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CHAPTER ONE

THE WHITE DRESS

The bedroom door clicked shut.

I heard it from the dining room.

Nathan had gone down the hall with Isabelle Laurent, a woman I had met less than an hour earlier. She had taken his hand at my table, smiled at me, and led my husband toward the room where we slept.

I had told her to start there.

That did not make the sound easier.

Julian stood behind me with one hand under my white dress. Two fingers pressed against the wet lace between my thighs. He did not move them. He only held them there while I listened to the silence on the other side of the apartment.

“You are shaking,” he said.

“Take your hand away.”

“You don’t want that.”

He was right. I hated him for being right after twelve years.

I turned and looked at him.

Julian Moreau had changed since business school. The careless money had become controlled money. His black hair was shorter. The expensive suit fit a body that had grown harder. He still looked at me like every conversation was a competition he expected to win.

I had wanted him when I was twenty-six.

I wanted him more with my husband behind a locked door.

“Did you bring Isabelle for Nathan?” I asked.

“I brought her because she asked.”

“She had never met him.”

“She saw him in Toronto.”

My stomach tightened.

“When?”

“Your fund dinner. She was at the next table.”

Nathan had mentioned a woman who watched him leave the room. He had not known her name.

I did now.

Julian slid his fingers over the lace. My cunt pushed against his hand before I could stop it.

“She asked who he was,” he said. “I told her.”

“What else?”

“That you were married.”

“That should have ended the conversation.”

“It made her more interested.”

I slapped him.

Not hard enough to hurt. Hard enough to wipe the smile off his mouth.

His head turned with the impact. When he looked back at me, his eyes were darker.

“There she is,” he said.

“Do not talk about my husband like he was part of your plan.”

“You invited us.”

“I invited you after you told me she was curious.”

“And Nathan said yes.”

The truth sat between us.

No secrets. No one left behind.

Nathan had wanted Isabelle. He had said it to my face above the Atlantic. The honesty had made my pussy wet while my chest hurt.

Now he was alone with her.

Julian’s thumb pushed harder against my clit through the panties.

I grabbed his wrist.

“Did she plan to fuck him tonight?”

“She planned to see whether he deserved you.”

“That is not her decision.”

“No. It is yours.”

I should have moved away.

Instead, I pulled his hand higher under my dress.

His fingers found the side of my panties and pushed them aside. Cold air touched my wet cunt. Then Julian touched me for the first time.

One finger slid between my lips.

My breath caught.

Twelve years of unfinished memory ended with his fingertip on my clit.

“That wet already?” he asked.

“Do not flatter yourself.”

“Is it Nathan?”

“Yes.”

“Isabelle?”

I looked down the hall.

The bedroom remained quiet.

“Yes.”

Julian’s smile returned.

I shoved him back against the dining table. Wine moved in the glasses. One fork fell onto a plate with a sharp metal sound.

“You always liked being cruel,” he said.

“You always thought attention meant you could touch.”

“I did not need anything from you to want you.”

“No. You needed me to choose it before you touched me.”

“You put my hand under your dress.”

I hated that answer because it was simple and true.

I opened his belt.

The leather slid through the buckle with a dry sound that took me back to an empty classroom in Boston. I had opened his belt then too. His fiancée had called before I got farther.

No phone rang this time.

Julian watched my hands.

“Still competing?” he asked.

“Always.”

“With Isabelle?”

“With you.”

“For what?”

I pulled his zipper down.

“To see whether twelve years improved anything.”

His cock pushed hard against his underwear. Longer than I remembered through the old trousers. Thick enough to make my hand slow.

Julian took my chin.

“You remember.”

“I remember being interrupted.”

“Liar.”

His thumb rubbed my lower lip.

“You remember everything.”

A sound came from the bedroom.

A woman’s laugh.

Isabelle.

Then Nathan’s voice, too low to understand.

My hand tightened around Julian through the fabric.

He noticed.

“Jealous?”

“Say that again and I’ll send you home.”

“You would have to open the bedroom first.”

I looked at him.

He leaned closer.

“You want to know what she is doing.”

“Yes.”

“You want Nathan to want her.”

The answer hurt.

“Yes.”

“You want him to look at you afterward and choose you.”

“Yes.”

Julian kissed me.

No warning. No careful test.

His mouth hit mine with the same arrogance I remembered. Coffee, red wine, and the faint taste of tobacco. His hand closed around the back of my neck. I bit his lip because I had done it twelve years earlier and wanted to know whether he would make the same sound.

He did.

A rough breath against my mouth.

I opened his shirt while he pulled the straps of my white dress down my shoulders. The fabric caught on my breasts. He shoved it lower until my nipples were bare.

His hands covered them.

Nathan knew exactly how much pressure made me moan. Julian did not. He squeezed too lightly.

“Harder,” I said.

He obeyed.

The pain shot straight into my cunt.

Another sound came from the bedroom.

A low male groan.

Nathan.

My cunt clenched around Julian’s fingers so hard he felt it.

“That was him,” he said.

“I know my husband’s voice.”

“Does he sound happy?”

I grabbed Julian by the hair and kissed him again.

He laughed into my mouth.

We stumbled away from the table. My dress slid to my waist. His shirt hung open. I pushed him toward the living room because the long wall of glass faced the hallway. From there, I could see our bedroom door.

Still closed.

Still locked.

Julian sat on the low black sofa. I stood between his knees.

“Take it out,” I said.

“You do it.”

I pulled his underwear down.

His cock came free.

The sight stopped me.

He was nearly nine inches, long with a slight upward curve, darker at the head. Not as thick as Nathan. Longer. Different in every way that mattered to the fantasy.

Julian watched me compare.

“Say it.”

“No.”

“You were never good at hiding numbers.”

“Longer.”

“Than Nathan?”

“Yes.”

“Better?”

I wrapped my hand around him.

“Not yet.”

His breath changed.

I stroked him once. Then again.

The bedroom door stayed closed.

My husband was in there with another woman. I stood in our living room with an old fantasy in my hand.

The white dress hung around my hips.

Julian reached between my thighs and hooked his fingers into my panties.

“Take them off.”

I stepped out of them.

He lifted the wet lace to his face and breathed in.

The sight should have embarrassed me.

It made me open my legs wider.

“Dirty CEO,” he said.

“Careful.”

“Or what?”

“I’ll make you wait another twelve years.”

He put the panties in his pocket.

“You won’t.”

Then he pulled me down onto his lap and kissed me while his cock pressed between us.

The bedroom lock clicked.

I froze.

The door opened.

Nathan stepped into the hall with his shirt gone and his belt open. Isabelle stood behind him in the silver dress, one strap hanging from her shoulder. Her lipstick was smeared.

Nathan looked at my bare breasts.

Then at Julian’s cock between my thighs.

His jaw tightened.

My cunt got wetter.

Nobody spoke.

The four of us had reached the same place.

The second door was not opening anymore.

It was gone.


CHAPTER TWO

NO CORNERS

Nathan walked toward us.

Isabelle followed barefoot, carrying her heels in one hand.

I stayed on Julian’s lap.

Part of me wanted to stand, cover myself, and ask Nathan what had happened behind the locked door. The rest of me wanted him to see exactly where I was. My white dress bunched around my waist. My breasts bare. Julian’s cock hard under my wet cunt.

Nathan stopped in front of me.

“Did he touch you?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

I looked at Isabelle.

Her silver dress was open low enough to show the top of one breast. Nathan’s mouth had left a red mark below her ear.

Jealousy twisted my stomach.

“Everywhere you didn’t see,” I said.

Nathan’s eyes narrowed.

Isabelle smiled.

“Your wife is angry with me,” she said.

“I noticed.”

“Are you angry with her?”

Nathan looked at Julian’s hand on my hip.

“Yes.”

The honesty made my nipples hard.

Julian leaned back and enjoyed the view.

Nathan took my chin.

“What happened behind the door?” I asked.

“Isabelle kissed me.”

“Only kissed?”

His thumb moved over my smeared lipstick.

“She used her mouth.”

My cunt clenched against Julian’s cock.

Nathan saw it.

“So that turns you on,” he said.

“It makes me want to hurt you.”

“Same thing tonight.”

I slapped his hand away.

Isabelle came close enough that her perfume mixed with Nathan’s skin. Jasmine, smoke, and the clean soap I knew from our bathroom.

She had already put her mouth on my husband.

I looked at her lips.

“Did he come?”

“No,” she said.

“Why not?”

“He stopped me.”

I looked at Nathan.

“No one finishes without the other two in the room,” he said.

That was not a rule we had discussed.

It was the right one.

Julian’s cock moved under me. He had heard it too.

Isabelle reached down and touched Nathan through his open trousers.

“Then perhaps we should stop talking.”

Her fingers wrapped around him.

My husband’s cock appeared in another woman’s hand.

The jealousy hit so hard my stomach cramped.

I hated her beautiful fingers around him.

I hated how hard he was.

I hated that my body answered with more wetness.

Julian dragged two fingers through my cunt and held them up.

“Look what you do to her.”

Nathan took Julian’s wrist.

For one second, the room went still.

Nathan did not touch his skin longer than necessary. He turned Julian’s hand toward me.

“Clean it.”

I opened my mouth.

Julian pushed his fingers between my lips.

I sucked my own wetness from them while Nathan watched.

Isabelle’s hand moved slowly on his cock.

“That’s better,” Nathan said.

Julian removed his fingers.

Nathan looked at him.

“You wanted her for twelve years.”

“Yes.”

“You get tonight.”

Julian’s face sharpened.

“I do not need a gift.”

“No. You need the rules.”

“And you think you make them?”

“My wife and I make them.”

I stood between the men.

“Enough.”

Nathan’s eyes came to me.

I put one hand on his chest and the other on Julian’s.

“No corners. No spectators. No one gets pushed out.”

Isabelle stepped behind Nathan and kissed his shoulder.

“And no pretending we are not jealous,” she said.

I looked at her.

She held my eyes while her hand moved on my husband.

“Take off the dress,” I told her.

Her smile widened.

“You first.”

I pulled my white dress over my hips and let it fall.

Julian’s hand caught my waist. Nathan looked down my body. Isabelle watched him look.

Then she unfastened the silver dress.

It dropped to the floor.

She wore no bra. Black lace panties covered a narrow strip between long legs. Her body was lean from years of modeling, but not fragile. Small breasts. Dark nipples. A tattoo curved along one hip.

Nathan stared.

I felt every second of it.

“Beautiful?” I asked.

“Yes.”

The answer cut.

Isabelle looked at me.

“Your turn.”

She meant Nathan.

I stepped close to my husband and opened the rest of his trousers. His cock pushed into my hand, hard and familiar. Isabelle had made it slick with her mouth.

I stroked him once.

“Did she do this well?”

“She has a talented mouth.”

I squeezed harder.

Nathan’s breath caught.

“Wrong answer.”

“It was the truth.”

I loved him for not lying.

I wanted to make him pay for it.

I turned to Julian.

“Stand.”

He rose.

I opened his trousers fully and pulled them down. Nathan saw the length of him for the first time.

His face changed.

Only a fraction. Enough.

Julian noticed.

“So,” he said.

Nathan looked at me.

“You were right.”

“About?”

“Longer.”

The men measured each other without moving closer.

Nathan was broader, thicker, heavier through the shoulders. Julian was leaner and longer everywhere. Two different kinds of male confidence. Two hard cocks a foot apart.

Isabelle came beside me.

“Which one do you want first?” she asked.

“Both.”

She laughed softly.

“I understand why Julian never forgot you.”

Nathan touched the back of my neck.

“Kneel.”

I went down between them.

Isabelle joined me.

The marble floor was cold under my knees. Nathan stood in front of Isabelle. Julian stood in front of me.

For a moment, I looked at my husband’s cock inches from another woman’s mouth.

He looked at Julian in front of mine.

“Eyes up,” Nathan said.

Isabelle and I both looked at him.

He smiled once.

“Good girls.”

Isabelle pulled off Nathan’s cock long enough to breathe.

“Your wife is staring at my mouth,” she said.

Nathan looked down at me. “She is checking whether you know what to do.”

I released Julian. “I am checking whether she misses anything.”

Isabelle dragged her tongue slowly under Nathan’s cock. “Then keep watching.”

Julian caught my chin. “Open.”

“Make me.”

His thumb pressed my lower lip. “Open, Victoria.”

I did.

Isabelle opened her mouth first.

I watched her take the head of Nathan’s cock between red lips.

Jealousy punched through my chest.

I grabbed Julian and swallowed him deeper than I intended.

He groaned.

Nathan’s hand went into Isabelle’s black hair. Julian’s went into mine.

We started together.

Two women on their knees. Two men standing over us. The city spread beyond the windows, all those lights and people with no idea what happened above them.

Julian tasted of salt and wine. His cock filled my mouth differently. Longer, narrower, the curve pressing my tongue. I took more because Isabelle took more of Nathan.

She watched me while she sucked my husband.

I watched her cheeks hollow.

Nathan watched me.

Nobody looked away.

Nathan looked past Isabelle’s mouth and found my eyes.

“Tell me what his cock tastes like.”

I pulled Julian from my mouth just long enough to answer.

“Wine. Salt. Twelve years of wanting to do this.”

Julian’s fingers tightened in my hair.

“Tell him what you want next.”

I looked at Nathan’s cock sliding between Isabelle’s lips.

“I want to watch every thick inch of my husband disappear inside her.”

Isabelle released him with a wet sound.

“And what do you want me to watch?”

I wrapped my fist around Julian.

“Him putting this whole cock in my cunt while Nathan looks at me.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“Good. Keep talking.”

Julian pushed deeper.

I gagged once, breathed through my nose, and took him again.

“Show her,” Nathan said to Isabelle.

She pulled off his cock with a wet sound.

“Show me what?” I asked.

“How your husband likes it.”

Isabelle licked the underside slowly, then took him deep again. Nathan’s head fell back for half a second.

I knew that reaction.

She had learned it quickly.

My hand moved faster on Julian. I sucked him until saliva ran down my wrist.

“You’re competing,” Julian said.

“Yes.”

“With her?”

“With everyone.”

Nathan looked down at me.

“Come here.”

I released Julian and crossed the small space on my knees.

Nathan took my jaw and kissed me. Isabelle’s saliva still coated his cock between us.

“Jealous?” he asked.

“Very.”

“Good.”

He turned my face toward Isabelle.

“Kiss her.”

Isabelle did not wait.

Her mouth met mine.

I tasted Nathan on her tongue.

The first contact was strange. Soft lips. A woman’s smaller jaw under my hand. Then she pushed her tongue deeper and the strangeness became heat.

I grabbed her hair.

She moaned against me.

Julian stroked himself while he watched. Nathan’s cock pressed against my shoulder.

Isabelle broke the kiss.

“You taste angry,” she said.

“You taste like my husband.”

“Do you want him back?”

“He was never gone.”

Nathan’s hand closed around my throat, not squeezing, only holding.

“That’s my wife.”

Julian sat on the sofa and pulled me backward onto him.

His cock slid between my wet lips without entering. The head rubbed my clit as he moved his hips.

Nathan turned Isabelle and bent her over the arm of the sofa.

The black panties came down.

I saw her cunt for the first time. Smooth, pink, already wet.

Nathan knelt behind her and put his mouth on her.

My body locked.

Isabelle cried out.

The sound filled our living room.

Julian’s cock rubbed harder through my cunt. His hand covered one breast. His mouth went to my neck.

“Watch,” he said.

“I am.”

Nathan held Isabelle’s thighs open and licked her. He knew I watched. He looked up once between her legs.

That look almost made me come.

Julian pushed the head of his cock against my wet cunt.

Not inside.

Waiting.

“Tell him,” he said.

Nathan’s tongue kept moving.

Isabelle’s hands gripped the sofa.

I looked at my husband.

“Fuck her.”

Nathan rose.

