucks me with precision, not the wild rut from before. This is measured, controlled, like he wants to imprint himself in me forever.

I arch my back, push into him. I want him deeper, harder. “Don’t hold back.”

He grabs my ankle, throws it over his shoulder, and leans in. The new angle is almost too much. I gasp, nails clawing at the sheets. He picks up speed, each thrust more brutal. The headboard thuds in time with my heartbeat. My head lolls back, and the ceiling swims.

Through the haze, I keep my eyes on the mirror.

Jake isn’t moving anymore. Just staring. I can feel the heat of it, the envy, the ache.

Thomas pulls out suddenly. Rolling me onto my stomach, he plants a hand between my shoulder blades and presses down until my cheek is crushed against the pillow. I struggle, half-laughing, half-breathless.

He leans in, voice a growl. “Don’t move.”

There’s a pause. I hear him rummage in his clothes. The slap of a silk tie. My pulse spikes. I try to look back, but he’s already straddling my hips, pinning me in place. He loops the tie around my wrists, cinches it tight, knots it to the headboard. It’s not perfect, but it’s enough—I can’t pull free, not unless I want to rip the bed apart.

He runs a finger down my spine, slow, lingering at the base. “You like being helpless?” he asks.

I twist my hips, testing the bonds. “Only if you make it worth my while.”

He spreads my thighs with his knees, and I feel him press the head of his cock against my entrance, just barely inside. He holds it there, teasing, moving in tiny circles that make me insane.

I groan, low and needy. “Don’t tease.”

He slides in, but only an inch. “Why not? You’ve got an audience.”

I laugh, even as frustration sparks under my skin. “Don’t flatter him. He’s just jealous.”

Thomas fucks me, shallow strokes, always pulling back before I get what I want. My arms strain against the tie. I push back, desperate for more. He slaps my ass, once, then again, the heat blooming under his hand.

“Say it,” he commands.

I bite the pillow, try not to scream. “Fuck me like my husband can’t.”

He slams in, all the way, hard enough to knock the breath out of me. He stays there, deep, grinding. I cry out, and the sound is raw, ugly, perfect. The mirror vibrates with the force.

Thomas keeps going, relentless. He pounds into me, the pace savage, and the pressure builds in my core, sharp and relentless. My hands claw at the tie, trying to break free, but I’m locked in place. I love it. I fucking love it.

He leans over, his chest against my back, breath hot in my ear. “You want to come?”

I nod, wordless, lost.

“Beg.”

I hesitate, pride warring with need. But the ache wins. “Please. I need it. Make me come. Please.”

He slows down, teasing again, in and out, just enough to keep me on the edge.

I whimper. I don’t care. Let Jake see me beg.

“Say it louder,” Thomas says.

I scream into the pillow. “Please! Fuck me! Make me come!”

He laughs, cruel and sweet. He grabs my hair, pulls my head back, and fucks me so hard my vision goes white. My body snaps tight, every muscle locked. I feel the orgasm rip through me, wave after wave, blinding, shattering. I come so hard I sob, spit pooling on the pillow, and he keeps going, doesn’t stop, just keeps using me.

He comes too, cock pulsing inside, grip on my hips bruising. He collapses over me, both of us panting, sweating, trembling.

For a long minute, there’s only the ragged sound of our breath and the tick of the clock.

Finally, he unties my wrists. My arms flop to the sides, useless. He rolls me over, brushes the hair from my eyes, and kisses me, gentle for the first time tonight.

I look at the mirror. Jake is still there.

I raise my hand, fingers splayed, and wave.

Thomas laughs. “Do you think he’s still breathing?”

I grin, teeth bared. “I hope not.”

He lies beside me, pulls me in, and together we stare at the darkness beyond the glass.

I have never felt so alive, so wicked, so in control.

And I know the show isn’t over yet.

Thomas doesn’t wait long. He’s hard again before the sweat dries. He rolls me onto my back, pins my wrists above my head, his face inches from mine. For a second, I see the boy he must have been, reckless and cocky and hungry for anything that moved.

He kisses me, open-mouthed and raw. His cock presses against my thigh, smearing the slick mess from before. He moves down, bites my nipple, not gentle. I gasp, the shock of pain flooding straight to my cunt. My body is oversensitive, every touch electric.

He pushes my thighs apart and fucks me, deep and rough. The headboard rattles the wall, over and over, a message in Morse code to whoever’s listening. I look past his shoulder, straight into the glass, and Jake is closer now, pressed up so hard his breath fogs the surface.

Thomas knows it, too. He turns my head, forces me to look. “Do you see him?” he asks, voice thick.

