

Shy to Shameless: Volume 1 (Books 1–5)

Ivy Moans

J&A Publishing

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Ivy Moans

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Ivy Moans
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Her First Taste

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Her Wildest Dare

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Her Deeper Craving

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Her Ultimate Surrender

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Her Turn to Lead

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Thank You

Books By This Author

Where to Go Next


Her First Taste


Chapter 1

If I type any faster, my fingers will shatter the cheap acrylic polish I slapped on in the ladies’ room before my morning meeting. The pale pink has already chipped at the tips. I pound the keys like a court reporter on trial, pouring the last of my caffeine-soaked focus into the closing slides of the quarterly pitch. The office is quiet except for the HVAC’s metallic whine and the ticking of the mid-century wall clock. Six o’clock is less of a deadline and more of a firing squad.

The cursor blinks in judgment at the bottom of slide sixteen. I chew the inside of my lip until it’s raw, then chase the pain with a quick drag of my thumb across the spacebar. “Elegant, forward-facing design solutions,” I type, which is code for “rebrand the shit out of this failing client with some Pinterest trends and hope nobody notices.” My mind wanders to the chicken marsala Nate promised to make for dinner, then to the last time we ate together without both scrolling on our phones the entire meal.

Focus, Lena.

I flick my gaze up at the fluorescent lights, then down at the crisp line of my blouse as I tug it straight over my chest. New shirt, second-hand confidence. My feet, stuffed in nude pumps half a size too tight, jitter against the metal bar under my desk. The digital clock on my monitor gives a halfhearted blink: 5:52 PM. I’m out of time.

I slap “Ctrl+S” and the whole spreadsheet shudders before submitting to my will. Done. My hands shake with adrenaline, or maybe just fatigue, as I stack the printed slides and shove them into my overstuffed leather tote. Phone, charger, keys, Tupperware of uneaten kale salad—all in one greedy swipe. I shoulder the bag, flick off my monitor, and make for the elevator.

I’m halfway through the lobby, cheeks flushed from the sprint, when I spot my reflection in the glass doors. Hair slightly frizzy, foundation faded, mascara smudged like bruises under my eyes. I look like a woman at the tail end of a twelve-hour bender, which, given the state of my inbox, isn’t far from the truth. But I square my shoulders, push open the heavy doors, and let the city’s late-winter air slap me back to life.

The train ride home is all elbows and body odor, so I distract myself by scrolling through the group text with Alex, who has already sent four memes roasting our boss’s new haircut. I thumb a quick reply, then check my calendar for tomorrow’s meeting: 8:00 AM sharp, main conference room, all eyes on me. There’s a voice memo from Nate, time-stamped 4:42 PM.

“Hey babe, got home early, running to the store. Text me if you want anything. Love you.”

I replay it twice. His voice sounds bright, almost forced, like he’s reading cue cards. I tuck the phone away and stare out the window as city blocks flicker by, neon-lit and sterile.

By the time I climb the stairs to our third-floor condo, my armpits are clammy and my brain is a lint trap of stray thoughts: did I spell ‘innovative’ right on slide nine? Did I remember to turn off the coffeepot? Did Nate say, “Love you,” or “Text me if you want anything—love you,” as an afterthought?

I’m still dissecting that when I push open the apartment door and am greeted by the faint, boozy aroma of Marsala sauce and the low hum of jazz from the kitchen speakers. Candles flicker on the dining table, their soft light catching in the pressed-glass wine goblets we never use. The table is set for two. There’s a single white tulip in a bud vase, which is sweet but also suspiciously generic—Nate is a more six-dollar-daffodil-from-the-corner-bodega guy.

He’s at the stove, sleeves rolled to the elbow, forearms corded and tense as he stirs something in a copper-bottomed skillet. “You made it,” he says, flashing me his business-casual smile. He’s still in his work slacks, but the starched shirt is gone, replaced with a faded Northwestern tee that hugs his chest just so. His hair is damp at the temples, probably from the gym, but it gives him an appealing, just-showered look.

“Barely,” I sigh, dropping my bag and toeing off my shoes. “The client wanted six new comps by close of business. I think I gave them nine.”