His cock was wet with Isabelle’s mouth. He rolled on a condom from the drawer beside the sofa. We had placed them there before dinner.

He positioned himself behind her.

Julian pressed harder against my cunt.

The two men waited.

Nathan held Isabelle open with one hand and looked at me.

“Tell her what she is about to take.”

I stared at the thick head of my husband’s cock pressed to her wet cunt.

“My husband. All of him.”

Isabelle pushed her hips back against him.

“Then make him put it in.”

I looked at Nathan.

“Fuck her.”

Julian pressed the head of his cock against me.

Nathan did not blink.

“And you take him,” he said. “Let me watch your cunt swallow the man you wanted before me.”

“Together,” I said.

Nathan kept his eyes on me. “Look at me when he enters you.”

“Only if you look at me when you enter her.”

Isabelle glanced between us. “Do you two always negotiate naked?”

Julian gripped my waist. “They negotiate everything.”

Nathan’s mouth moved. “Not this.”

Nathan looked at me.

I looked at him.

“Together. Now.”

They pushed in.

Isabelle screamed.

I did too.


CHAPTER THREE

THE FIRST EXCHANGE

Julian entered me slowly.

Nathan did not.

He drove into Isabelle in one hard stroke that pushed her chest against the sofa. Her cry broke through mine.

Julian kept coming.

Inch after inch.

I had felt him once in London, only in fantasy and memory. This was real. His cock stretched my cunt with a long pressure that made my mouth open. He stopped when his hips met my ass.

“Fuck,” I said.

Julian’s mouth touched my ear.

“Twelve years late.”

“Do not make it sentimental.”

He pulled back.

Then he fucked me.

Nathan’s hand closed around Isabelle’s hip. His other hand held her shoulder. Every thrust moved her body across the black leather.

“Look at my wife,” Nathan told her.

Isabelle turned her face toward me while he drove into her again.

“Can you see him?” I asked.

“I can feel him.”

“That is not what I asked.”

Nathan pulled almost all the way out, then buried his whole cock in her.

Her eyes widened.

“Yes,” she gasped. “I can see him fucking me.”

“Good. Keep your eyes on me while you take him.”

I sat on Julian’s lap facing them, my knees spread, my white dress on the floor behind us. His cock came up into me while his hands held my waist.

Julian lifted me until only the head remained inside, then pulled me down over his length.

“How much of me?” he asked.

“All of it.”

“Tell your husband.”

I looked straight at Nathan.

“Julian’s whole cock is inside my cunt.”

Nathan drove harder into Isabelle.

“Say whether you like it.”

“I love that you can see it.”

The angle put him deep.

Too deep at first.

I lowered myself anyway.

Nathan watched.

His jaw was hard. His cock disappeared into another woman’s cunt while his eyes stayed on mine.

I had wanted equality.

It hurt more than I expected.

Isabelle turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder.

“You like watching him?” she asked.

“Do you like being watched?”

Nathan slapped her ass.

She gasped.

I felt the sound in my cunt around Julian.

“Answer my wife,” Nathan said.

“Yes.”

“Say what you like.”

Isabelle’s face flushed.

“I like her watching you fuck me.”

Nathan drove into her again. “Tell her what it feels like.”

Isabelle looked straight at me. “Thick. Hard. And he keeps watching you instead of me.”

“Do you like her saying that?” I asked him.

“Yes.”

“Then make her say more.”

Nathan pulled almost out and pushed back into her.

Isabelle’s mouth opened. “He gets harder every time Julian moves inside you.”

The sentence tightened every muscle in my body.

Julian felt it.

“She squeezed me,” he told Nathan.

Nathan slapped Isabelle’s ass and kept his eyes on me.

“My wife gets tighter when another woman takes my cock.”

“Your wife gets wetter when you admit you like this,” I said.

Isabelle rolled her hips back into him.

“Then both of you keep talking. I like feeling his cock move when she gets jealous.”

“Greedy little bitch,” I said.

She smiled at me.

“Your husband’s greedy little bitch tonight.”

The words made Nathan thrust so hard her cry broke across the room.

Nathan’s mouth curved.

“Of course she did.”

I rode Julian harder.

He caught my hips.

“Slow down.”

“No.”

“You still hate being told anything.”

“I am sitting on your cock. Do not confuse that with obedience.”

Nathan laughed.

The sound surprised all of us.

It broke the tension for one second.

Then Isabelle reached between her legs and touched Nathan where he entered her.

“Harder,” she said.

Nathan gave her what she asked for.

His hips hit her ass with a wet slap. The sofa moved against the rug. Isabelle’s mouth fell open. Her dark hair stuck to her cheek.

Jealousy pushed me harder onto Julian.

I used him to punish Nathan.

Nathan used Isabelle to answer.

The room filled with wet slaps, broken breaths, and four people talking over one another.

Nobody sounded controlled anymore. Skin hit skin. The sofa creaked. Isabelle cried out. Julian swore into my hair. Nathan kept saying my name whenever another man drove into me.

Julian wrapped my hair around his fist.

“Look at your husband.”

I did.

Nathan’s eyes were on my breasts. They bounced each time I dropped onto Julian. His face showed everything he refused to say. Anger. Pride. Fear. Hunger.

I leaned back against Julian’s chest and spread my legs wider.

“See me?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“See how deep he is?”

Nathan’s thrust stopped for half a second.

“Victoria.”

“Answer.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you feel,” Nathan said.

“Longer.”

“Better?”

“Different.”

“Say the rest.”

“I want you watching every inch.”

Julian held my hips. “She tightens every time you speak.”

Nathan’s eyes stayed on mine. “Then keep talking.”

Julian drove up into me.

I moaned.

Nathan gripped Isabelle harder.

“You like hurting him,” Julian said.

“I like making him honest.”

Nathan pulled out of Isabelle.

She made an angry sound.

He turned her around and lifted her onto the arm of the sofa so she faced us. Then he entered her again with her legs around his waist.

Now I could see everything.

Nathan spread her thighs wider so there was nothing left for me to imagine.

His cock moved in and out of her wet cunt, thick under the condom, each stroke opening her around him.

“Watch me give it to her,” he said.

“I am watching.”

“No. Say what you see.”

I forced the words out while Julian kept driving up into me.

“I see my husband’s cock disappearing inside her. I see her cunt taking every inch.”

Isabelle’s eyes rolled when Nathan hit deep.

“And I see how much she fucking loves it.”

His thick cock moving in her cunt.

Her wetness on the condom.

The way her nails marked his shoulders.

My husband fucking another woman less than six feet away.

My eyes stung.

I did not look away.

Isabelle smiled at me.

“You are beautiful when you hate me.”

“I do not hate you.”

“Not yet.”

She pulled Nathan into a kiss.

That did it.

I grabbed Julian’s knees and rode him hard enough to make him swear. His cock hit the place deep inside me that turned thought into noise.

“Make me come,” I said.

Julian’s fingers went to my clit.

Nathan broke the kiss with Isabelle.

He watched Julian touch me.

I watched him touch her.

We knew each other too well. Every change in breathing. Every tight jaw. Every lie the body told before the mouth could stop it.

Julian rubbed my clit fast.

My cunt clenched around him.

“Not yet,” Nathan said.

I looked at him.

“You do not control this.”

“I know exactly how close you are.”

He did.

I hated that he did.

Nathan pushed Isabelle back on the sofa and took one of her nipples into his mouth. Her cry shook.

My orgasm moved closer.

“Tell her,” Nathan said.

“Tell me what?” Isabelle asked.

He looked at me.

“Tell her who makes you come.”

Isabelle looked at me while Nathan held himself deep inside her.

“Tell me,” she said. “Whose cock are you coming on?”

Julian rubbed my clit faster.

“His cock. But I am coming for my husband.”

Nathan’s voice dropped.

“Then look at me and let him feel what belongs to our marriage.”

Julian’s fingers kept moving.

His cock filled me.

I could have refused.

I was too close.

“My husband,” I said.

Nathan’s eyes darkened.

Julian bit my shoulder.

“Then come for him.”

I did.

My cunt locked around Julian’s cock. The first pulse hurt from how hard it hit. I cried out Nathan’s name while Julian held me down and kept thrusting up into me.

Nathan watched every second.

Isabelle watched him watch.

That made her come.

Her back lifted from the sofa. She screamed into Nathan’s shoulder. Her cunt gripped him so hard I could see the muscles in his ass tighten.

He kept fucking her.

I was still coming on Julian.

Two women shaking. Two men holding us. The apartment full of sounds no staff would ever hear.

Julian’s rhythm broke.

“Where?” he asked.

Nathan looked at me.

This time, I answered.

“On my stomach.”

Julian pulled out. The sudden emptiness made me gasp. He stripped off the condom, stroked himself three times, and came across my belly.

Hot lines hit below my breasts and over my navel.

Nathan watched another man’s cum land on his wife.

His cock drove deeper into Isabelle.

I ran two fingers through Julian’s release and held them up.

Nathan’s eyes narrowed.

I put the fingers in my mouth.

Then I looked at Isabelle.

“Your turn.”

I pointed to the floor between Nathan’s feet.

“On your knees beside me.”

Isabelle obeyed without looking away.

“You are going to help me make my husband come.”

“Tell me how.”

“Watch my mouth. Copy what I do. And when he starts to shake, you keep your eyes on me.”

Nathan pulled out before he came.

Isabelle dropped to her knees.

I slid off Julian and joined her.

Nathan and Julian stood in front of us again, both breathing hard. Nathan removed the condom. His cock was dark and swollen.

Isabelle reached for him.

I caught her wrist.

“Together.”

She smiled.

We both took him.

My mouth around the head. Hers lower. Our tongues touched on his shaft.

Nathan swore.

His hands went into both our hair.

Julian watched while he cleaned himself with a towel. His eyes stayed on me, but this moment belonged to Nathan.

Isabelle and I worked my husband together.

I hated how good she was.

I copied one movement. She copied mine.

Nathan’s thighs tightened.

“Look at Julian,” he told me.

I did.

Julian stood naked beside the sofa, his long cock already hardening again. He watched me share my husband’s cock with another woman.

“Still think she was waiting for you?” Nathan asked.

Julian’s mouth tightened.

“She didn’t need my permission.”

The answer was better.

Nathan pushed deeper between our mouths.

His breath broke.

“Victoria.”

I knew the sound.

I pulled Isabelle’s hair and made her look at me.

“Open.”

We opened our mouths under him.

Nathan came across both our tongues.

The first pulse hit mine. The second landed on Isabelle’s. The rest spread between us.

Neither of us moved.

Nathan looked down at his wife and another woman sharing his cum.

“Clean each other,” he said.

Isabelle kissed me.

His cum mixed in our mouths.

I tasted salt, lipstick, and the jealousy I had carried all night. I held her jaw and kissed her until nothing remained to swallow.

When we separated, Nathan’s thumb wiped the corner of my mouth.

“Good girl.”

I looked up at him.

“Both of us?”

“Especially you.”

Julian came close and touched the cum drying on my stomach.

He looked at Nathan.

“You two are worse than I expected.”

Nathan picked up my white dress from the floor and handed it to me.

“You expected corners.”

Julian smiled.

“I expected a husband.”

“You found one.”

The men held each other’s eyes.

No threat. No friendship.

Recognition.

I put on Nathan’s shirt instead of the dress.

Isabelle found one of my silk robes and tied it around her waist. Julian poured water into four glasses.

For a minute, nobody spoke.

My legs shook when I stood.

Nathan noticed.

He always noticed.

He crossed the room, wrapped the shirt around me, and held me against his chest.

I smelled Isabelle on him.

He smelled Julian on me.

Neither of us pretended not to.

“Still mine?” he asked quietly.

I pressed my mouth to his throat.

“Completely.”

“And him?”

“Tonight.”

Nathan looked at Julian over my shoulder.

Julian lifted his glass.

“To unfinished business.”

“No,” Nathan said.

He touched my wedding ring.

“To finished business.”

I should have corrected him.

Nothing felt finished.


CHAPTER FOUR

THE MORNING TABLE

I woke before Nathan.

That was rare.

Gray morning light filled the bedroom. My white dress lay in a pile near the door. Isabelle’s silver dress hung over the chair. One of Julian’s cuff links rested on the carpet beside the bed.

The bed itself held four adults in an arrangement no hotel photographer would have understood.

Nathan slept on his back. I lay against his left side. Isabelle lay against his right, one bare leg across his thigh. Julian slept behind me with his hand at my waist.

I looked at Isabelle’s leg over my husband.

The jealousy returned before I was fully awake.

Not clean. Not exciting.

Mean.

I moved her leg.

She opened one eye.

“Good morning.”

“Your leg was on him.”

“I noticed.”

She did not move away.

I sat up.

My cunt ached. My thighs carried finger marks. Julian’s dried cum had been cleaned from my stomach, but the memory of it remained stronger than the soap.

Isabelle stretched.

Nathan woke under the movement.

His hand went automatically to my hip.

That small gesture helped.

Then his other hand rested on Isabelle’s thigh.

That did not.

I got out of bed.

“Coffee,” I said.

Nathan watched me walk away in his shirt.

“Victoria.”

“Coffee.”

The kitchen was cold and too bright.

I started the machine even though the apartment staff would arrive in two hours. I needed something ordinary. Beans grinding. Water heating. Cups on marble.

Julian entered first in trousers and no shirt.

“You still leave before conversations,” he said.

“I live here.”

“You found a larger room.”

I handed him a cup.

He took it and leaned against the counter.

“Regret me?”

“No.”

“Regret her?”

I looked toward the hallway.

“Yes.”

Julian did not smile.

That surprised me.

“You knew this part would be harder,” he said.

“Did you?”

“Isabelle has been with men I wanted.”

“Wanted how?”

“The way you want Nathan.”

I laughed once.

“No one wants anyone the way I want Nathan.”

“I believe you.”

That answer sounded too gentle for Julian.

I looked at him.

“What are you doing?”

“Having coffee.”

“You do not comfort people.”

“You are not people.”

Twelve years ago, that sentence might have ruined me.

Now it only showed how much had changed.

Nathan entered wearing black trousers. Isabelle followed in his T-shirt.

My T-shirt.

It reached the tops of her thighs.

I hated that more than the leg.

Nathan saw my face.

“Take it off,” I said.

Isabelle looked down.

“The shirt?”

“Yes.”

She removed it immediately.

No argument. No smile.

She stood naked in my kitchen.

Nathan looked at me, not her.

I breathed once.

Then I took the shirt and pulled it over my own head.

“Better,” I said.

Isabelle crossed her arms under her breasts.

“You really are jealous.”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Nathan opened the refrigerator.

“Do not provoke her before coffee.”

“You provoke her before coffee.”

“I have eleven years of experience.”

Julian sat at the table.

“I have twelve years of delay.”

Nathan looked at him.

“Not the same thing.”

“No,” Julian said. “It is not.”

The tension changed.

Last night, the men had used rivalry as fuel. Morning made it sharper.

I placed four cups on the table.

“Nobody performs now,” I said.

Isabelle sat across from me.

“What does that mean?”

“It means tell the truth without making it sexy.”

“That seems wasteful.”

“Try.”

Nathan sat beside me. Julian sat beside Isabelle.

The arrangement mattered.

Everything mattered that morning.

I looked at Nathan.

“What happened behind the bedroom door?”

Isabelle’s mouth curved.

I pointed at her.

“No performance.”

The smile disappeared.

Nathan answered.

“She kissed me.”

“I know.”

“She went down on me.”

“I know that too.”

“She wanted me to come. I stopped her.”

“What else?”

He did not look away.

“I touched her.”

“Where?”

“Her breasts. Her cunt.”

My stomach tightened.

“Did you put your fingers inside her?”

“Yes.”

I looked at Isabelle.

She held my eyes.

“Did you like it?” I asked him.

“Yes.”

The word hurt exactly as much in daylight.

I put my cup down because my hand was no longer steady.