“Yes,” I breathe, and I can’t help but smile.

He thrusts harder, hands locked on my wrists. Each motion lifts my ass off the mattress. I’m limp, fucked-out, but still greedy for more. The ache is everywhere, sharp and perfect.

The room vibrates with the noise. I hear something outside the mirror—a thump, like a fist against the wall. Jake’s silhouette jerks back, then slams forward again. The sound is desperate, wild. He’s losing it, finally breaking. I drink it in.

Thomas fucks me faster, barely holding back. He bites my neck, the mark instant and red. “You want him to watch you come again?” he says, teeth on my skin.

I moan, helpless. “Yes. Let him see.”

He grins, savage. He reaches down, thumb on my clit, and rubs hard circles. The pressure builds, relentless. I arch, scream, claw the air.

Jake pounds on the wall, the sound like thunder.

My orgasm rips through me, brutal and hot, the room spinning. I scream, not even caring if it’s a word or just a sound. Thomas grunts, slams in one last time, and I feel him explode inside me, cock pulsing, his whole body locked.

We stay there, fused, for a long moment. The only sound is our breath, wet and ragged.

When he pulls out, I flop to the side, boneless, hair plastered to my face. I stare at the ceiling, heart racing. I can hear Jake outside, pacing, slamming something, maybe himself, against the glass.

Thomas laughs, pulls me into his arms. “Think he’ll ever get over this?”

I grin, lazy and spent. “Not a chance.”

We lie there, tangled, sheets ruined, both of us still sticky with sweat and cum. I look at the mirror one last time. Jake is gone, vanished into the dark.

I raise my hand, give the glass a slow, deliberate wave.

Thomas kisses my forehead. “You’re fucking incredible.”

I sigh, content. “I know.”


Chapter 4

We don’t close the blinds. The city’s gold and blue pours in, painting the walls, the sheets, even the slow trickle of bourbon down my throat. Thomas sprawls beside me, hair damp with sweat, body stretched and languid. I can feel him watching me even with my eyes closed. The air in the penthouse suite is thick, sticky, loaded with sex and victory.

I look over at the mirror—our mirror. The glass is a little fogged from breath, my handprints still perfect on its surface. Beyond, the lights are out. But I know he’s there.

Jake’s shadow flickers just once before vanishing. Good. Let him lick his wounds.

I finish my drink. I set the glass down slowly, savoring the clink as it kisses the marble. Thomas lifts his head, watching the movement of my body as if I’m the only thing alive in the world.

“You’re insatiable,” he says, voice raw from fucking.

“Not yet,” I say. “I’m not done showing him.”

Thomas grins, all wolf and hunger. “You want him to see you beg again?”

I crawl into his lap, swing one leg over, and settle onto his thighs. He’s still hard, the head of his cock bobbing with anticipation. I stroke him, slow, letting my thumb smear the last of his cum down his length. His hands go straight to my waist, fingers pressing into the bruises he left.

I line him up and sink down, inch by inch. Every ridge and throb I long to feel. I want to leave nothing for Jake except the knowledge that he could never, ever fuck me like this.

The first thrust knocks the air out of me. I grind down, riding him slow, letting the friction make me raw. Thomas bites his own lip, gray eyes locked on mine.

Then a slam. The wall shudders. For a second, I think it’s an earthquake. But no. It’s Jake, pounding his fists, shattering his pride.

Thomas pauses, cock buried deep inside. “He’s persistent.”

I clench around him, hard. “Don’t stop,” I whisper, voice sweet poison. “Let him hear what he can’t touch.”

Thomas resumes, hands flexing on my hips, guiding me up and down. I pick up the pace, every bounce a message in Morse code: you’re not wanted, you’re not enough, you’re not me.

The next bang is louder. I glance at the mirror—this time, Jake doesn’t hide. He’s right there, wild-eyed, shirt rumpled, hair a mess. I meet his gaze, then tilt my head back and moan, loud and wanton, letting the sound roll through the suite and out into the hall.

Thomas grabs my ass and lifts, impaling me with a roughness that borders on cruel. I love it. I grind my clit against his pelvis, chasing the friction. My body is still humming from the last orgasm, but I want another, just to spite the ghost behind the glass.

“Fuck me harder,” I say, turning to look Jake dead in the eyes.

Thomas is all too happy to oblige. He flips me onto my back, never letting his cock slip out. My legs fly open, one heel catching the headboard. The velvet bedspread bunches beneath us, soaking up sweat and slick. He braces himself, arms rigid, and fucks me with piston force.

They perfectly positioned the mirror. I watch Jake watch us. I watch the moment his face caves, the moment he realizes he’s nothing more than a spectator in the life he thought was his.