Nate grins. “Overachiever. You want a drink?”

“Please.” I slide onto a barstool and let him pour.

He plates the food with the precision of a man who has watched too many cooking tutorials, then sets the dishes down with a flourish. “Voila. Eat before it gets cold.”

I fork into the chicken, tender and slick with sauce, and moan a little around the first bite. “Oh, my god. You could run away with Giada and I wouldn’t even be mad. This is incredible.”

Nate gives a pleased little shrug, then sits across from me, propping his elbows on the table. The candlelight finds the edges of his face, tracing the powerful line of his jaw and the tiny scar on his right hand, the one he got opening a can of paint as a kid. His blue eyes are steady on mine, but every time his phone buzzes on the table, he glances down, flicks it face-down, then resumes the smile.

I watched this happen three times in ten minutes.

“So, how was your day?” he asks, voice low and even.

I spear another bite and try to keep my tone breezy. “Hectic, but good. Sharon finally caved and approved the new campaign, so the team’s happy. I’ll be less of a monster tomorrow, hopefully. You?”

He shrugs, pushing food around his plate more than eating it. “Meetings, mostly. Reviewed the Q2 forecasts with finance. And I ran into Jerry from college in the lobby—remember him? He’s balder than I am, if you can believe it.”

I laugh, picturing Jerry’s sunburned scalp. “You are not bald. You’re distinguished.”

Nate snorts. “That’s what people say about dogs and politicians.” He leans forward, the candlelight pooling in his eyes. “Honestly, I just couldn’t wait to see you. I know you’ve been stressed, and I thought a proper dinner would help.” He says it with such earnestness that I almost believe it’s the whole truth.

Almost.

The phone buzzes again, a tiny vibration I feel in my fillings. I watch as he scoops it up and glances at the lock screen, thumb hovering over the power button. For a split second, I catch the edge of a notification: “Unknown Number.” Nate presses his lips into a thin line, then shoves the phone under his thigh.

I clear my throat. “Hot date?”

He looks up, startled, then laughs a little too loudly. “Spam calls. I think someone sold my info to a telemarketer. I get like ten a day.”

“Lucky you. You seem distracted.”

Nate’s eyes widen, then soften. “Sorry. I’m just tired. I slept little last night.” He reaches across the table, takes my hand in his. His palm is warm, his grip gentle but insistent. “Seriously, Lena. This is important to me. Us. I want to make sure we’re… good.”

He says it like a question. I feel a pulse in my wrist, fast and fluttery. Something is off, but the words for it haven’t formed yet.

“We are,” I say, because it’s easier than asking what’s wrong.

Nate squeezes my hand, then lets go and starts clearing the plates. I offer to help, but he waves me off, stacking dishes with an efficiency bordering on manic. The candles burn lower, their shadows stretching long and thin across the table.

I watch him move around the kitchen, the muscles in his back shifting beneath the thin cotton of his shirt. I want to say something—anything—to bridge the gap opening between us.

When he finally sits back down, the phone is nowhere to be seen.

He looks at me, and for a moment, the old Nate is back—unfiltered, present, in love with the simple act of sitting across from me on a weeknight.

“You wanna watch that weird Scandinavian crime show you like?” he asks, forcing a playful tone.

“I thought you hated it.”

He grins. “I enjoy making fun of the subtitles.”

I smile, but the suspicion lingers like a hangnail. “Yeah. That sounds good.”

We settle on the couch, his arm slung over my shoulder, my feet tucked under his thigh. On screen, a sallow-faced detective interrogates a suspect in a windowless room, every line of dialogue a study in repression and subtle threat.

I rest my head on Nate’s chest, but I’m counting the beats of his heart, waiting for the next vibration, the next glance at the phone, the next sign that our quiet is not the same as comfort.

In the dark, the shadows on the wall look almost like letters, spelling out a message I’m not ready to read.

#

The apartment glows with the warm gold of cheap table lamps and cooler light from the city outside. I towel my hair dry in the bathroom, using the silence as a shield against the slow, humming anxiety that’s grown roots beneath my ribs. The air is thick with the scent of shampoo and last night’s candle wax. When I open the door, Nate is perched on the edge of our bed, hunched over his phone as if it’s a confession booth and he’s both priest and sinner.