Nathan touched my knee under the table.

I moved away.

“Do not fix it yet.”

His hand stopped.

I looked at Julian.

“He touched me under the dress. I opened his trousers. I put my hand on his cock.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“I saw the result.”

“I liked the length.”

Isabelle looked between us.

Julian stayed still.

Nathan breathed out.

“Did you wish you were alone with him?”

“No.”

“Not even for one second?”

I thought about the unlocked history between Julian and me. The classroom. The kiss. The years of wondering.

“No. I wanted you to hear me.”

Nathan’s face changed.

That was the truth he needed.

I turned the question back.

“Did you wish you were alone with Isabelle?”

“No.”

“Not even for one second?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because wanting her only made sense with you close enough to hate it.”

Isabelle made a quiet sound.

I looked at her.

“What?”

“That is either very romantic or very sick.”

“Both,” Julian said.

Nobody argued.

I asked Isabelle the question that had sat in my throat all night.

“Why Nathan?”

She looked at him, then back at me.

“I saw him at the Toronto dinner.”

“I know.”

“He did not scan the room for more important people. Everyone scanned for him.”

“That is business.”

“No. It was confidence.”

She wrapped both hands around her cup.

“Then I saw you enter. He changed. Not smaller. Softer only with you.”

My anger loosened a fraction.

“I wanted to know what kind of man could look at a woman like you without trying to own the air around her.”

Nathan touched my ring.

This time, I let him.

Isabelle continued.

“And I wanted to know whether you would let another woman see it.”

“Did you find out?”

“Yes.”

“Was it worth it?”

Her eyes moved to Nathan’s mouth.

“Yes.”

The jealousy came back.

She saw it.

“Do not ask questions if you only want kind answers,” she said.

I respected that.

I disliked her more for it.

Julian drank his coffee.

“Your turn,” Nathan said to him.

“My turn for what?”

“Why Victoria?”

Julian looked at me.

“Because she beat me when nobody else could.”

“That is not desire.”

“It was for us.”

He put his cup down.

“She was the only woman in business school who did not care who my father was. She corrected my model in front of a professor. I hated her for a week. Then I started sitting behind her because I wanted to watch her think.”

I remembered.

He had always arrived early.

“I kissed her after Boston because I wanted to know whether she fought with her mouth too.”

Nathan’s hand tightened on my knee.

“And?” he asked.

Julian smiled.

“She did.”

I put my hand over Nathan’s.

“Last night was not twelve years,” I said. “It was now.”

Julian nodded.

“I know.”

Isabelle looked at me.

“Will there be another night?”

The question sat in the center of the table.

Nathan waited for me.

I waited for him.

No one left behind.

No secrets.

The marriage stayed in the middle.

“Yes,” I said.

Nathan’s thumb moved over my ring.

“But next time,” I added, “nobody closes a bedroom door.”

Isabelle’s eyes brightened.

Julian leaned back.

“No corners,” he said.

“No doors,” Nathan answered.

I looked at the three of them.

The first exchange had not broken us.

That did not mean it had left us untouched.


CHAPTER FIVE

ONLY US

Julian and Isabelle left after breakfast.

The elevator doors closed on them at nine fifteen.

Nathan and I stood in the foyer wearing yesterday’s clothes.

Neither of us moved.

The apartment felt larger without the other two. Too quiet. Four coffee cups on the table. A silver heel under the sofa. My white panties still in Julian’s pocket.

I thought about asking for them back.

I did not want them back.

Nathan locked the elevator.

Then he looked at me.

“Come here.”

I went.

He put both hands on my face and kissed me.

No audience.

No other mouth still close enough to compare.

The kiss started slow and turned rough when I grabbed his shirt. I tasted coffee and the exhaustion we had not slept through.

Nathan pushed me against the foyer wall.

“You watched her suck me.”

“Yes.”

“You hated it.”

“Yes.”

“You told her to do it again.”

“Yes.”

His hand went under the shirt I wore.

My shirt.

He found my cunt wet.

“Still?”

“I woke up beside her leg on you.”

“That did it?”

“I wanted to throw her out.”

Nathan pushed two fingers inside me.

My head hit the wall.

“What stopped you?”

“I invited her.”

“That is not why.”

“No.”

“Tell me.”

His fingers moved.

I held his wrist.

“Because you looked happy.”

The answer came out smaller than I wanted.

Nathan stopped.

Not pulling away. Listening.

“That scared you?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

I hated the question.

I answered anyway.

“Because I thought I wanted equal until I saw what equal looked like.”

His thumb touched my clit.

“Do you still want it?”

“Yes.”

The word surprised both of us.

Nathan’s mouth came close to mine.

“Then learn to survive it.”

I bit his lower lip.

“Help me.”

He lifted me.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Nathan carried me into the dining room and put me on the same table where we had eaten with Julian and Isabelle.

Plates still waited for staff.

He swept them aside.

A cup fell onto the rug without breaking.

Nathan pulled off the shirt.

I opened his trousers.

His cock was already hard.

“Did you like her cunt?” I asked.

“Yes.”

Pain hit.

My cunt got wetter around his fingers.

“Was she tight?”

“Yes.”

“Did she feel better than me?”

Nathan opened my knees wider.

“Do you want comfort or the truth?”

“The truth.”

“Her cunt was tight. Your cunt knows exactly how to take my cock.”

“That still sounds like comfort.”

“Then listen carefully. She made me hard. You make me lose control.”

“Do not comfort me.”

“I am not.”

He pushed my knees apart.

“You are wetter. Louder. Meaner. You fight me even when you are begging.”

My chest tightened.

“That is not an answer.”

“It is mine.”

Nathan put his mouth on my cunt.

I grabbed the edge of the table.

His tongue worked the way Isabelle’s had, then changed. More pressure. Slower where she had been quick. He was showing me the difference without turning it into a speech.

I came once against his mouth.

He did not stop.

The second orgasm built while I looked at the empty chair where Isabelle had sat. I pictured her hand on Nathan. Her mouth. Her body around him.

Jealousy made my hips move harder.

Nathan lifted his head.

“Say her name.”

“Isabelle.”

He licked me again.

I cried out.

“Again.”

“Isabelle.”

“Say what she did.”

“She sucked you.”

His fingers entered me.

“She took your cock.”

“More.”

“You fucked her in front of me.”

Nathan curled his fingers.

I came.

The orgasm made my legs close around his head. He held them open and kept his mouth on me until I pushed him away.

I sat up breathing hard.

Nathan stood between my thighs.

I took his cock and stroked it.

“Now say his name,” he said.

“Julian.”

“What did he do?”

“He fucked me.”

“Longer than me?”

“Yes.”

Nathan’s face hardened.

I stroked him faster.

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you want me there?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because watching you suffer made me come.”

Nathan grabbed my throat and entered me.

He pushed until his whole cock was inside me and held still.

“Tell me whose cock is in your cunt now.”

“Yours.”

“Whose cum do you want inside you?”

“Yours.”

“Then take all of it while you tell me what you watched her do.”

No condom.

Only us.

His cock stretched my sore cunt with the familiar thickness my body knew. I cried out and pulled him closer.

“Say it again,” he ordered.

“Watching you suffer made me come.”

He fucked me harder.

The table legs scraped the floor.

“Dirty wife.”

“Your dirty wife.”

“Say what made you wet this morning.”

“Her leg over you.”

Nathan drove deep.

“Again.”

“Thinking about her cunt around your cock.”

“And now?”

“Now your cock is stretching mine.”

“Jealous husband.”

“Whose cunt?”

“Mine.”

Nathan slapped my thigh.

“Wrong answer.”

I smiled.

“My cunt. Your wife.”

That was better than ownership.

He understood.

Nathan drove into me until every question became a sound. I held his shoulders and watched the man I had chosen use the jealousy I gave him.

When I came, I said his name.

Only his.

Nathan came inside me and stayed there until the shaking stopped.

Afterward, he pulled me against his chest.

The apartment still carried traces of the other two.

But this was ours.

Not a claim.

Not repair.

A reminder.

The marriage stayed in the middle because we kept putting it there.


CHAPTER SIX

THE RULES WE KEPT

Nathan took me to the Hamptons the next afternoon.

Not because we needed distance.

Because our apartment still smelled like four people.

The house sat behind dunes with no neighboring windows facing the pool. Staff had been dismissed for the weekend. The refrigerator was full. The bedroom doors stayed open.

I wore Nathan’s shirt during the drive.

Only his shirt.

At the house, I walked barefoot through the kitchen and found a silver earring beside the coffee machine.

Isabelle’s.

She had removed it in our penthouse and somehow it had traveled in the pocket of Nathan’s jacket.

I held it up.

Nathan looked from the earring to my face.

“Do not.”

“Do not what?”

“Smile.”

“I am not smiling.”

“You are about to.”

He was.

I threw the earring at him.

Nathan caught it.

“Want me to return it?”

“Yes.”

“Now?”

I looked at his phone on the counter.

The thought of him messaging Isabelle made my stomach tighten.

“Yes.”

Nathan opened the shared message thread. All four names at the top.

Found this in my jacket.

He attached a photograph of the earring in his palm.

Isabelle answered first.

Keep it. I prefer the one your wife left in Julian’s pocket.

I looked at Nathan.

“My panties are not an earring.”

“No.”

“Julian told her.”

“Apparently.”

A photograph arrived.

My white lace panties lay across Julian’s black pillow.

The sight went straight into my cunt.

Nathan looked at the photograph longer than necessary.

“Do you want them back?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good.”

He typed.

She says you can keep them.

Julian replied.

I planned to.

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

I enjoyed that.

“Jealous?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

He put down the phone.

“Your turn.”

“For what?”

“Message Isabelle.”

I did not like the way my pulse jumped.

I typed in the group thread.

The earring stays with Nathan until you earn it back.

Three dots appeared.

Isabelle answered.

How?

Nathan came behind me and read over my shoulder.

His hand slid under the shirt.

I wrote with one thumb while his fingers found my wet cunt.

At the gala. On your knees.

Isabelle replied.

In front of you?

My breath caught when Nathan pushed two fingers inside.

Especially in front of me.

Julian sent one line.

I like this version of Victoria.

Nathan took the phone from my hand.

He typed.

You have not seen enough of her.

Then he locked the screen.

“Pool,” he said.

“I am not wearing anything.”

“I know.”

The afternoon was warm enough for the heated water to feel cool against my legs. I left the shirt on a chair and entered naked.

Nathan followed in black swim trunks.

The ocean sounded beyond the dunes.

No jets. No hotel staff. No private elevators.

Only us.

I floated on my back.

Nathan swam under me and came up between my legs.

I gasped when his shoulders lifted my hips from the water.

His mouth found my cunt.

I grabbed the edge of the pool.

Water moved around us.

Nathan licked me slowly, holding my thighs over his shoulders. The position left me open to the sky and the empty house.

“Say her name,” he said against me.

“Isabelle.”

“Louder.”

“Isabelle.”

The name carried over the water.

His tongue pressed my clit.

I closed my eyes.

Nathan stopped.

“Look.”

I looked down.

His face between my legs. Water on his hair. My husband making me come while another woman waited for my answer on a locked phone inside.

“Did you like her mouth?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“More than mine?”

“No.”

“Honest?”

“Yes.”

He pushed two fingers inside me under the water.

“Did you like Julian’s cock?”

Nathan kept two fingers inside me under the water.

“Do not give me one-word answers.”

“I liked feeling a different cock open my cunt while you watched.”

His thumb pressed my clit.

“And what did you like about Isabelle?”

“Her mouth on you. Her eyes on me. The way she knew I hated every second and wanted more.”

“More than mine?”

“Different.”

Nathan bit my thigh.

I cried out.

“That answer should be illegal.”

“It keeps being true.”

He lifted me higher and sucked my clit.

I came against his mouth, gripping the pool edge and saying his name.

Only his.

Nathan stood in the shallow end and pulled down his trunks.

His cock rose between us.

I slid off the edge and knelt on the submerged step.

Water reached my breasts.

I took him into my mouth.

The salt of his skin mixed with chlorine. His hand held the back of my head.

“Tell me the rule,” he said.

I pulled off.

“No secrets.”

“Next.”

“No one left behind.”

“Next.”

“The marriage stays in the middle.”

Nathan pushed his cock deeper into my mouth.

“Say what that means.”

I pulled off, breathing hard.

“It means they can touch us. Fuck us. Make us jealous. But they never get between us.”

“Good girl.”

Nathan pushed his cock back into my mouth.

I took him deep.

His hips moved slowly.

“Did we keep them?” he asked.

I nodded around him.

“Did you feel left behind?”

I released him.

“When she wore my shirt.”

“That is not what I asked.”

“No.”

“Did you?”

I thought about the locked bedroom door. The sound of Isabelle’s laugh. Nathan’s groan. The pain of not seeing.

“For five minutes.”

Nathan’s face changed.

He sat on the pool step beside me.

“That was my mistake.”

“Ours.”

“You said no doors next time.”

“Yes.”

“Then no doors.”

I touched his wet chest.

“Did you feel left behind?”

“When Julian kissed you before I entered the room.”

The admission surprised me.

“You heard?”

“I heard the table.”

I smiled.

“You knew?”

“I knew enough.”

Nathan looked toward the house where the phone waited.

“We do not split again.”

“Agreed.”

“Same room.”

“Yes.”

“Every time?”

I thought about the future. The thrill of not knowing. The fear that had made the fantasy sharp.

“Not every time.”

Nathan studied me.

“You want the risk.”

“Yes.”

“So do I.”

The truth relieved me.

We were not making permanent rules out of one difficult morning.

We were learning.

I straddled him on the submerged step.

His cock slid through my wet cunt before I lowered myself onto him.

I took him slowly.

Nathan gripped my hips.

The water hid where our bodies joined. I felt every thick inch anyway.

“Who goes home?” he asked.

“The marriage.”

“Who stays in the middle?”

“We do.”

I rode him while the ocean moved behind the dunes.

No audience.

No competition.

Still, Julian’s photograph and Isabelle’s message remained in my head. Nathan knew. His eyes told me.

He liked that they followed us.

I came with my arms around his neck.

Nathan came inside me and held me on his lap until the water calmed.

The phone chimed inside the house.

We heard it through the open doors.

Neither of us moved.

“Hungry?” Nathan asked.

“Yes.”

“For them?”

I kissed him.

“For what happens to us when they are close.”

That was the answer.

The other two were not the center.

They were pressure.

Nathan and I were what changed under it.


CHAPTER SEVEN

TWELVE YEARS LATE

Julian and I met three days later in a conference room forty floors above Park Avenue.

The meeting had nothing to do with sex.

That made it worse.

Julian was now CFO of Moreau Group, one of Sterling Industries’ oldest rivals. His company wanted to buy a logistics platform Sterling Industries had spent eighteen months preparing to acquire. Our lawyers sat on one side of the table. His sat on the other. Nathan did not attend. The deal was mine.

Julian wore a navy suit and the same expression he had worn at breakfast in my kitchen. Calm. Interested. Too aware of what I looked like naked.

I wore a gray skirt suit with a white blouse buttoned to my throat.

No one in the room knew he had fucked me in my living room.

No one knew I had come on his cock while my husband fucked another woman six feet away.

I liked that.

I hated that I liked it during negotiations.

“Your valuation assumes growth the platform has never delivered,” I said.

Julian turned one page in the deck.

“Your valuation assumes Sterling can create that growth without us.”

“We can.”

“In three years.”

“Two.”

His mouth moved slightly.

“You always cut a year when you are annoyed.”

My general counsel looked between us.

“You two have worked together before?” she asked.

“Studied together,” I said.

Julian kept looking at me.

“Victoria taught me patience.”

I did not react.

Under the table, my thighs pressed together.

The meeting lasted ninety minutes.

I made him reduce the offer, accept our governance terms, and surrender a board seat. He made me agree to a joint operating committee and a performance payment I had planned to reject.