Thomas leans in, teeth on my neck, tongue flicking the hollow of my throat. “He’s losing his mind,” he whispers. “You’re destroying him.”

“Good,” I gasp. “Don’t stop. Not for a second.”

We fuck like that, hard and messy, every movement punctuated by the thud of Jake’s fists, the staccato rhythm of failure. I rake my nails down Thomas’s back, leaving red trails. He groans, thrusting even deeper, cock swollen and angry.

The door rattles, the handle twisting so violently I think it might break off. Thomas looks up, grins. “Should we let him in?”

I shake my head, hair plastered to my cheeks. “Not yet. I want him to watch. I want him to know he’ll never be you.”

I arch my back, thighs shaking. The orgasm builds slowly, then detonates. I scream, wordless, then catch Jake’s eyes in the mirror and hold them as I come. Thomas loses control, slams in so deep I see stars. He comes, cock jerking inside me, and I milk him for every drop.

We collapse, a tangle of limbs and sweat. The door shakes again. I hear Jake’s voice, hoarse, breaking. “Let me in,” he says. “Please.”

Thomas rolls off, laughs, and lights a cigarette from the bedside table. He offers it to me, but I wave him off. I stand, walk to the mirror, and press my bare chest to the cold glass. I fog it with my breath, draw a heart with the tip of my finger. Jake’s eyes follow my every move.

I spread my legs a little, just enough. Squatting, I reach down between my thighs and watch as the mixture of cum and lubricant drips down onto the floor. I hold Jake’s gaze the entire time.

He’s lost, broken. I smile.

I walk back to the bed, stretch out, and let Thomas pull me close.

“Should we let him in now?” Thomas asks, voice lazy.

I shake my head, eyes drifting closed. “He’s better out there. Where he belongs.”

The city glows, cold and indifferent, as Jake’s shadow slides to the floor.

He can pound the walls all night.

He’s never getting in.

The next time Thomas gets hard, he doesn’t ask permission. He just rolls me onto my stomach and slides in, slow, savoring the power. The aftershocks make my entire body go limp, but he holds me up by the hips like a trophy. The mirror is still fogged, but I can just make out Jake’s face, streaked with tears and sweat.

He’s on his knees, right there, forehead pressed to the glass.

I wave again, wiggling my fingers.

Thomas fucks me slow, deep. Each thrust grinds my clit against the bedspread, each thrust a fresh humiliation for the man who once thought he owned me.

I come again, silent this time, but my whole body shakes. Thomas finishes with a grunt, pulling out to let his cum coat my ass, shining in the city light.

We lie there, ruined, until the sun rises.

Only then do I hear it—the soft, pathetic sound of Jake crying in the hall.

I almost feel bad for him.

Almost.

I turn over, nuzzle into Thomas’s chest, and let sleep claim me.

Let Jake wait.

Let him learn.

He’s not the hero of this story.

He never was.

#

The sun is a pale smear against the curtains when the noise comes—sharp, metallic, desperate. The door handle rattles, stops, rattles again. I drag myself awake, sweat sticking my thigh to Thomas’s. He’s already propped up on one elbow, hair a mess, mouth curled in a lazy smile.

“Did you lock it?” he asks, voice rough with sleep.

I nod, stretching arms overhead. I make no move to cover my nakedness. Let him walk in. Let him see.

The door rattles again, a muffled curse from outside.

“Persistent,” Thomas says, echoing himself, and leans back on the pillows, waiting for the show.

I swing my legs off the bed, stride across the suite, and pour myself a glass of water. My reflection in the window is feral: hair tangled, skin flushed, bruises dotting my hips and collarbone. The room smells like bourbon and semen and sweat. I relish it.

The door explodes open with a bang. Jake staggers in, wild-eyed, face gray with exhaustion and something else. He’s still wearing last night’s clothes, rumpled, his tie loose and shirt half-untucked. The sight of me—of us—sucks the breath out of him. His eyes lock on my breasts, then Thomas’s hand resting on my thigh, then the tangle of limbs and stains in the bedspread.

He freezes. All his momentum gone. Shoulders collapse, anger draining out, replaced by confusion, then something rawer, uglier.

Thomas doesn’t move. He spreads his arms along the headboard, cock already rising under the sheets.

I take a sip, cold water burning down. “Nice of you to join us,” I say, all silk and venom.

Jake stares. “You… I—” He can’t finish. His jaw works, but the words stick.

Thomas yawns, loud, then pats the space beside him. “You look tired, Jake. Sit down.”