He doesn’t hear me at first. His thumb scrolls in tight, compulsive flicks, eyes narrow and focused. The bedside lamp carves his features in notable contrast: sharp nose, squared jaw, that little crease above his brow when he’s concentrating. The rest of him is a blur, save for the blue light painting his hands.

“Late-night TikTok binge?” I ask, trying for a flirty edge and missing it by a mile.

He flinches, not much, but enough for me to notice. Nate flips the phone screen-down on the duvet and twists to face me, smile already in place.

“Just work stuff,” he says. “We’re rolling out a new campaign, so… lots of last-minute drama.”

His voice is smooth, but the words feel prefab, like he’s practiced them. He stretches, arms above his head and yawns. The phone slips into the crack between the mattress and headboard, invisible but omnipresent.

“Shouldn’t they pay you overtime for that?” I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed.

“They should pay me enough to retire at thirty-five, but here we are,” he jokes, rubbing the back of his neck. “Come to bed?”

I nod, pull on an oversized t-shirt, and crawl beneath the covers. Nate slides in beside me and wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me flush against his chest. He’s warm and smells faintly of garlic and laundry detergent. I want to relax, to let myself be held, but every muscle is wound tight as guitar wire.

His breathing slows and deepens in minutes, but my mind replays every furtive glance, every twitch of his fingers toward the hidden phone. When I’m certain he’s asleep, I inch away and stare at the ceiling, counting the cracks until dawn.

*

At eight, the world feels sharper, caffeinated and pulsing with possibility. I duck into the corner cafe, The Parlor, and spot Alex already camped at our regular table. She looks like she just stepped out of a photo shoot—sleek black leggings, off-shoulder sweatshirt, hair in an impossibly artful knot. She’s hunched over her phone with the intensity of a blackjack dealer, tapping the screen in short, staccato bursts.

I wave, and she waves back without looking up.

“Morning, sunshine,” I say, dropping into the opposite seat. The chair is reclaimed wood, rough under my thighs, but the aroma of fresh espresso and cinnamon buns dulls the discomfort.

Alex glances up, green eyes glittering. “Lena, babe. You look like you lost a bet with your pillow.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” I peel off my jacket and drape it over the chair. “Rough night.”

“Tell me everything,” she says, sliding her phone aside and leaning in, elbows on the table. The cafe is full, but we’re encased in our own private bubble—music low, brick walls studded with local art, light from the overhead bulbs throwing everything into cozy chiaroscuro.

I spill the story in one run-on breath: the dinner, the phone, the awkward bedtime. Alex listens, chin propped on her hand, mouth twitching at the corners. When I finish, she whistles.

“Okay, so let’s game this out,” she says, drumming her fingers on the table. “One, he’s having a torrid affair with a Russian bot farm. Two, he’s suddenly into cryptocurrency and too ashamed to tell you. Three—he’s sexting your mom, which, to be fair, she’s a stone-cold fox.”

I laugh despite myself; the tension easing fractionally. “You’re an asshole.”

“You love it.” She grins, then shifts to a more serious register. “But really—do you think he’s cheating? Like, actually?”

I want to say no, to dismiss the notion as absurd, but the image of Nate’s thumb hovering over his phone flashes in my mind.

“Not cheating,” I admit. “But he’s hiding something. I can feel it.”

Alex swirls her coffee with a tiny wooden stick, watching the cream form delicate whorls on the surface. “Maybe he’s planning something sweet. A trip? An anniversary thing? Guys are weirdly secretive about that shit.”

I snort. “You think he’s learning Italian for our ten-year?”

She shrugs. “It could happen. I once dated a guy who spent six months pretending to smoke so he could sneak out for salsa lessons. He hated dancing but thought it would impress me.” She pauses, smiling at the memory. “It didn’t. But points for effort.”

I sip my coffee—straight black, no sugar, the way I like it when I’m trying to feel tough. “He’s never been a good liar.”

Alex sobers, gaze locking on mine. “If you’re worried, check his phone.”