We were both irritated.

That was when we did our best work.

When the lawyers left, Julian stayed.

The conference room door closed.

Glass walls surrounded us. My assistants worked twenty feet away. Anyone could see us.

That was the point.

“You enjoyed that,” he said.

“Beating you?”

“Making me ask.”

“You did not ask. Your lawyer did.”

“You looked at me every time she said please.”

I gathered my papers.

“I looked at the person slowing down my acquisition.”

Julian stood.

He did not come closer.

“Does Nathan know we met?”

“He saw my calendar.”

“Does he know you wore the white blouse?”

I stopped.

“What is wrong with the blouse?”

“You wore one like it in Boston.”

I looked down.

He was right.

I had not noticed.

That annoyed me more than if I had chosen it on purpose.

“You remember too much.”

“You remember the same amount. You are better at lying.”

I walked to the glass wall.

Below us, Manhattan moved through lunch. Cars, people, construction cranes. My company name sat on the lobby downstairs. My staff would obey anything I said in that room.

Julian was the only man there who had heard me call myself a whore.

“Last night was not about our past,” I said.

“No. It was about your marriage.”

“Good.”

“But the past helped.”

I turned.

He stood near the table, hands in his pockets.

No touching.

No flirting anyone else could report.

Still, my body remembered his hands.

“What did Isabelle say about Nathan?” I asked.

Julian’s eyes sharpened.

“There it is.”

“Answer.”

“She said he was controlled.”

“That is not an answer.”

“She said he stopped her before he came even though she had him close.”

I pictured her mouth on him behind our bedroom door.

My cunt tightened.

Julian saw the change in my breathing.

“She liked that he was thinking about you,” he said.

“She should.”

“She wants him again.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

I crossed the room until we stood a foot apart.

“Do not mistake jealousy for fear.”

“I never do.”

“Good.”

“Are you afraid of me?”

“No.”

“That was too fast.”

I looked at his mouth.

“No,” I said again.

He lowered his voice.

“Then why did you keep Nathan in the room every second?”

“Because I wanted him there.”

“Not because you worried what would happen alone?”

“Nothing would happen alone.”

Julian smiled.

“That sounds like a rule.”

“It is.”

“No secrets.”

He had listened at breakfast.

“Yes.”

“No one left behind.”

“Yes.”

“The marriage in the middle.”

“Always.”

He nodded once.

“I respect it.”

I believed him.

That was more dangerous than arrogance.

My phone vibrated on the table.

A message from Nathan.

Still hungry?

I opened it.

A photograph loaded.

Nathan stood in the private gym at our penthouse, shirtless, sweat on his chest. Isabelle was visible in the mirror behind him.

Fully dressed.

Silver trousers. Black blouse. One hand holding her phone.

She had come to our home while I was at work.

My stomach dropped.

A second message arrived.

She brought the gala invitations. I told security and put it on the shared calendar.

He had followed the rule.

The jealousy still hit.

Julian read my face.

“What?”

I showed him the photograph.

He looked at Isabelle, then Nathan.

“Good picture.”

“Why is she in my gym?”

“Ask her.”

“I am asking you.”

“She wanted him to wear the black tuxedo Saturday.”

“She could have sent a message.”

“She likes looking.”

I picked up my bag.

Julian caught my wrist.

The touch was brief. Firm.

“Do not go home angry because she did what you invited her to do.”

I pulled free.

“She entered my apartment.”

“With Nathan’s knowledge.”

“My apartment.”

“Your marriage,” he said. “Not your kingdom.”

I almost slapped him again.

Instead, I smiled.

“That sentence cost you the operating committee chair.”

His face changed.

“Victoria.”

I opened the conference room door.

“You should have kept business and pleasure separate.”

“You started this meeting in the Boston blouse.”

I walked away before he saw me smile.

At home, Isabelle sat at the kitchen island drinking sparkling water.

Nathan was showering.

She looked perfectly comfortable in my home.

That was unacceptable.

I placed my bag on the counter.

“You could have sent the invitations.”

“I could have.”

“You wanted me to find you here.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“To see whether last night made you hide.”

I looked at the black envelope beside her.

Embossed gold letters. The Beaumont Foundation Winter Gala. Saturday. The Plaza. Four names written inside.

Victoria Sterling.
Nathan Sterling.
Julian Moreau.
Isabelle Laurent.

“You are testing me,” I said.

“I am giving you a chance to test yourself.”

“I do not need help.”

“No. You need an audience.”

Nathan entered in a towel.

Water ran down his chest.

Isabelle looked.

I watched her look.

Then I walked to him, opened the towel, and took his cock in my hand.

He was half hard.

He became fully hard in three strokes.

Isabelle stopped drinking.

Nathan looked at me.

“Bad meeting?”

“Excellent meeting.”

I dropped to my knees.

Nathan’s hand went into my hair.

I put his cock in my mouth while Isabelle watched from my kitchen island.

No warning. No speech.

I sucked him because she had come into my home and looked at him.

I sucked him because Julian had told me my marriage was not a kingdom.

I sucked him until Nathan’s breathing changed.

Then I pulled back.

“Saturday,” I said to Isabelle. “Wear something that comes off easily.”

Her eyes stayed on my mouth.

“I planned to.”

Nathan pulled me up.

“Jealous little bitch.”

I kissed him with his cock still wet from my mouth.

“Your jealous bitch.”

Isabelle watched us.

This time, she looked less comfortable.

Good.


CHAPTER EIGHT

THE FITTING

Isabelle fitted the gala dress herself.

Her studio occupied the top floor of a converted warehouse in Tribeca. White walls. Steel racks. Women moving quietly with pins between their lips. The label on the door used only her surname.

LAURENT.

Nathan knew where I was.

The appointment was on our shared calendar.

No secrets.

Isabelle dismissed the staff at six.

I stood on a low platform wearing the emerald dress in pieces. The back remained open. Pins held the sides. I wore black panties and no bra.

Isabelle knelt behind me with a measuring tape.

“You lost half an inch at the waist,” she said.

“I did not.”

“You are tense.”

“You put your mouth on my husband.”

“That was a week ago.”

“My body does not use calendars.”

She smiled at my reflection.

“Good.”

I looked at her through the mirror.

She wore black trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled. No makeup beyond dark lipstick. Less model. More woman who built a business from people staring at her body.

“You enjoyed my jealousy,” I said.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because powerful women lie about it.”

“I did not.”

“You tried.”

Isabelle moved the tape around my hips. Her knuckles brushed the front of my panties.

My cunt tightened.

She noticed.

“Still angry?”

“Yes.”

“Still wet?”

“Yes.”

Her hand stayed there.

Not moving.

Waiting for me to decide.

I looked at the empty studio.

Then at the phone on the table.

Nathan knew the fitting would end at seven.

He did not know Isabelle’s fingers rested one inch from my clit.

No secrets did not mean live reporting.

It meant I would tell him.

I put my hand over Isabelle’s and moved it lower.

Her fingers pressed through the panties.

“Do you want my husband?” I asked.

“Yes.”

Simple.

No apology.

“More than Julian?”

“Different.”

I laughed once.

“That answer follows us everywhere.”

“Because it is often true.”

She rubbed my clit through the lace.

I gripped the edge of the mirror.

“Do you want me?”

Isabelle stood behind me.

Her mouth touched my shoulder.

“Yes.”

“Since when?”

“Toronto.”

“You saw Nathan first.”

“I saw both of you.”

Her fingers pushed the panties aside.

Cold air touched my wet cunt.

She slid one finger through me.

“Open your legs,” Isabelle said.

“You do not give me orders in my own dress.”

“Then stop spreading for me.”

I looked at myself in the mirror and opened wider.

Isabelle smiled against my shoulder.

“That is what I thought.”

I watched in the mirror.

Isabelle behind me. Her hand between my thighs. The emerald dress pinned around my body. My face trying to remain controlled.

It did not last.

She put two fingers inside me.

“Tell me what Nathan would say if he saw this.”

“He would tell you to curl your fingers.”

She did.

My knees weakened.

“Like that?”

“Harder.”

“Ask properly.”

I gripped the mirror.

“Fuck me with your fingers, you arrogant bitch.”

“Better.”

I moaned.

“Look at yourself,” Isabelle said.

“I am.”

“No. Look at what you become when I touch you.”

I forced my eyes back to the mirror.

“Careful.”

Her fingers curled. “You keep saying that while opening for me.”

“You like hearing me lose control.”

“I like knowing Nathan will hear every word later.”

“Does Nathan do it like this?” she asked.

“No.”

“Better?”

“Different.”

She laughed against my neck.

I reached behind and pulled her closer.

“Do not get comfortable.”

“Your favorite sentence.”

Her fingers moved slowly.

Not enough to make me come.

Enough to make me angry.

I turned on the platform.

The pinned dress opened at one side.

I grabbed Isabelle’s shirt and kissed her.

Her mouth tasted of coffee.

No Nathan this time.

No Julian.

Only the woman who had ridden my husband and looked at me while he came.

I bit her lip.

She kissed me back harder and pulled me against her.

For several seconds, I forgot the phone on the table and the time Nathan expected me home.

Her tongue stayed in my mouth while her fingers moved inside me. I let my hips follow her hand once, then again.

“You are going to come for me,” she whispered against my lips.

“No.”

“Your cunt disagrees.”

“Nathan finishes what you started.”

“Then give me one more sound to send home with you.”

She drove her fingers deeper and rubbed my clit with her thumb.

I moaned into her mouth before I could stop it.

Then she pushed her fingers deeper.

I broke the kiss with a gasp.

“Stop.”

She stopped immediately.

Her fingers remained inside me.

“Why?”

“Because I am going home.”

“To tell him?”

“Yes.”

“To let him finish?”

I looked at her.

“That interests you?”

“Everything about you two interests me.”

I pulled her hand from my cunt.

Her fingers shone.

I took them into my mouth and sucked them clean.

My own taste.

Her touch.

Nathan waiting at home.

Isabelle watched.

“Saturday,” she said.

“What about it?”

“I designed the dress so Nathan can open it with one hand.”

I stepped down from the platform.

“Julian?”

“He will need both.”

I smiled despite myself.

“Competitive bitch.”

“Yes.”

I left wearing my own clothes and carrying the emerald dress in a black box.

Nathan waited in the kitchen.

One look at my face and he knew.

“What happened?”

I put the box on the island.

“Isabelle put her fingers in my cunt.”

His eyes changed.

“Did you come?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“I wanted you to finish it.”

Nathan locked the elevator.

Then he came toward me.


CHAPTER NINE

THE LEDGER

Nathan did not touch me until I finished telling him.

That was worse than anger.

I stood in the kitchen with my coat still on and described the fitting. Isabelle’s hand. The mirror. The kiss. The moment I stopped her.

Nathan listened with both palms on the marble island.

His face gave me nothing.

When I finished, he asked one question.

“Did you want to come for her?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I told you.”

“Tell me again.”

“I wanted you.”

Nathan came around the island.

He removed my coat.

Then my blouse.

Then my trousers.

Slowly.

He left me in black panties and heels.

“You put her fingers in your cunt.”

“Yes.”

“You kissed her.”

“Yes.”

“You sucked yourself from her hand.”

“Yes.”

His cock pressed hard through his trousers.

I looked down.

“That turns you on.”

“Do not sound pleased.”

“I am pleased.”

Nathan took my jaw.

“You left something out.”

“What?”

“What she said about Saturday.”

I smiled.

“The dress opens with one hand.”

“Anything else?”

“She said Julian will need both.”

Nathan’s mouth tightened.

“There she is.”

“Jealous?”

“Very.”

“Good.”

He turned me toward the island and bent me over it.

My cheek touched cold marble.

Nathan pulled my panties down.

The air in the kitchen felt colder than the studio.

He put two fingers inside me.

I pushed back.

“Like this?” he asked.

“No.”

He changed the angle.

“Like this?”

“No.”

His fingers moved slower.

“Show me.”

I reached between my legs and adjusted his hand.

“That.”

Nathan curled his fingers exactly where Isabelle had.

My knees weakened.

“Better?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Than her?”

“Yes.”

“Liar.”

I looked back at him.

“I stopped her.”

“That was not the question.”

Nathan rubbed my clit with his thumb.

I gripped the edge of the island.

“No,” I admitted. “Not better.”

His fingers stopped.

My cunt clenched around them.

“Honest wife.”

“Jealous husband.”

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

I sucked them.

Then he opened his trousers.

“Tell me everything again.”

Nathan held my hips against the marble.

“Not a summary. Tell me exactly what she did while I fuck it back out of you.”

He pushed his cock into me from behind.

He filled me in one steady drive until my hips struck the island.

“How many fingers?”

“Two.”

“Where?”

“Inside my cunt.”

“Did you open your legs for her?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like watching her hand disappear under your dress?”

“Yes, fuck, yes.”

The first thrust made my hips hit the island.

I told him.

Not elegantly.

Not in order.

Isabelle knelt behind me.
She moved the tape.
She touched my panties.
I made her touch me.
She put two fingers inside.
I kissed her.
I almost came.

Nathan fucked me harder after each sentence.

The kitchen filled with the wet sound of my cunt taking him. My heels scraped the floor. His hand held the back of my neck.

“Did she call you a good girl?” he asked.

“No.”

“Then she did not finish the job.”

Nathan pulled almost all the way out and slammed back into me.

“Good girl.”

My cunt clenched around him.

“Again,” I begged.

“Good little wife. Came home wet from another woman and bent over for her husband.”

“Did you want her to?”

“Yes.”

Nathan slapped my ass.

“Good girl.”

I came close immediately.

He felt it.

“Not yet.”

“You do not control it.”

“I know your body.”

He slowed.

The orgasm backed away.

I cursed him.

Nathan laughed once.

“Say Julian’s name.”

“No.”

“Say Isabelle’s.”

“Isabelle.”

His cock drove deeper.

“Who do you want Saturday?”

“All of you.”

“Not good enough.”

“You. Always you.”

Nathan moved faster.

I came.

My cunt squeezed him while I shouted into the marble. The orgasm ran through my thighs and left them weak. Nathan held my hips and kept fucking me.

He was close.

“Say her name,” I told him.

“No.”

“Coward.”

He pulled me upright against his chest.

One hand covered my breast.

The other went between my legs.

“Say it,” I whispered.

Nathan bit my shoulder.

“Isabelle.”

He came inside me.

The name hurt.

The cum felt good.

Both truths entered me at once.

My second orgasm followed his, smaller and rougher. I leaned back against him until we stopped moving.

Nathan kissed the mark on my shoulder.

“Do you regret the studio?”

“No.”

“Do you regret telling me?”

“No.”

“Do you want her again?”

“Yes.”

He turned me around.

“Good.”

I looked at him.

“You enjoy this too much.”

“I enjoy you telling me the truth even when it makes me want to break something.”

“That sounds expensive.”

“I work in private equity.”

I laughed.

Nathan pulled up my panties with his cum still inside me.

“Leave it.”

“For how long?”

“Until dinner.”

The simple order made my cunt tighten again.

He saw.

“Still hungry?”

“Starving.”

Saturday was three days away.


CHAPTER TEN

THE PLAZA

The Beaumont Foundation gala filled the Plaza ballroom with people who had never waited in line for anything.

Old money, new money, politicians, founders, actors, and three men who had paid to keep their divorces out of the newspapers. Crystal chandeliers hung above white flowers and black tables. Security stood at every entrance. Phones were allowed because the event was public.

The real party would not be.

I knew that before we arrived.

Isabelle had sent the details in a message that disappeared after I read it.

Midnight. Suite 1902. No assistants. No cameras.

Nathan wore the black tuxedo she had chosen.

I almost made him change.

Then I saw him in it.

The jacket fit his shoulders perfectly. White shirt. Black bow tie. His wedding ring the only jewelry. He looked like a man who could buy the hotel and fire everyone before dessert.