Jake’s fists ball at his sides. He wants to punch something, maybe Thomas, maybe the wall. But he just stands there, trembling, watching as I slide back into bed and straddle Thomas’s lap, my pussy bare and dripping.

I look Jake dead in the eyes as I reach down, stroke Thomas’s cock to full, hard attention. I guide it inside me, slow, relishing the stretch. Thomas groans, hands settling on my hips.

I ride him, slow at first, then faster, all the while Jake watches, helpless.

He doesn’t look away. He can’t.

He stands rooted by the door, breathing ragged.

I fuck Thomas harder, letting my tits bounce with every thrust, letting the sounds fill the air. The city’s morning light catches the sweat on my skin, the glint of my wedding ring as I rake my nails down Thomas’s chest.

Jake cries.

It’s not loud, just a wet hitch in his throat. He wipes his face on his sleeve, but the tears keep coming.

I slow my pace, make eye contact, and speak to him, clear and measured. “You want to watch, don’t you?”

He chokes on the answer, but it’s written all over his face: yes.

Thomas’s grip tightens on my waist. He leans forward, lips at my ear. “Let him,” he whispers.

I nod, and the balance of power shifts. I am the queen, he the supplicant.

“Come here,” I say, patting the foot of the bed.

Jake shuffles forward, hesitates, then kneels on the velvet at the end of the bed, like a penitent at a shrine.

“Hands at your sides,” I command.

He obeys, shoulders hunched, eyes glued to where Thomas’s cock slides in and out of me, slick and obscene.

I keep the rhythm slow, deliberate, letting him see everything. Letting him realize how easily I could have let him back in last night. How I didn’t want to.

Thomas matches my movements, meeting every thrust with a slow, hard grind. He stares at Jake, unblinking, almost taunting.

Jake’s breathing gets rougher. His own cock is hard, straining the front of his pants.

I smirk. “You may watch, Jake. But you don’t get to speak unless spoken to.”

He nods, eyes brimming. He doesn’t dare look away.

Thomas lifts his hands from my hips and runs them up my sides, palming my breasts, squeezing, thumbs circling my nipples. He leans back, lets me ride him, lets Jake see every inch of me on display.

I feel the power in my bones, sharp and electric.

I talk, low and cruel. “You never made me come like this. Did you know that?”

Jake shakes his head, shame blooming on his cheeks.

Thomas smirks, hands trailing down to my ass, spreading me wider.

“You spent years thinking you were enough. But you never even came close.”

Thomas thrusts up, hard. I gasp, but hold Jake’s gaze. “Watch how a real man fucks me.”

Jake flinches, but his cock throbs, a dark stain blooming at his zipper.

I laugh. “Take it out. But don’t you dare touch yourself until I say so.”

He hesitates, then unzips, freeing his cock. It’s stiff, angry, as red as his face. He wraps a hand around the base, but keeps still, trembling with need.

Thomas pistons up into me, one hand clutching my hair, the other dragging nails down my spine.

I’m close, so close. I let myself get loud, moaning and cursing, milking every reaction from Jake. His eyes glaze over, his mouth hangs open. He’s lost, drifting on a tide of shame and lust.

I bare my teeth and ride Thomas harder, chasing the edge.

The room is all sound and heat: the slap of skin, my cries, Thomas’s grunts, the choked whimper from Jake at the foot of the bed.

When I come, it’s volcanic. I clamp down on Thomas’s cock, squeezing until he groans, then shoves up and spills inside me, flooding me with heat. I ride the aftershocks, milking him for every drop, never breaking eye contact with Jake.

Only when I’m done, shuddering and spent, do I nod at Jake.

“You may touch yourself,” I say, voice cold. “But only until I say stop.”

He jerks off in desperate, ugly motions, never once blinking, never taking his eyes from the place where Thomas’s cum leaks out of me and down my thigh.

I glance at Thomas. He grins, grabs my face, and kisses me, tasting sweat and victory.

I turn back to Jake. “Stop.”

He freezes, panting, cock slick and glistening, but untouched from the last inch.

I stand, walk to the edge of the bed, and sit, legs spread, pussy red and raw.

“Crawl,” I say.

He does, on hands and knees, face inches from my cunt.

“You want to taste?” I ask, voice sweet and deadly.

He nods, desperate.

I look at Thomas. He smirks, then shrugs.

I grab Jake by the hair and shove his face between my legs. He eats me, tongue frantic, licking up the mix of come and slick and sweat. I grind on his mouth, showing him his true purpose.

When I finish, I push him back with my heel.

I climb into Thomas’s lap again, curl against his chest, and watch Jake kneel, wrecked, on the floor.

“You did well,” I say. “But next time, you’ll ask before you come.”