“I’m not that person,” I say, but even to myself it sounds rehearsed.

She arches a perfectly sculpted brow. “Every woman becomes that person when the stakes are high enough.”

The words settle between us, heavy as a sack of flour. Alex reaches across the table, squeezing my hand. “You’ll figure it out. But if you need backup, I can do recon. I have ways.”

I grin, picturing Alex as a PI in five-inch heels and camo pants. “I’ll let you know.”

We talk about work, about her latest gym crush (a guy who only wears mesh shorts and carries a gallon of water), about the possibility of taking a long weekend to the lake. She never mentions her own exes, but the way she pivots from topic to topic tells me she’s not quite over the last one.

After an hour, I check my watch and realize I’m late. Alex hugs me at the door, holding on a beat longer than usual.

“Text me if he gets weirder,” she says, smirking. “Or if you want to stage a coup.”

I promise I will, but as I step into the morning glare, the memory of Nate’s smile—tight, desperate, pleading—lingers behind my eyelids. I picture him alone in the apartment, thumb poised over a screen, wrestling with secrets too heavy to share.

Maybe Alex is right. Maybe it’s nothing.

But I know better than to trust the surface.

#

The wind off the river is a stiletto, slicing through my coat as I duck into the glowing lobby of Nate’s office building. My hands clutch the paper bag of Thai takeout, its contents steaming and fragrant—pad see ew, extra chili, the way he likes it. I remind myself that this is a friendly gesture, not a surveillance mission, but the pep talk feels brittle even before I badge in with his guest pass and step onto the deserted elevator.

The building is glass and steel, designed to impress visiting execs but oddly sterile in the after-hours hush. Every footstep bounces off marble and high ceilings. Most of the suites are dark, their frosted glass doors reflecting my anxious expression back at me. I check my reflection in a sconce—hair flat, lipstick chewed off, circles under my eyes—and try to smooth myself into someone who surprises her husband at work just because.

The elevator dings at seventeen, and I follow the hallway past rows of empty desks and motivational posters until I find the suite labeled “Montgomery & Associates.” Through the glass wall, I can see Nate at his standing desk, back to me, deep in conversation with a woman I don’t recognize.

She’s younger than me, maybe late twenties, with sharp cheekbones and hair so glossy it reflects the strip lights overhead. Her skirt is conservative but somehow looks provocative, and she laughs, low and easy, at something Nate says. He’s close to her, too close, and the way he leans in suggests this is not a first-time collaboration.

I hover outside, heart jackhammering against my ribs, watching as they trade a glance—hers sly, his relaxed. She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear and points at the screen. Nate follows the gesture, then rests his hand on the back of her chair, fingers drumming a nervous rhythm I’ve seen a hundred times.

There’s something about the easy choreography of their bodies that makes me feel both invisible and intruding at once.

A part of me wants to turn and leave, to hurl the takeout in a trash can and let him wonder why I never showed. Instead, I nudge the door open with my shoulder; the hinges squealing in the silent office. Both of them jerk upright, startled.

“Hey!” I say, voice too loud, as if announcing myself could undo what I’ve just witnessed. “I brought dinner.”

Nate’s face shutters, then rearranges itself into the practiced smile of a man who just got caught watching porn at the public library. “Lena, this is—”

The woman stands, straightening her skirt. “Hi, I’m Harper. I just started last month.”

She offers a hand. Her nails are short, painted a glossy black. I shake it, grip too firm, and force a smile that probably looks like a rictus.

“Nice to meet you. Sorry to interrupt.” I hold the bag out to Nate, who takes it like a lifeline.

“Not at all,” Harper says. “We were just wrapping up.” She glances at Nate, then at the takeout, and I catch the faintest arch of her eyebrow. “Pad see ew?”

I nod. “It’s his favorite.”

Nate’s ears flush red. “Thanks, babe. Harper, I’ll ping you the edits before the end of day.”

She grabs her coat from the back of a chair, shrugs it on with an effortless twist, and slips past me without a second glance. Her perfume lingers—bergamot and something spicy. Nate closes the door behind her and turns, paper bag clutched to his chest.