I wore emerald silk.

The dress covered my throat and left my back bare to the waist. No bra. Diamonds at my ears. My hair pinned high.

Nathan came behind me at the mirror.

“You chose green for Julian.”

“I chose green because it makes my skin look good.”

“He told you that in Boston.”

I met his eyes in the mirror.

“You remember too much.”

“So do you.”

His hand slid over my bare back.

“Still jealous?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

I turned.

“Do not say good unless you plan to suffer too.”

Nathan smiled.

“I married you.”

The ballroom went quiet for half a second when we entered.

Not because we were the richest couple in the room. We were not.

Because Victoria and Nathan Sterling always arrived together.

That reputation mattered to people who thought money could replace trust.

Julian stood near the stage with Isabelle.

He wore black. She wore silver again, but this dress was different. Low back. High slit. The fabric moved around her legs when she walked.

Nathan looked.

I saw it.

Julian saw me see it.

He offered me champagne.

“To the operating committee chair.”

“I gave it to my chief strategy officer.”

“You are cruel.”

“You were careless.”

Isabelle kissed my cheek.

Then she kissed Nathan’s.

Her lips stayed near his ear one second too long.

I took a slow drink.

Public rooms had rules. No grabbing. No orders. No mouths on skin below the neck.

That made every touch worse.

Dinner took two hours.

Isabelle sat beside Nathan. Julian sat beside me.

We discussed philanthropy, infrastructure, French elections, and a hotel project in Marrakech. Beneath the table, Julian’s hand rested on my thigh.

He did not move it higher.

He did not need to.

Across from us, Isabelle placed her foot between Nathan’s shoes.

He looked at me over the candle.

I slid Julian’s hand under the slit of my dress.

Nathan’s eyes changed.

Isabelle noticed.

“Your wife is winning,” she whispered to him.

“She thinks everything is a game.”

“It is,” I said.

Julian’s fingers reached the edge of my panties.

Nathan put his hand under the table.

Isabelle’s breath stopped.

I could not see where he touched her.

That made it worse.

A man from the foundation asked me about a port investment.

I answered while Julian rubbed one finger over the wet lace between my thighs.

Nathan listened while his hand remained hidden under Isabelle’s dress.

We were surrounded by two hundred people.

No one knew.

That secrecy had been part of the fantasy from the beginning. The elevator was private. The floor had no staff. Nobody used a real name in the room. That was what money bought us: no witnesses.

At eleven forty, Isabelle stood.

“Powder room.”

Nathan waited thirty seconds and followed.

I looked at Julian.

“You planned that.”

“No.”

“You knew.”

“Yes.”

“Difference?”

“I did not stop her.”

I pushed his hand away and stood.

Julian caught my wrist under the table.

“Do you want to follow?”

“Yes.”

“Then do it.”

“I will not chase my husband through a hotel.”

“You will if it makes you wet.”

I looked down at him.

His smile was quiet.

I left him at the table.

The hallway outside the ballroom was crowded. I passed the main restrooms and followed the signs toward a private reception corridor. Nathan’s shoulder disappeared around a corner.

I walked faster.

The corridor ended near a service staircase.

Isabelle stood against the wall with Nathan in front of her. His hand was under her dress. Her fingers were inside his jacket.

They were not kissing.

They were looking at each other.

That was worse.

Nathan saw me first.

He did not remove his hand.

Isabelle turned.

“Lost?” she asked.

I walked to them.

“Move.”

She moved away from the wall.

I took her place between Nathan and the plaster.

His hand came out from under her dress. Two fingers were wet.

I caught his wrist and put them in my mouth.

Isabelle watched me suck her from my husband’s hand.

Nathan’s cock pressed hard through his trousers.

I released his fingers.

“Midnight,” I said.

Isabelle’s eyes were dark.

“It is eleven forty-eight.”

“Then suffer.”

I took Nathan’s hand and returned to the ballroom.

He laughed once behind me.

“You enjoy this too much.”

“Not enough.”

Julian was gone from the table.

A message waited on my phone.

Suite 1902. Do not be late.

I showed Nathan.

“Arrogant,” he said.

“You like him less now?”

“I like what he does to you.”

“That was not the question.”

“No.”

The answer pleased me more than it should have.

At eleven fifty-nine, the four of us entered the private elevator.

Isabelle stood beside Nathan.

Julian stood beside me.

Nobody touched.

The mirrored walls showed all four faces.

The elevator climbed.

Nathan looked at Julian in the reflection.

“No doors tonight.”

Julian adjusted one cuff.

“No corners.”

Isabelle looked at me.

“No hiding.”

The elevator opened directly into Suite 1902.

The lights were low.

Champagne waited in ice.

Condoms sat in a black box on the table.

Beyond the windows, Manhattan looked close enough to touch.

I stepped inside first.

That was still my nature.

The difference was what I planned to do once the door closed.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE SILVER DRESS

The suite belonged to a member of the Beaumont family.

I learned that later.

That night, I only knew someone had removed every photograph, every hotel card, and every object that might identify the owner. The rooms held expensive furniture, clean sheets, and no evidence that anyone lived there.

Isabelle locked the door.

Nathan removed his jacket.

Julian poured champagne.

I stood near the windows in the emerald dress and watched them move through the room like this was normal.

It was not normal.

That was why I wanted it.

“What now?” Isabelle asked.

Nathan looked at me.

He did not hand me control. He reminded me I still had it.

“Now she takes off the silver dress,” I said.

Isabelle put down her glass.

“For you?”

“For all of us.”

She came to the center of the room.

No music. No stage. Only the sound of traffic far below and four people breathing too carefully.

Isabelle pulled one strap from her shoulder.

Then the other.

The silver fabric slid over her breasts and down her hips. She wore black stockings attached to a narrow belt and nothing else.

Nathan stared at her cunt.

I watched his face.

Julian watched mine.

“Your turn,” Isabelle said.

I opened the zipper at my throat.

Nathan came behind me.

“Let me.”

His fingers lowered the zipper down my spine. The emerald silk loosened. He pushed it from my shoulders, kissed the back of my neck, and let the dress fall.

I wore black lace.

Julian’s eyes moved over me.

Nathan put one hand around my throat and held me against his chest.

“Who does she look at?” he asked.

Julian answered.

“Me.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened slightly.

I smiled.

“Both of you.”

Isabelle came close.

She touched the lace over my breast.

I caught her wrist.

“Do not tease.”

“Then tell me what you want.”

I pulled her hand down my body.

“To see whether your mouth is as good on a woman.”

Her eyes widened.

Julian set down his glass.

Nathan’s cock hardened against my ass.

Isabelle knelt.

The black stockings made the movement look formal. Almost polite.

Then she pushed my panties aside and put her mouth on my cunt.

Nathan held me against his chest so I could not move away.

“Tell her what she is eating.”

I looked down at Isabelle between my thighs.

“My husband’s wife.”

Isabelle licked slowly and looked up at him.

“Your wife tastes jealous.”

Nathan’s hand tightened around my throat.

“Make her admit she likes your mouth.”

Nothing about it was polite.

Her tongue was quick and soft. Different from Nathan. Different from any man. She licked me while I stood in front of two men who wanted us both.

I grabbed Nathan’s arm behind me.

“Good?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Better than her mouth on me?”

I looked back at him.

“Do you want an honest answer?”

His jaw tightened.

“Yes.”

“Ask after.”

Isabelle lifted her mouth just enough to speak.

“Answer him now.”

I gripped Nathan’s arm. “You want me to hurt you?”

“I want the truth.”

“She is good.”

“How good?”

I looked down at Isabelle. “Good enough to make you jealous.”

Nathan’s hand tightened at my throat. “Then keep going.”

Isabelle laughed against my cunt.

The vibration made my knees weaken.

Julian came closer and kissed me.

His mouth covered mine while Isabelle’s tongue worked below. Nathan stayed behind me, one hand at my throat and the other on my breast.

Three people touched me.

I did not touch anyone.

For a woman who controlled everything, that was the filthiest part.

“Hands down,” Nathan said when I reached for Isabelle’s hair.

I obeyed.

Julian broke the kiss.

“Look at her.”

I looked down.

Isabelle stared up between my thighs. Her lipstick was gone. My wetness shone on her mouth.

“Say it,” Nathan said.

I knew the word.

I also knew it mattered less when repeated too often.

So I chose the truth instead.

“I want all of you to use me.”

Julian touched my jaw.

“Say it without sounding like a CEO.”

I looked at Nathan first.

“I want her mouth on my cunt. I want Julian’s cock inside me. And I want my husband watching every filthy second.”

Nathan kissed my ear.

“That sounds like my wife.”

Nathan’s breath hit my neck.

Julian’s cock pressed against my hip through his trousers.

Isabelle pushed two fingers into my cunt and sucked my clit.

I cried out.

“Good girl,” Nathan said.

That was enough.

I came standing between them.

My thighs closed around Isabelle’s face. She held them open and kept licking while my body shook. Nathan supported my weight. Julian watched my mouth lose every controlled word.

When I could breathe, Isabelle rose.

She kissed me.

I tasted myself on her.

“You asked about my mouth,” she said.

I wiped her chin with my thumb.

“Good.”

“Only good?”

I kissed her again, harder.

“Very good.”

Nathan removed his shirt.

Isabelle turned immediately.

I caught her hair.

“Wait.”

She looked at me.

I stepped behind Nathan and opened his trousers.

His cock came out hard.

I wrapped my hand around it while facing Isabelle.

“This is what you wanted.”

“Yes.”

“You already had your mouth on it.”

“Yes.”

“Now you get to watch me.”

I dropped to my knees.

Nathan looked down at me.

The suite had no staff, no cameras, no witnesses. Still, the risk of the gala below stayed in my body. Two hundred people expected Victoria Sterling to return for the final speech.

Instead, I knelt on a private carpet and swallowed my husband’s cock while Isabelle watched.

I used everything I had learned from jealousy.

Slow tongue under the head. Deep when his hand tightened. A pause just before he wanted more.

Nathan’s breathing became rough.

Isabelle rubbed her thighs together.

Julian opened his shirt.

I pulled off Nathan’s cock.

“Your turn,” I told Isabelle.

I caught her chin before she reached Nathan.

“You do not just suck him. You look at me while you do it.”

“Because you want to see me take your husband?”

“Because I want you to remember whose hand is guiding your head.”

She knelt beside me.

We shared him again.

Isabelle pulled back. “Tell me how he likes it.”

“Slower under the head.”

Nathan exhaled. “She knows.”

“Of course I know.”

Isabelle licked him the way I had told her. “Then teach me.”

“Take him deeper.”

She did.

Nathan’s fingers tightened in our hair. “Both of you. Eyes up.”

We looked.

This time, I did not compete.

I watched her mouth. Corrected her with my hand. Made her take him deeper. Nathan held both our hair and looked at Julian.

“Take off the trousers,” he said.

Julian did.

His cock stood long and hard.

Nathan looked at me.

“Go.”

I crawled across the carpet.

The movement made Isabelle smile around my husband.

I stopped between Julian’s legs.

“You enjoy orders now?” he asked.

“Only good ones.”

I took him in my mouth.

Now the room held two women kneeling again, but the arrangement had changed. Isabelle on Nathan. Me on Julian. Nathan watched me while I sucked another man. I watched Isabelle suck him.

No corners.

No doors.

No one left behind.

Julian put his hand on my head.

“Still comparing?”

“Always.”

“Who is better?”

I stroked Nathan with my eyes while Isabelle’s mouth moved.

“Ask me when you earn the answer.”

Julian pushed deeper.

I took him.

Nathan’s mouth tightened.

He pulled Isabelle off and brought her to her feet.

Then he bent her over the glass table.

The sound of her palms hitting it made me stop.

Nathan rolled on a condom.

He entered her while I watched from my knees.

Nathan held Isabelle’s hips and pushed his whole cock into her cunt.

She cried out and looked at me.

“Tell me how much of him you have,” I said.

“All of him.”

“Louder.”

“Your husband’s whole cock is inside me.”

Nathan met my eyes.

“Is that clear enough for you?”

“Not yet. Make her say it while you move.”

Isabelle’s cry filled the suite.

Julian’s cock remained in my mouth.

My cunt tightened so hard it hurt.

Nathan looked directly at me as he fucked her.

“Say what you see,” he told me.

I pulled Julian from my mouth. “My husband fucking a woman who wants him.”

Isabelle looked over her shoulder. “Your husband getting harder because you are watching.”

Nathan slapped her ass. “Ask for what you want.”

“Harder.”

I looked at Nathan. “Make her loud.”

Nathan obeyed. Slow at first.

Then harder.

I sucked Julian with anger.

He groaned.

“That is it,” he said. “Use me.”

I did.

I used his cock to survive watching my husband fuck another woman.

I needed something in my mouth because Isabelle had Nathan inside her.

Julian understood.

He held my head and let me take him deep.

Across the room, Nathan slapped Isabelle’s ass.

She screamed his name.

I bit Julian’s cock lightly.

He swore.

Nathan saw.

Everything became sharper.

The gala continued eighteen floors below.

Nobody missed us yet.

But they would.


CHAPTER TWELVE

TEN MINUTES

At twelve twenty-three, someone knocked.

All four of us froze.

Nathan was still inside Isabelle.

Julian’s cock was in my mouth.

The knock came again.

A man’s voice from the hall.

“Mr. Beaumont?”

Isabelle lifted her head from the glass table.

Nathan pulled out quickly and caught the condom before it slipped.

Julian stepped back. I stood so fast my knees almost failed.

The suite looked like sex.

Clothes on the floor. Open champagne. Condoms on the table. My lipstick on Julian’s cock. Isabelle bent over with her stockings twisted around one thigh.

The voice came again.

“Security, sir.”

Nathan looked at me.

I was the one who lived in rooms where panic cost money.

“Bathroom,” I whispered to Isabelle.

She grabbed her dress and ran.

“Julian, bedroom.”

He picked up his trousers.

Nathan wiped himself, pulled on his trousers without underwear, and threw me his shirt.

I buttoned it over the lace.

The knock came a third time.

I opened the door four inches.

A hotel security manager stood outside with an earpiece and a tablet. Mid-fifties. Gray suit. Calm face.

“Mrs. Sterling.”

He recognized me.

Of course he did.

“Is there a problem?”

“We received a sound complaint from the adjacent suite.”

I looked at the wall.

The Beaumonts had not booked the adjacent suite.

That was careless.

“I apologize.”

He glanced past me.

Nathan moved into view, shirtless.

The manager’s expression did not change.

“We also need to confirm Mr. Beaumont is present. The suite is registered under his name.”

“He stepped out.”

“At midnight?”

“He has a foundation event downstairs.”

The manager knew the event.

He knew I had been at it.

His eyes moved to Nathan’s open belt.

Then back to me.

“I can wait.”

“No.”

The word came too quickly.

I softened my voice.

“Mr. Beaumont gave us the suite for a private conversation. I will ask him to call you.”

The manager looked at his tablet.

“Ten minutes.”

“Of course.”

He stepped away.

I closed the door.

The lock clicked.

Nobody spoke for two seconds.

Then Isabelle started laughing from the bathroom.

Not a quiet laugh.

She opened the door wearing only the silver dress held against her body.

“Private conversation?”

“Shut up.”

Julian came from the bedroom fastening his trousers.

Nathan looked at the clock.

“Nine minutes.”

My heart was still beating too fast.

The risk should have ended the night.

Instead, my cunt got wetter.

Nathan saw.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“Victoria.”

“Nine minutes.”

Julian looked at Isabelle.

“She is serious.”

“She always is,” Nathan said.

I walked to the owner’s bedroom.

Not the guest room.

The largest one.

A dresser stood against the wall beneath a painting. Solid walnut. Heavy enough not to move easily.

I put my hands on it and looked back at Nathan.

“Eight minutes.”

Nathan came close enough that his chest touched my back.