Jake nods, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Thomas sips his drink, arms around me, cock already hardening again.

I laugh, the sound bright and merciless.

This is how the day begins.

This is how it will always be.

#

The sun climbs higher, burning off the city’s morning fog, and the penthouse suite is a greenhouse—humid, overheated, rank with bodies and bourbon and loss. I sprawl across the velvet bedspread, limbs tangled with Thomas’s. My cunt aches, red and battered, lips swollen from hours of fucking. Sweat, lipstick, and cum have ruined the sheets.

Jake sits in the corner where I left him, back pressed to the wall, knees to his chest. He hasn’t moved in an hour. His cock hangs out, soft now, but every so often it twitches, as if remembering its purpose. His face is hollow, and his eyes, black pupils ringed with tears and sleep, stare blankly.

Thomas stirs beside me, voice thick. “You want to go again?”

My laugh is dry and mean. “I want to break him.”

I swing out of bed and stalk across the floor, naked, daring Jake to look. He does, but only in stolen glances, like a starving man watching someone else eat. I stand over him, hand on my hip, and wait.

Finally, he lifts his eyes, mouth trembling.

“Please,” he whispers. “I just want—” He can’t finish.

I kneel, grab a fistful of his hair, and yank his head back. I kiss him, hard. Then I shove him to the floor, crawl over him, and plant my pussy on his mouth. He licks, desperate, tongue wild. I use him until I’m wet and raw, then push him away.

I crawl back to the bed, hips swaying. I bend over, on all fours, head low, ass in the air.

“Come on, Thomas,” I say. “Show him how it’s done.”

Thomas is up in a heartbeat, cock hard again, eyes glazed with lust. He mounts me from behind, one hand wrapping around my throat, the other gripping my hip hard enough to leave purple bruises. He fucks me with no mercy, each thrust rocking the bed.

I lock eyes with Jake. He sits up, watching every inch, breath coming in jagged gasps. His cock is stiff again, leaking at the tip.

I let Thomas use me, let him fuck me like a rag-doll, let the sound of it echo through the suite. Now and then I look at Jake, just to see the pain on his face, the longing. I slow Thomas down, make him pull out, rub the head of his cock up and down my slit, smearing me open for Jake’s inspection.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” I say, voice flat.

Jake makes a sound, almost a sob.

Thomas slides in again, all the way, balls slapping my clit. He pounds me hard, and I milk it, groaning and bucking back to meet every thrust.

“He’s so much better,” I say, and watch Jake’s soul leave his body.

Thomas pulls my head back by the hair, hissing in my ear. “You love being watched,” he says.

I do. I really do.

I stare at Jake, all the while letting Thomas fuck me senseless, nails digging into the sheets. When I feel the orgasm cresting, I slow it down, turn to Jake.

“You want to jerk off? Do it. But don’t you dare come before we do.”

He fumbles at his cock, both hands shaking. He pumps in quick, ugly strokes, eyes locked on the space where Thomas’s cock disappears inside me.

Thomas loses control, thrusts faster, grunting, sweat dripping off his brow. I reach back and cup his balls, feeling them tighten, and then I clench down, squeezing him for everything he’s worth.

We come together, bodies rigid, Thomas buried to the hilt, my cunt spasming around him. I howl, shameless, nails tearing the velvet. He fills me with hot, endless pulses, so much it runs down my thigh.

I collapse to the bed, Thomas falling on top of me, both of us panting and spent.

Jake kneels by the bed, fist pumping in a frenzy.

I hold up a finger, making him wait. Only when Thomas is empty and I am quaking do I nod.

“Go ahead,” I say, voice lazy and smug.

He comes in seconds, shooting all over his own hand and the carpet, face twisted in shame.

I laugh, roll onto my back, and pull Thomas close.

Jake wipes himself off, then stares at the mess on the floor, dazed.

He speaks, voice tiny. “Can I… clean you?”

I smile, slow and wide, and glance at Thomas. He shrugs, amused, then traces a finger down my stomach, collecting a line of cum.

“Lick it up,” I tell Jake.

He crawls forward, and I offer my belly. He laps at it, cleaning every drop. When he’s done, I let him lick Thomas clean, too.

He does it with reverence.

When it’s finished, I sit up, hair wild, skin gleaming in the sun.

I pull Thomas in for a kiss, tasting his sweat, his satisfaction. Then I turn to Jake, stroke his cheek, and slap him, hard, across the face.

He just shudders and nods, accepting it.

The suite is quiet, finally.

I stretch, victorious, and let the city’s light wash over me.

This is the new world.

And I am its queen.
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