“That was unexpected,” he says, trying for a joke.

“I thought you’d be hungry,” I reply, dropping onto the worn leather couch against the window.

He sets the food on the glass coffee table and kneels to unpack it, lining up the containers with soldierly precision. His hands shake. Neither of us speaks until the plastic forks are in hand, and even then, we eat in tense silence, the only sound being the scrape of utensils and the muted traffic below.

I try to ask casual questions about his day, but every answer is clipped, every smile a defense mechanism. When he finally glances up, his eyes look bruised with exhaustion.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” he says.

“See what?”

He fidgets with his chopsticks. “I know how it looked.”

“Did you sleep with her?”

The words come out sharp, a reflex. Nate recoils, hurt splashed across his face. “No. Jesus, Lena. She’s a junior associate. I’m her mentor, that’s all.”

I want to believe him, but the memory of their bodies in perfect sync replays on loop. “You seemed… close.”

He exhales, then rubs his eyes with the heel of his hand. “She’s going through a rough patch. I was just listening.”

“Is that all?” I keep my tone neutral, but the suspicion curdles at the edge.

He doesn’t answer right away. Instead, he cleans up, stacking the empty containers, wiping down the table with a napkin. The conversation is over before it even starts.

We leave together, riding the elevator in brittle silence. He tries to slip his hand into mine, but I cross my arms and stare at the floor numbers as they count down.

Outside the city is still alive, the sky a dirty pink from streetlights and haze. Nate hails a cab, but I shake my head.

“I’ll walk,” I say, already turning away.

He watches me for a second, something like regret flickering in his eyes. “Text me when you get home.”

I don’t answer. I just start walking, the icy wind gnawing at my face, the echoes of the glass-walled office haunting each step.

Every detail replays in my head: the brush of her hand, the closeness of their shoulders, the way Nate smiled with half his mouth.

Trust is a weird thing. You never notice it until it’s gone, and then you can’t stop running your tongue over the space, like a missing tooth you can’t stop poking.

#

Saturday night, the world narrows to a sidewalk washed in cold sodium light. Nate and I walk side by side, our gloved hands entwined, the backs of our knuckles brushing with every stride. We pass the usual suspects: the indie coffee shop with the ironic logo, the used bookstore where I once found a first-edition Didion for six bucks, the bakery that closes at five but always smells like fresh croissants even after midnight.

We talk little, not because we have nothing to say, but because every topic feels booby-trapped. I let him lead, matching his pace, trying to sync my breathing with the rise and fall of his shoulders. He keeps glancing at me out of the corner of his eye, as if searching for a safe harbor.

There’s a chill in the air, a wet bite that makes every inhale sting. It feels like the world is holding its breath, waiting for us to do something reckless.

At the corner of our block, under the burnt-out bulb of a streetlamp, Nate stops. He tugs me closer, his grip gentle but insistent. For a moment, I think he’s going to apologize again for the “Harper situation,” or maybe launch into a lecture about work boundaries.

Instead, he looks straight at me, his blue eyes bright and unblinking, and says, “I need to tell you something. But you have to promise not to freak out.”

I try to laugh, but it comes out small. “You’re not cheating on me, are you?”

He shakes his head, face deadly serious. “No. God, no. It’s… not that.”

I pull my scarf tighter and brace myself. “Then what is it?”

He looks down, then back up, as if rehearsing the line in his head. “I want to watch you with someone else. Like another man. It’s a fantasy.”

The words land on the pavement, heavy as a dropped phone.

For a beat, my brain refuses to process it. I stand there, blinking, half expecting him to take it back, say it was a joke, laugh and kiss me and steer us toward the corner bar.

But he’s still staring, waiting for me to say something.

My cheeks flare, not with shame but with a weird, fiery energy. “You want to watch me… do what? Have sex with someone?”

He nods, eyes searching mine for signs of disgust or revulsion.

“How long have you felt this way?” I ask. My voice sounds calm, even, like a newscaster reporting on a distant war.

“A while,” he admits. “But I didn’t know how to bring it up. I thought it would freak you out. Or make you think I’m not enough.”