“You want Julian and Isabelle to watch me fuck you with security coming back?”

“I want them to hear me trying not to scream.”

Isabelle laughed softly from the doorway.

“She will fail.”

I met her eyes in the mirror.

“Touch your cunt and watch me try.”

His face changed.

Isabelle leaned in the doorway.

Julian stood behind her.

Nathan crossed the room.

He lifted the shirt over my hips.

The lace panties were soaked.

“Security is coming back,” he said.

“I know.”

“Anyone could open that door.”

“I know.”

“You are insane.”

“Your insane wife.”

He pulled the panties down.

Cold air hit my bare cunt.

Nathan opened a condom and rolled it on with fast hands.

“Your husband is going to make her scream,” Julian said behind us.

“Not if she wants the guard to believe her,” Isabelle answered.

I met their eyes in the mirror. “Touch her.”

Julian’s hand disappeared under the silver dress.

Nathan tightened his grip on my waist. “Keep your eyes on me.”

“Then make me forget the clock.”

Nathan pushed into me.

Hard.

My mouth opened, but he covered it with his hand before I could cry out.

“Quiet.”

I nodded against his palm.

He fucked me against the dresser knowing the security manager would return in ten minutes.

That was the part I remembered later.

Not the expensive room. Not the painting. Not the gala.

The clock.

Each thrust moved the numbers closer.

Seven minutes.

Nathan’s hips hit my ass. The dresser creaked but did not strike the wall. My breasts pressed against the cold wood. His hand stayed over my mouth.

Julian and Isabelle watched from the doorway.

I looked at them in the mirror above the dresser.

Julian’s hand was under Isabelle’s dress.

Her eyes stayed on Nathan’s cock moving into me.

“Harder,” I said against his palm.

Isabelle whispered from the doorway, “She cannot stay quiet.”

Nathan looked at me in the mirror. “She can.”

I bit his palm. “Try me.”

He heard.

He always heard.

Six minutes.

Nathan drove deeper.

I bit his hand to stop the sound.

My cunt was already sensitive from Isabelle’s tongue and the sight of Nathan fucking her. Now my husband used that wetness to take me fast.

“Who gets you after?” he whispered.

“You.”

“After him?”

“You.”

“After her?”

“You.”

“Say it.”

“You get me after everyone.”

Nathan drove deep and held me there.

“Who is inside you right now?”

“My husband.”

“Who makes you come before the guard comes back?”

“My husband.”

Julian’s voice came from the doorway.

“Five minutes, Victoria.”

“Then he better fuck me faster.”

His hand moved from my mouth to my throat.

“Good girl.”

Five minutes.

The words pushed me close.

I looked at Julian in the mirror.

He watched Nathan fuck me with a face that showed no humor now. Only hunger and something harder.

I looked at Isabelle.

Her fingers moved between her own thighs.

I looked at Nathan.

He was the only one touching me.

That mattered.

Four minutes.

My orgasm started low and tight.

I tried to hold it.

Nathan knew.

“Do not hold it.”

“The guard.”

“Come quietly.”

I almost laughed.

Then he rubbed my clit.

The orgasm hit.

I pressed my mouth to my forearm and shook against the dresser while Nathan kept moving. The mirror showed my face losing control. It showed Julian watching. Isabelle touching herself. Nathan behind me, jaw tight, eyes on mine in the reflection.

Three minutes.

Nathan came into the condom with a low sound against my neck.

He stayed inside me for one breath.

Then he pulled out, tied the condom, and fixed my panties.

Isabelle handed me the green dress.

Julian collected the glasses.

Nathan buttoned his shirt.

We moved quickly.

Not gracefully.

Two minutes.

I checked the room.

Clothes recovered. Condoms removed. Champagne closed. Bed untouched.

The suite still smelled like sex.

Nothing could fix that.

One minute.

The phone rang.

Nathan answered.

“Yes?”

He listened.

Then smiled.

“Thank you, Mr. Beaumont.”

He handed me the phone.

A man’s voice spoke.

“Mrs. Sterling. I understand security interrupted your conversation.”

Older. Cultured. Amused.

“Yes.”

“My apologies. I have confirmed you are my guests.”

“Thank you.”

“The adjacent suite is empty now.”

I looked at Nathan.

“Why?”

“I moved them.”

Money solving noise.

Witnesses removed.

The man continued.

“You have the room until morning.”

I heard a woman laugh softly beside him.

“Perhaps we will meet at the next event.”

The call ended.

Ten seconds later, the security manager knocked once.

“Everything is confirmed, Mrs. Sterling. Good evening.”

His steps faded.

Isabelle looked at me.

“Who was that?”

“I do not know.”

Julian did.

His face had changed.

“The Beaumonts,” he said.

“Who are they?” Nathan asked.

Julian looked at the closed door.

“People who do not complain about sound.”

He picked up the black box of condoms and put it back on the table.

“People who invite it.”

The security manager was gone. We stood half-dressed and breathing hard, looking at the locked door.

Nobody knew whether to laugh, leave, or start again.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

EQUAL DAMAGE

The call from Mr. Beaumont changed the room.

Before it, we were four adults using a borrowed suite and hoping hotel security stayed stupid.

After it, someone else knew.

Someone with enough power to empty the next room and make a complaint disappear.

I should have wanted to leave.

Instead, I wanted to know who had listened.

Julian removed his shirt again.

“The Beaumonts host private events,” he said.

“What kind?” Nathan asked.

“The kind you do not ask about in a hotel hallway.”

Isabelle poured fresh champagne.

“They have been married thirty-two years.”

“That does not answer him,” I said.

“They share,” she answered.

The word was too small for the look she gave me.

Nathan looked at Julian.

“You are members?”

“Guests.”

“Of what?”

Julian smiled.

“Later.”

I hated later.

I also understood why he used it.

The four of us were still hard, wet, angry, and unfinished. Information could wait. Our bodies could not.

I looked at Isabelle.

She had not come since Nathan entered her at the glass table. Security had interrupted them before either finished.

Julian had not come at all.

Only Nathan and I had.

That imbalance sat in the room.

“No one leaves unfinished,” I said.

Nathan’s mouth moved.

“Your rule?”

“Ours.”

Isabelle set down her glass.

“What do you want?”

The answer came before I could make it polite.

“I want to watch you ride my husband.”

Her eyes widened.

Nathan looked at me.

I kept going.

“And I want Julian behind me while I watch.”

Julian’s cock hardened visibly.

Isabelle came close.

“You will not interrupt?”

“I might.”

“Because you hate it?”

“Because I will want him back.”

Nathan touched my waist.

“You have me.”

“I know.”

“Then watch.”

He sat on the edge of the bed.

Isabelle walked between his knees.

She did not look at him first.

She looked at me.

That made it worse.

She straddled Nathan. He had already rolled on a new condom, and the dark head waited beneath her cunt.

“Slow?” Isabelle asked me.

“No.”

Nathan’s hands tightened on her hips. “You heard her.”

Isabelle sank the rest of the way.

“Tell me when it hurts,” I said.

She looked at me. “You first.”

Julian laughed against my neck. “Neither of you will.”

I watched his thick shaft disappear into her, inch by inch.

Isabelle’s mouth opened.

Nathan gripped her hips.

My stomach knotted.

Julian stood behind me and pulled the green dress down from my shoulders again. His mouth touched my neck.

I barely felt him.

I watched Isabelle take my husband.

“She is tight,” Nathan said.

“Tell me what she feels like.”

“Hot. Tight. Jealous.”

Isabelle smiled. “That last one is your wife.”

I looked at her. “Keep talking and I will make you watch me take Julian harder.”

Nathan’s eyes darkened. “Do it.”

Julian smiled against my neck. “Gladly.”

He knew exactly what the words would do.

I turned my head.

“You enjoy hurting me.”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Julian opened my bra and let it fall.

Nathan watched my breasts appear over Isabelle’s shoulder.

I slipped out of the dress and bent over the padded bench at the foot of the bed.

Julian rolled on a condom.

His hands opened my ass.

Nathan’s eyes dropped between my legs.

Julian pushed into my cunt from behind.

The first stroke forced a sound out of me.

Isabelle started riding Nathan.

We faced each other across the bed.

Two women moving on two men.

No one hidden from anyone.

No one protected from the jealousy.

Nathan held Isabelle by the waist and helped her rise and fall. Her breasts moved inches from his face. She leaned down and kissed him.

I saw her tongue enter my husband’s mouth.

Nathan looked at me over her shoulder. “Do you want her mouth off me?”

“No.”

Isabelle kissed him again.

“I want to hear what you sound like when she kisses you.”

Nathan’s breath broke. “Then listen.”

Julian fucked me harder.

My hands gripped the bench.

“Look at her,” he said.

“I am.”

“Tell her what you see.”

Isabelle broke the kiss and looked at me.

I gave her the truth.

“My husband’s cock inside you.”

Isabelle’s eyes stayed on mine. “And Julian?”

“Deep.”

Nathan gripped her harder. “Say the difference.”

“Julian is longer.”

“And me?”

“Thicker.”

Julian drove into me. “She clenches every time she compares us.”

Nathan’s mouth curved. “Then keep comparing.”

I pushed back onto Julian. “I want both of you angry.”

Her hips slowed.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Does that make you wet?”

Julian pulled almost all the way out and drove back in.

My cunt made the answer for me.

Isabelle smiled.

Nathan slapped her ass.

“Do not get comfortable.”

She looked at him.

“Your wife told me to ride you.”

“My wife likes giving orders she cannot survive.”

I pushed back onto Julian.

“I am surviving.”

Nathan looked at the way Julian entered me.

“Barely.”

Julian’s hand came down on my ass.

The slap echoed.

I moaned.

Nathan’s face hardened.

There it was.

Equal damage.

I watched Isabelle take him.

He watched Julian mark me.

Neither of us liked it.

Both of us wanted more.

Isabelle leaned back, bracing her hands on Nathan’s thighs. The angle opened her body to me. I could see where he entered her. Wet skin around the condom. Her clit swollen above his cock.

I reached across the space and touched her.

She gasped.

My fingers rubbed her clit while she rode my husband.

Nathan looked down at my hand on another woman.

Julian drove into me from behind.

Four bodies connected in one line.

Isabelle’s nails dug into Nathan’s thighs.

“Harder,” she said to me.

“Say whose cock is making you shake.”

“Your husband’s.”

Nathan drove up into her.

“And whose fingers?”

“Yours.”

“Look at me when you say it.”

“I am.”

I rubbed faster.

Nathan thrust up into her.

Julian matched him behind me.

The room filled again.

Wet sounds. Bed springs. Isabelle’s cries. My breath breaking against the bench. Nathan swearing when she clenched. Julian’s palm on my ass.

I looked at Nathan.

“Make her come.”

Nathan looked at Isabelle. “Say whose hand is on you.”

“Victoria’s.”

“Whose cock?”

“Yours.”

I pressed harder. “Now come for both of us.”

He moved one hand between their bodies and covered mine.

Our fingers touched on Isabelle’s clit.

Together, we worked her while he fucked her.

Isabelle’s face changed.

She looked at me, not Nathan.

“You wanted to know whether my mouth was good,” she said.

“Do not talk.”

“You want to know what your husband feels.”

I pressed harder.

Her words broke into a cry.

She came around Nathan’s cock while my fingers were still on her.

Her cunt pulsed. I could see it.

Nathan held her down and kept thrusting.

The sight pushed me close.

Julian knew.

His hand went into my hair.

“Who are you coming for?”

“Tell them what is making you close,” Julian said.

I looked at Nathan. “Watching my husband fuck her while you fuck me.”

Nathan’s eyes locked on mine. “Louder.”

“Watching you fuck her while Julian fucks me.”

I looked at my husband.

“For him.”

Nathan looked at me over Isabelle’s shoulder.

“Then do it.”

Julian hit deep.

I came.

My arms failed. My cheek pressed against the bench. Julian held my hips and fucked me through it while I watched Nathan inside Isabelle.

I came angry, staring at my husband inside another woman.

That was new.

It moved through my cunt in hard pulses that hurt and pleased me at the same time.

Julian’s rhythm broke.

Nathan’s did too.

The men were close.

I lifted my head.

“Stop.”

Both of them stopped.

Isabelle looked at me, breathing hard.

Julian’s cock remained deep inside me.

Nathan remained inside her.

“What?” Nathan asked.

“Because I want to choose how both of you finish.”

Julian’s hand stayed on my hip. “Still giving orders.”

“Not now.”

Nathan watched me. “Then what are you?”

“Your dirty wife.”

His jaw tightened. “Good. Choose.”

I stood slowly, forcing Julian to pull out.

Then I climbed onto the bed behind Isabelle.

I wrapped one hand around her throat and pulled her back against me.

Nathan’s cock stayed inside her.

I kissed her while my husband held her hips.

She tasted of champagne and sweat.

I looked at Nathan over her shoulder.

“Come in her,” I said.

His jaw tightened.

“Victoria.”

“I want to feel you taking my husband’s whole cock.”

Nathan looked at me over Isabelle’s shoulder.

“Then keep your eyes on me, you little slut.”

“I am looking.”

He pulled halfway out of her.

I watched the thick length appear, shining under the condom, before he pushed it all the way back into her cunt.

Isabelle’s head fell against my shoulder.

“Fuck,” she moaned.

I held her tighter.

“Tell me what is inside you.”

“Your husband’s cock.”

“How much?”

Nathan drove deep again.

Her eyes rolled.

“All of it.”

“Good little bitch. Take every inch and look at his wife.”

Isabelle’s breath caught. “She is holding me.”

I pressed my palm lower. “Hold still. I want to feel him move under my hand.”

Nathan looked at me. “Eyes on me.”

“Always.”

I spread my hand low across Isabelle’s stomach, just above the place where Nathan’s cock disappeared inside her.

Nathan held her hips and drove his thick cock up into her until her body came down against him.

Isabelle’s eyes rolled. Her mouth opened, and the muscles under my palm tightened around the cock buried inside her.

I could feel the head of his cock pushing deep beneath my hand each time he moved. Then his body locked and the first hard spasm pressed against my palm through her stomach.

The jealousy twisted my stomach and soaked my cunt.

I kissed her harder.

Nathan came inside the condom buried in her cunt, every pulse visible in his face and alive under my hand.

Isabelle spasmed against me.

“He is coming,” she gasped.

“I know. I can feel his cock pulsing inside you.”

Nathan’s fingers dug into her hips.

I watched my husband come in another woman while he stared straight at me.

It was filthy. It hurt. It was beautiful.

“Give that little bitch everything,” I whispered.

Nathan groaned my name and gave her the last hard pulses.

When he finished, I released Isabelle.

She slid off him and lay back on the bed.

I looked at Julian.

“Your turn.”

I looked at Julian’s hard cock and then back at Nathan.

“You stay close. I want you hearing every word.”

Nathan touched my thigh.

“I am not going anywhere.”

He removed the condom, knelt beside me, and stroked himself.

“Where?”

“Do you want him watching?” Julian asked.

“Yes.”

Nathan moved closer. “Then keep your eyes open.”

I lay back and opened my legs.

“On my cunt.”

Nathan’s eyes came to me.

That was the line we had not crossed in London.

I wanted him to watch.

Julian moved between my thighs. His fist worked faster. His cock pointed down at the wet cunt Nathan knew better than anyone.

Nathan stood beside the bed.

He did not look away.

Julian came.

Hot cum struck my clit and spread over my lips. The second pulse landed lower. The third ran toward my ass.

I watched Nathan watch another man cover my cunt.

His cock moved even though he had just finished.

I dragged two fingers through Julian’s cum.

“Come here,” I told my husband.

Nathan stepped between my legs.

I put the wet fingers in his mouth.

He sucked them clean.

“Did you plan that?” he asked.

“I needed you inside it with me.”

His eyes darkened. “I hate how much I like that.”

“Say it again.”

“I hate how much I like it.”

Nathan was not being humiliated.

Julian had not touched or marked my husband.

Nathan tasted it because I put my fingers in his mouth and he chose not to pull away.

He held my wrist and looked down at me.

“Dirty wife.”

“Your dirty wife.”

Isabelle touched my thigh.

Julian lay beside her.

For a minute, nobody moved.

Then Nathan took a warm towel from the bathroom and cleaned my cunt himself.

Isabelle watched his hands. “Does it always end with him cleaning you?”

“Only when I shake.”

Nathan looked up. “She is still shaking.”

“I am fine.”

“You are lying.”

Isabelle’s mouth softened. “You two fight even now.”

Nathan wiped carefully between my legs. “Especially now.”

Nobody spoke while Nathan cleaned me.

The towel was warm. His jaw was tight. His hand was gentle even though he was still jealous.

Julian watched.

Isabelle watched.

I watched Nathan wipe Julian’s cum from my cunt while Julian and Isabelle sat beside us. Nobody could pretend the night had been simple.

Nathan did not own me.

I chose him while he was angry, while I was shaking, and while another man’s smell still clung to my skin.

I chose him again.

And I knew I would keep choosing him after every door we opened.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

WHAT JEALOUSY TASTES LIKE

Julian and Isabelle left at two thirty in the morning.

The Beaumont suite had a private elevator, but Nathan and I took the stairs down one floor before calling our car. Neither of us wanted to stand in another mirrored box with the night still on our skin.

The ride home was silent.

Not elegant.

Not meaningful.

A bad silence.

The driver knew better than to look at us.

I watched Manhattan move outside the window. Nathan sat beside me with one hand on his knee. He did not touch me.

That was when fear arrived.

Sex had hidden it. Jealousy had fed it. Now the night was over, and my husband would not put his hand on my leg.

At home, I removed my heels in the elevator.

Nathan opened his bow tie.

The doors closed.

“Say something,” I said.

“I am thinking.”

“That is not something.”

He looked at me.

“What do you want me to say?”

“That you do not hate me.”

“I do not hate you.”

“That you do not regret it.”

His jaw tightened.

“I regret parts.”

The answer hurt more because it was honest.

“Which parts?”

“Watching you ask him to come on your cunt.”

I looked at the floor.

“You told me not to lie.”

“I am not asking you to apologize.”

“It sounds like you are.”

“It sounds like I am jealous.”

The elevator climbed.

I pressed the stop button between floors.

The small car halted.

Nathan looked at the panel.

“What are you doing?”

“Not taking this into our bedroom.”

“You think stopping the elevator fixes it?”

“No. I think you look at me when there is nowhere to walk away.”

He did.

I folded my arms.

“Watching Isabelle ride you made me feel sick.”

“Then why did you touch her?”

“Because I wanted to be inside the thing that hurt.”

Nathan’s face changed.

That was the sentence neither of us had found before.

I continued.

“When you came in her, I wanted to pull you out. I also wanted to feel your body do it. Both were true.”

“I know.”

“No, you saw. That is different.”

Nathan leaned against the wall.

“When Julian came on you, I wanted to break his jaw.”

My breath stopped.

“Did you?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because you looked at me first.”

The elevator hummed around us.

The air-conditioning was loud.

I moved closer.

“You hated it.”

“Yes.”

“Did it make you hard?”

“Yes.”

“Do you hate that?”

“More.”

I touched his shirt.

“Good.”

Nathan caught my wrist.

“Do not turn everything into sex.”

“I am not.”

“You are.”

“Because sex is easier than hearing you regret parts.”

He released me.

The truth sat there.

I hated being the woman who needed reassurance. I hated it because I needed it badly.

“Do you regret me?” I asked.

Nathan’s face softened.

“No.”

“Do you regret us?”

“No.”

“Then touch me.”

He put his hands on my waist.

The relief almost made me cry.

I pressed my forehead to his chest.

He smelled like hotel soap, sweat, and Isabelle’s perfume.

I smelled like Julian.

There was no clean version of us that night.

Nathan held me anyway.

“I did not like her shirt on you,” I said.

“What shirt?”

“Morning after the first night. She wore yours.”

“It was yours.”

“That was worse.”

He laughed once.

I hit his chest.

“I am serious.”

“I know.”

“She looked comfortable in my kitchen.”

“She was naked thirty seconds later because you told her to take it off.”

“That helped.”

Nathan kissed my hair.

“What part did you like least?” he asked.

“Your face when she rode you.”

“What did my face do?”

“You wanted her.”

“Yes.”

I pulled back.

“Do not say it so easily.”

“You asked.”

“I know.”

Nathan touched my cheek.

“What part did you like most?”

The answer embarrassed me.

“Your face when Julian entered me.”

He understood.

“You wanted me to suffer.”

“I wanted you to feel all of it.”

“I did.”

“Would you do it again?”

He did not answer immediately.

The pause hurt.

Then he said, “Yes.”

My knees weakened.

“Why?”

“Because I have never felt closer to you while wanting to strangle someone.”

I laughed despite myself.

“That sounds unhealthy.”

“It is.”

“Good.”

This time, the word was mine.

Nathan pressed the button.

The elevator resumed.

In our bedroom, we did not have sex.

That mattered.

We showered together.

He washed Julian’s touch from my body. I washed Isabelle’s perfume from his neck. Neither of us rushed. Neither of us pretended soap changed what happened.

Afterward, Nathan brought water to bed.

I wore his T-shirt.

Mine.

He sat beside me and touched the bruises on my hip.

“Julian?”

“Yes.”

“Too hard?”

“No.”

Nathan’s thumb moved over the mark.

“I hate that.”

“You made one on Isabelle.”

“I know.”

“Do you hate that too?”

“No.”

“Hypocrite.”

“Yes.”

I put my hand over his.

“Did she feel good?”

He looked at me.

“Do you need the answer tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Different.”

I laughed softly.

“That answer again.”

“It was true when you said it.”

“And now?”

“Still true.”

I looked at his hand on my bruise.

“Julian is longer.”

“I know.”

“You are thicker.”

“I know.”

“He reaches deeper.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“You feel like home.”

He looked at me for a long time.

“That was almost too polished.”

“It was true.”

“Say it worse.”

I thought.

“He can make my cunt stretch. You make the rest of me stop fighting.”

Nathan kissed me.

Slow. No audience. No jealousy used as a weapon.

When we separated, he turned off the lamp.

In the dark, I found his hand.

“Still my husband?” I asked.

“More than before.”

“Still jealous?”

“More than before.”

“Good.”

“Go to sleep, Victoria.”

I did.

For three hours.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE RIVAL DEAL

The joint operating committee met on Monday.

Julian arrived ten minutes early.

I arrived twelve.

The delay was intentional.

He sat at the conference table with six executives, two lawyers, and my chief strategy officer. No one looked at his mouth and remembered it between my thighs. No one looked at me and knew his cum had dried on my cunt in a borrowed hotel suite.

That secrecy could become addictive.

I understood the risk.

I used it anyway.

The meeting concerned a two-billion-dollar acquisition. We had real work to do. Hundreds of employees would be affected. Investors would read every number.

Julian tried to take control of the integration timeline.

I stopped him in the first five minutes.

“You do not have the operational staff.”

“We have the capital.”

“Capital does not run ports.”

“It buys people who do.”

“Not mine.”

His eyes held mine.

The room felt the tension.

They did not know why it was sharper than usual.

My chief strategy officer cleared her throat.

“We can split the workstreams.”

“No,” Julian and I said together.

That almost made me smile.

We argued for forty minutes.

He lost the timeline.

I gave him the technology integration because he was right about it.

That was how power worked between competent people. Not surrender. Not victory every time. Knowing which fight mattered.

When the meeting ended, Julian waited while everyone left.

I closed the door.

“Do not touch me at work,” I said.

“I have not.”

“Do not mention Saturday.”

“I have not.”

“Do not use what happened to read me in a negotiation.”

He leaned back in the chair.

“You used the Boston blouse.”

“That was before.”

“Before what?”

“Before I knew you would bring my private life into a committee meeting.”

His face hardened.

“I challenged your timeline.”

“You knew I was distracted.”

“By me?”

“By Nathan.”

That answer landed.

Julian looked away first.

Good.

“I am not trying to enter your marriage,” he said.

“I know.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

“Then why are you angry?”

“Because I liked you in my bed and hated you in my conference room.”

“We were not in a bed.”

“You understand the sentence.”

Julian stood.

“I want the deal.”

“So do I.”

“I want you.”

“I know.”

“I respect the rule.”

“No secrets.”

“No one left behind.”

“The marriage in the middle,” I said.

He nodded.

“Then stop punishing me for wanting what you offered.”

I hated when he was right.

It happened too often that month.

My phone rang.

Nathan.

I answered on speaker.

“How bad?” he asked.

“Julian lost.”

Julian leaned toward the phone.

“I lost one workstream.”

“You sound defensive,” Nathan said.

“You sound entertained.”

“I am.”

I looked between the phone and Julian.

The men had begun speaking directly since the gala. Not as friends. Not as rivals only.

As two people responsible for the same dangerous woman.

That thought pleased me.

“Dinner tonight?” Nathan asked.

“At home?” I said.

“Just us.”

Julian picked up his folder.

“I know when I am dismissed.”

Nathan heard.

“Do you?”

Julian smiled.

“I am learning.”

He left.

That evening, Nathan cooked.

He was not good at it.

Money had protected him from basic skills for years. He could restructure a failing energy company but could not time pasta.

I ate it anyway.

We sat at the kitchen island where Isabelle had watched me suck him.

The memory remained in the room.

Nathan poured wine.

“Julian called me,” he said.

“When?”

“This afternoon.”

“Why?”

“He wants to invite us somewhere.”

My fork stopped.

“Where?”

“He would not say on the phone.”

“That is irritating.”

“Yes.”

“Did you agree?”

“I told him to speak to both of us.”

Good.

“What kind of place?”

“He called it the Circle.”

The name meant nothing.

My body reacted anyway.

“What did Isabelle say?”

“I did not speak to her.”

“Do you want to?”

Nathan looked at me.

“Not tonight.”

Relief moved through me.

I disliked how much I needed it.

He touched my knee.

“You are allowed to enjoy being chosen.”

“I know.”

“You act like it makes you weak.”

“It makes me dependent.”

“You are my wife. Dependency comes with the paperwork.”

I laughed.

“That is terrible.”

“You married private equity.”

“I married the man before the spreadsheets ate him.”

Nathan lifted his glass.

“Still there.”

We drank.

Then his expression changed.

“Julian said the Beaumonts asked about us.”

The man on the phone.

The woman laughing beside him.

The empty suite.

“What did he tell them?”

“That we did not panic.”

“We did.”

“Not publicly.”

“Important distinction.”

Nathan’s thumb moved over my ring.

“They want to meet.”

“Why?”

“He said we interested them.”

I pictured the voice on the phone. Older. Calm. A person who could move hotel guests with one call.

“Do they collect couples?”

“Maybe.”

“Do you want to go?”

Nathan did not soften the answer.

“Yes.”

My cunt tightened.

He saw.

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

I did not hide behind caution.

I did not give him a boardroom answer.

The truth.

I wanted to see the room rich people paid to hide.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE BLACK CARD

Julian brought the card to our penthouse on Wednesday.

Alone.

I noticed.

Nathan noticed me noticing.

Julian wore no tie. He carried a black envelope without a name.

We sat in the library because the dining room still felt occupied by four bodies.

Julian placed the envelope on the table.

“The Circle meets twice a month,” he said.

“Meets?” I asked.

“Not the word I would use,” Nathan said.

Julian smiled.

“It begins as a dinner.”

“Where?”

“The location changes.”

“Who attends?”

“People with too much to lose.”

“That describes half Manhattan.”

“Not these people.”

I opened the envelope.

A black card rested inside. Thick. No logo. A date, a time, and an address embossed in silver.

Saturday. Eleven p.m.
East Sixty-Third Street.
Masks required.

Nothing else.

“No phones?” I asked.

“Left at the entrance.”

“Names?”

“First names only inside.”

“Security?”

“Better than yours.”

I looked at Nathan.

He did not like that claim.

Julian continued.

“The Beaumonts host this month. They asked Isabelle and me to bring you.”

“Why us?”

“They heard enough through the wall.”

My face warmed.

“From an empty suite?”

Julian’s smile deepened.

“The suite was not empty when the complaint started.”

Nathan leaned forward.

“Who was there?”

“The Beaumonts.”

I pictured them on the other side. Listening to Nathan fuck Isabelle. Listening to me with Julian. Hearing the dresser creak and security knock.

“They complained?” I asked.

“To see what you would do.”

“That is manipulative.”

“Yes.”

“I dislike them already.”

“You will fit in.”

Nathan took the card.

“What happens after dinner?”

Julian looked at me.

“Whatever the room decides.”

“Not good enough,” Nathan said.

“There are public rooms and private rooms. Some people watch. Some trade partners. Some go only to be seen. Nobody explains themselves.”

“Nobody leaves with photographs,” I said.

“Nobody enters with a camera.”

“What does it cost?”

Julian laughed.

“That is your first question about money?”

“Everything costs.”

“Membership is not purchased.”

“Then what is the price?”

“Trust.”

I did not like that answer.

It sounded polished.

I said so.

Julian shrugged.

“Fine. The real price is that everyone in the room knows your secret.”

That was better.

Nathan turned the card over.

Blank.

“How long have you gone?” he asked.

“Two years.”

“With Isabelle?”

“Usually.”

“Usually?”

Julian looked at me.

“No secrets in your marriage. Not mine.”

“Answer him,” I said.

“With others before her.”

Nathan’s mouth tightened.

Not jealousy.

Assessment.

“Do the Beaumonts participate?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“With guests?”

“Yes.”

“Will they expect us?”

“They expect nothing.”

I did not believe that.

People with power always expected something.

I put the card back on the table.

“We will discuss it.”

Julian stood.

“Saturday.”

“We can read.”

He walked toward the elevator.

I followed.

At the door, he looked at me.

“You wanted luxury without witnesses.”

“I wanted freedom.”

“They are often the same thing.”

“No. Freedom is choosing who sees.”

Julian nodded.

“That is why you were invited.”

He left.

Nathan and I returned to the library.

The black card stayed between us.

“Do you trust him?” Nathan asked.

“With business?”

“With us.”

I thought about Julian stopping when told. Listening to the rules. Leaving when the night ended. Never contacting me privately after sex except through meetings Nathan could see.

“Yes.”

“Isabelle?”

“Less.”

“Because she wants me?”

“Because she enjoys that I hate it.”

Nathan’s mouth curved.

“You enjoy it too.”

“I am allowed.”

“So is she.”

I picked up the card.

“Do you want her at the club?”

“Yes.”

The answer hurt less than before.

Progress.

“Do you want Julian?”

“Yes.”

“That answer should hurt you.”

“It does.”

“Good.”

Nathan took the card from me and placed it on the desk.

Then he lifted me onto the desk beside it.

My skirt rose.

“What are you doing?”

“Checking whether the invitation changed anything.”

He opened my blouse.

“Changed what?”

“Who you choose when the room is empty.”

His mouth closed over one nipple.

My hand went into his hair.

“Jealous?”

“Very.”

“Good.”

Nathan pulled my panties down and put his mouth on my cunt.

No speeches.

No rules.

My husband between my thighs while the black card waited beside my hand.

I came once from his tongue.

Then again when he pushed two fingers inside me and told me to say Julian’s name.

I refused.

Nathan kept going.

I lasted thirty seconds.

“Julian,” I gasped.

His fingers moved harder.

“Who are you coming for?”

“You.”

“Say it.”

“You, Nathan.”

The orgasm hit.

I gripped the edge of the desk and came in his mouth.

When I could breathe, Nathan stood and opened his trousers.

I took his cock in my hand.

“Isabelle,” I said.

His jaw tightened.

“What about her?”

“Say her name when you come.”

“You will hate it.”

“Yes.”

I lay back on the desk.

Nathan rolled on a condom and entered me.

The black card touched my fingertips.

He fucked me with the slow control that always made me beg for speed. I wrapped my legs around him.

“Say it,” I whispered.

“No.”

“You made me.”

“I am not you.”

“Coward.”

Nathan drove deeper.

I laughed.

He put one hand around my throat.

“Dirty wife.”

“Jealous husband.”

He moved faster.

My body was already sensitive. I came before him, biting his shoulder.

Nathan kept going.

His breathing broke.

“Say it.”

He looked at me.

“Isabelle.”

His cock pulsed inside the condom.

Pain and pleasure hit together.

I came again.

Afterward, he stayed over me with his forehead against mine.

“Still want the club?” he asked.

I touched the black card.

“More.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE SECOND MAN

The title belonged to Julian.

I understood that on Friday night, one day before the Circle.

He invited Nathan and me to dinner at his apartment.

Isabelle was in Paris for a fitting. For the first time since the second door opened, the three of us were alone.

Julian lived downtown in a building made of glass and concrete. No family photographs. No art chosen by committee. The apartment looked expensive because every object had room around it.

He cooked better than Nathan.

Nathan hated him for that.

We ate steak at a small table overlooking the river. The conversation stayed on business for twenty minutes. Then Julian put down his glass.

“I owe you the truth about Boston.”

I looked at him.

Nathan sat beside me with one hand resting on my shoulder.

“What truth?” I asked.

“My fiancée did call.”

“I remember.”

“I did not answer because I loved her.”

“I never thought you did.”

“I answered because my father had threatened to cut me off if I embarrassed the family before the wedding.”

Nathan’s face remained still.

I felt twenty-six again for one ugly second.

“Why tell me now?”

“Because you think I chose her.”

“You did.”

“I chose money.”

For one second, I smelled the dry-erase marker from the Boston classroom and the burnt coffee Julian used to bring me.

I remembered the click of his belt opening in the empty lecture hall, and how quickly he closed it when his phone rang.

“That is worse.”

“Yes.”

No defense.

That surprised me.

Julian looked at Nathan.

“I wanted Victoria before she met you.”

Nathan’s hand rested on my thigh.

“I know.”

“I thought about her after.”

“I know that too.”

“I am not asking you to like it.”

“Good.”

The men held each other’s eyes.

I interrupted before the room became a contest.

“What do you want, Julian?”

He looked at me.

“One honest night where you stop pretending the past means nothing.”

Nathan’s hand tightened.

I covered it with mine.

“The past means something,” I said. “It does not mean everything.”

Julian nodded.

“That is enough.”

He stood and walked to the windows.

The river reflected city light behind him.

He had wanted me.

He had chosen money.

He regretted it.

Now he stood in front of my husband and admitted all three.

I respected that.

Nathan asked the question I would not.

“If I were not here?”

Julian looked at me.

“She would leave.”

The answer came too fast to be performance.

I knew he was right.

Nathan did too.

“Why?” he asked.

Julian’s mouth moved.

“Because she did not bring me here to steal what she has.”

I stood.

“No.”

Both men looked at me.

“I brought you here because I wanted the thing we never finished.”

Julian’s face tightened.

I continued.

“I wanted your cock. I wanted to know whether twelve years made the fantasy better. I wanted Nathan to watch you give me what I almost took before him.”

Nathan’s hand left my thigh.

The absence hurt.

“But I did not want you alone,” I said. “That is the truth.”

Julian looked at Nathan.

“The husband stays.”

“The husband participates,” Nathan said.

“Yes.”

The room settled.

No fight.

No romantic lie.

Julian came to me.

He touched my face.

Nathan watched.

“You still think wanting me depends on him?” Julian asked.

I slapped his hand away.

“You need me to choose you.”

Then I kissed him before he could answer.

I wanted the moment to belong to me.

Julian’s mouth opened over mine.

Nathan stood behind me and put his hand around my waist.

Three people. No Isabelle to balance the room.

That changed everything.

I broke the kiss.

“This is not tonight,” I said.

Julian’s breathing was rough.

“What is?”

“Truth.”

“That is disappointing.”

“Live with it.”

Nathan pulled me back against him.

Julian looked at us together.

For the first time, I saw the envy clearly.

Not of Nathan’s money.

Not of his access to my body.

Of being chosen after the door closed.

Julian poured bourbon.

We drank near the windows.

No sex.

That restraint made the night hotter than it should have been.

At eleven, Nathan and I prepared to leave.

Julian handed me a small black box.

Inside was a gold mask.

Simple. No feathers. No jewels. Shaped to fit around my eyes.

“For tomorrow,” he said.

“Nathan?”

Julian handed him a silver mask.

Nathan examined it.

“You chose the colors.”

“Isabelle did.”

Of course she had.

At the elevator, Julian touched my wrist.

“Victoria.”

I turned.

“You are still the second man,” I said.

His face changed.

“Is that what I am?”

“Yes.”

“Second in time?”

I looked at Nathan beside me.

“Second in everything that matters.”

Julian took the answer without pretending it did not hurt.

“Good night.”

The elevator doors closed.

Nathan waited until we reached the lobby.

“That was cruel.”

“He wanted truth.”

“You enjoyed saying it.”

“Yes.”

“Did you mean it?”

“Yes.”

Nathan touched the gold mask in my hand.

“Then why are you wet?”

I looked down.

The silk skirt hid the answer.

Nathan knew anyway.

“Because the second man is still a man I want.”

He opened the car door for me.

“Tomorrow, you may get more than one.”

I slid into the back seat.

The gold mask rested in my lap.

My cunt tightened.

The third door waited twenty-four hours away.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

THE THIRD DOOR

The address led to a townhouse with no number on the door.

East Sixty-Third Street. Limestone facade. Black windows. One brass light above three steps.

Nothing marked it as a club.

That was the first sign it was expensive.

Nathan and I arrived at eleven.

The driver left before the door opened.

I wore a black gown under a long coat. The dress had a high neck, bare sides, and a slit that reached the top of my thigh. No panties. Gold mask in my hand.

Nathan wore black tie and carried the silver mask.

We stood on the sidewalk for one second.

Nathan looked at me.

“We go in together.”

“Always.”

He put on the silver mask.

I put on the gold.

The door opened.

A woman in a black suit stood inside. No mask. No name tag.

“Phones.”

We placed them in separate velvet bags.

“Names?”

“Victoria and Nathan.”

She checked a list.

“Welcome.”

The door closed behind us.

The entry hall was silent.

Dark wood. White flowers. A staircase curved toward the second floor. Two security guards stood near a locked cabinet where the phones disappeared.

No cameras.

I looked for them.

The woman noticed.

“There are none inside.”

“How do you protect the guests?”

“We protect the building.”

That answer told me nothing.

It was meant to.

She took our coats.

My dress appeared.

Nathan looked at the bare sides.

“You said nothing about no panties.”

“You did not ask.”

The woman’s mouth almost smiled.

She directed us through double doors.

Dinner had already begun.

Twenty people sat around one long table beneath candles. Men and women in evening clothes and masks. Ages from thirty to sixty. Every face familiar enough to make me nervous.

I recognized a technology founder by his hands.

A senator’s wife by her voice.

An actress by the scar near her collarbone.

Nobody used last names.

Julian stood near the bar in a black mask.

Isabelle wore red.

Not silver.

The dress covered one shoulder and left the other bare. Her black mask made her eyes look larger.

She came to us first.

“You came.”

“You doubted me?” I asked.

“I hoped you would.”

Her eyes moved to Nathan.

I felt the old cut.

Smaller now.

Still there.

Julian kissed my cheek.

“Victoria. Nathan.”

“No surnames?” Nathan asked.

“Not after the door.”

A man’s voice came from behind us.

“Rules are easier without titles.”

We turned.

The speaker was in his late fifties. Tall. White hair. Black mask. A woman stood beside him in gold silk, perhaps the same age, perhaps older. Her hand rested on his arm.

I knew the voice.

The phone in Suite 1902.

“Mr. Beaumont,” I said.

“Richard here.”

The woman offered her hand.

“Eleanor.”

I took it.

Her grip was warm and firm.

“So this is the couple who upset hotel security,” she said.

Nathan looked at Richard.

“You filed the complaint.”

“I did.”

“Why?”

Richard smiled.

“To see whether money made you careless.”

“It did not.”

“No. It made Victoria convincing.”

Eleanor looked at me.

“You lied to security without blinking.”

“I run an international company.”

“Lying to security is easier?”

“Much.”

She laughed.

I liked her immediately.

That worried me.

Richard gestured toward the table.

“Dinner first.”

“And after?” I asked.

Eleanor’s eyes moved over my dress.

“After, people stop asking that question.”

We sat between Julian and Isabelle.

The meal had six courses.

Nobody discussed sex.

That made it impossible to think about anything else.

They spoke about art, politics, shipping, currency, and a private island in the Caribbean. A woman across from me touched her husband’s thigh while explaining tax policy. A man near the head of the table watched another man’s wife drink wine.

No one hid the looking.

At midnight, the plates disappeared.

No staff returned.

Richard stood.

“New guests.”

Every face turned toward Nathan and me.

I disliked being evaluated.

My cunt tightened anyway.

Eleanor remained seated.

“Victoria and Nathan understand the first rule,” Richard said.

“No one enters alone.”

A few people nodded.

“The second?”

Nathan answered.

“No one leaves behind what matters.”

Richard looked at him.

“Better than our wording.”

“What is your wording?” I asked.

Eleanor spoke.

“The marriage goes home.”

Simple.

Real.

I touched Nathan’s hand under the table.

Richard continued.

“Tonight, they observe.”

Isabelle’s face changed.

Julian looked at her.

I looked at Richard.

“Who decided that?”

“You did.”

“When?”

“When you asked how we protect guests before asking where the bedrooms were.”

I almost laughed.

Nathan did.

Richard removed his mask.

Others followed.

Not all.

Eleanor stood.

“Observation is not a punishment.”

“I know.”

“Good. Some people never learn that.”

The double doors behind her opened.

Music came from the next room.

Low. Slow. No lyrics.

The guests stood.

Couples moved together.

Others separated.

A woman took another woman’s hand. A husband kissed a man who was not his. A masked guest walked alone toward the open doors.

Nathan’s hand closed around mine.

We entered together.

The room beyond was larger than the townhouse should have allowed. Dark red walls. Sofas. Curtains. Mirrors. Several doors leading deeper.

At the center, a woman in a white gown stood between two men.

One man unfastened her dress.

The other looked at her husband.

Her husband nodded.

The dress fell.

I stopped breathing.

Nathan stood close enough that his shoulder touched mine.

Isabelle came to my other side.

Julian stood behind her.

The four of us watched.

No one touched us.

That was the rule tonight.

The woman in white knelt.

One man opened his trousers.

Her husband sat in a chair three feet away.

Then the second man pulled another chair beside him.

The husband did not sit alone.

He reached for his wife as she took the first cock into her mouth.

She crawled back enough to put one hand on his knee.

The room understood what I had learned in London.

Watching did not make him smaller.

Being left outside would have.

Nathan’s fingers tightened around mine.

“Still hungry?” he whispered.

I looked at Isabelle.

She watched my husband.

I looked at Julian.

He watched me.

Then I looked through the open doors at the rooms beyond.

“Yes.”

“How hungry?”

My cunt was already wet against the bare slit of the dress.

“Enough to come back.”

Eleanor appeared beside us.

She held four black cards.

One for each of us.

“Next month,” she said, “you do not have to observe.”

Nathan took two cards.

Julian took the others.

I looked at the woman kneeling in the center of the room.

At her husband touching her face.

At the men who waited without pushing him out.

The first scene ended without applause.

The woman in white stood, kissed her husband, then kissed both men. One of them brought her a robe. Her husband tied it around her waist.

No one treated the moment like a performance.

That made it feel more private even with twenty people watching.

Eleanor led us farther into the room.

A couple sat together on a red sofa. The wife had one hand inside another woman’s dress. Her husband spoke quietly with the woman’s partner while they watched. Across the room, a masked man knelt in front of his wife while she kissed a guest over his shoulder.

Every arrangement was different.

Nobody had been pushed into the same fantasy.

That mattered.

Isabelle touched my bare arm.

“You expected chaos.”

“I expected people trying too hard.”

“They do that on the first visit.”

“Did you?”

“Yes.”

“What did you do?”

She looked at Nathan.

“I watched Julian with another woman and pretended it did not hurt.”

My stomach tightened.

“What happened?”

“I went home angry.”

“Did he know why?”

“No.”

“I did not tell him. I did not sleep for a week. Then I came back.”

“That would not work for us.”

“I know.”

Her answer held no insult.

Only recognition.

Nathan spoke to Julian beside us.

I could not hear every word. I heard my name once. Isabelle’s once. Then Nathan looked at me.

I walked over.

“What?”

Julian answered.

“He asked whether the Circle breaks marriages.”

“And?”

“It exposes the breaks already there.”

“That sounds rehearsed.”

“It is.”

Nathan smiled.

“I told him the same thing.”

Richard appeared near the curtain to one of the private rooms. His jacket was gone. Eleanor stood beside him in the gold dress, one strap lowered.

They looked at us.

Not inviting.

Assessing.

Eleanor lifted one finger and curled it toward Isabelle.

Isabelle went.

Richard did the same to Julian.

He followed.

Nathan and I remained together.

The Beaumonts spoke quietly to them. Then Eleanor kissed Isabelle. Slow. Her hand at the younger woman’s jaw.

Richard touched Julian’s shoulder and turned him toward the room.

I felt Nathan watching me watch.

“Jealous?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Of which one?”

“Both.”

“Good.”

I looked at him.

“You?”

“Julian keeps looking at you.”

“He has done that for twelve years.”

“I have disliked it for one month.”

“That will improve.”

“No.”

I smiled.

Eleanor released Isabelle.

Richard whispered something to Julian.

The two of them returned to us.

“What did they say?” I asked.

Isabelle’s face was flushed.

“Next month, Eleanor wants to dance with you.”

“That is all?”

“No.”

She did not explain.

Julian looked at Nathan.

“Richard wants to speak with you privately.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened.

“About?”

“He did not say.”

The club was already doing what it promised.

Not sex.

Pressure.

Questions.

New people close enough to make the four of us react.

I looked around the room again.

A door opened on the far wall.

Inside, a woman knelt on a bed while her husband stood beside her and two guests waited. She looked at him before touching either one.

He kissed her forehead.

Then he stepped onto the bed with her.

No corner.

No one left outside.

Nathan followed my eyes.

“That one?” he asked.

I understood.

“Maybe.”

“Next month?”

“Maybe.”

He touched the slit of my dress. His fingers reached bare skin high on my thigh.

I caught his wrist.

“Observation only.”

“You made that rule?”

“Richard did.”

“Do you enjoy his rules?”

“I enjoy breaking yours.”

Nathan leaned close.

“You are wet.”

“Yes.”

“For the room?”

“For what it could do to us.”

He kissed my temple.

“Same answer as the pool.”

“Still true.”

The woman on the bed opened her mouth for the first guest while her husband held her hair.

I watched.

I imagined Nathan beside me.

Julian behind me.

Isabelle’s mouth on my skin.

Richard and Eleanor somewhere close enough to hear.

My cunt tightened under the black dress.

I did not need to touch it.

Anticipation did enough.

The first door had shown Nathan my secret.

The second had taught me jealousy worked both ways.

The third led into a world where people like us stopped pretending we were alone.

Nathan put one black card into my hand.

“Ready?”

I closed my fingers around it.

“No.”

He smiled.

“Good.”

Nathan held my hand on the way out. One black card was in his pocket. Mine was in my bag.

We said nothing in the car.

We did not need to.

I watched the city lights move across the window and thought about next month.

Next month, I would not only watch.
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