A car drives by, headlights strobing over our faces. I must look like a ghost, pale and hollow-eyed. “Why? I mean, what about it turns you on?”

He hesitates, then takes both my hands, the cold seeping through our gloves. “It’s not about your not wanting me. It’s the idea of you letting go. Of seeing you with someone else and knowing you still come home to me. Like… it’s ours, but we’re sharing it for a night.”

I try to picture it—Nate on the sidelines, another man in our bed, my body splayed out and claimed by someone else. The mental image is a live wire: equal parts fear, confusion, and an undertow of something darker and more electric than I want to admit.

“Is this why you’ve been weird lately?” I ask.

He smiles, a little sheepish. “Yeah. I thought maybe if I worked up the nerve, we could talk about it. But then you caught me with Harper, and I panicked.”

I shake my head, more at myself than at him. “Jesus, Nate. You could have just told me.”

He shrugs, shoulders up around his ears. “Didn’t want you to think less of me.”

The honesty in his voice knocks the wind out of my lungs. I lean into him, head on his shoulder, and we stand there for a minute, just absorbing the noise of the street and our own scrambled pulse.

I finally break the silence. “I don’t know what to say. It is something I’ve never considered before.

He kisses the top of my head, then pulls back so he can look me in the eye. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. I just needed you to know.”

We walk the rest of the way home in silence, but it’s not the brittle kind. More like a blanket draped over something fragile, both of us protecting the secret, letting it soak into the fabric of our lives.

Inside the apartment, I drop my coat and sit on the edge of the bed, staring at my own hands, wondering if I’m the woman who could ever give him what he wants.

I don’t know the answer.

But I can’t stop thinking about it.

#

The sheets are cool and clinical when I slip between them, but the air in the bedroom carries a static charge, as if the walls themselves are waiting for something to happen. Nate lies beside me, his breath even but his body humming with anticipation. He brushes my hair back from my cheek, kissing the bare spot behind my ear, slowly and deliberate.

It starts the way it always does—slow, careful, hands mapped to each other’s bodies with years of practice. But there’s an edge to it tonight, a tremor in his touch that has nothing to do with tiredness or routine.

He slides his palm beneath my shirt, thumb circling the ridge of my hipbone, and I shiver even though I’m not cold. He waits for me to look at him before he kisses me, as if asking silent permission. His lips are soft but urgent. I open to him, matching his hunger.

We move together in the dark, bodies fitted like puzzle pieces—his hands anchoring my thighs, my legs wrapped tight around his waist. The cadence is familiar, but each thrust pushes me closer to an edge I can’t name. I claw at his shoulders, nails digging crescent moons into his skin, and he bites back a moan that vibrates against my collarbone.

He breaks the silence first, voice a husky rasp: “Can I tell you what I’m thinking?”

I nod, unable to form words.

He lowers his head, breath hot against my ear. “I’m picturing another man,” he whispers. “Watching him touch you. Watching you let go, knowing you want it.”

I tense, every nerve ending flaring white hot. Part of me wants to recoil, to shut him up, but a bigger part wants him to keep going, to spill every sordid detail.

His thrusts slow, deliberate. “He’d spread your legs, open you up so I can see everything. You’d look at me while he fucked you. You’d moan my name even with his cock inside you.”

The words are gasoline. My back arches, a lightning bolt snapping up my spine. I clutch him tighter, grinding against him, desperate for friction.

Nate groans, lost in the fantasy. “He’d make you come, and I’d watch you fall apart for him.”

I let out a whimper, raw and involuntary, as the images detonate in my head. I imagine the stranger—faceless—claiming me while Nate looks on, eyes dark with lust and something like pride.

The orgasm is violent, a jolt that leaves me gasping and trembling in his arms. Nate shudders, following me over the edge, both of us clutching at each other like survivors of a shipwreck.

For a long time, we lie tangled in the sheets, bodies pressed so close there’s no room for words. His hand traces circles on my shoulder, gentler now, grounding me.

In the silence, I can still feel the echo of his fantasy, the burn of it smoldering in my chest. I want to ask if it was real, if he truly meant it, or if this is just a game, we play to keep the darkness at bay.

But I don’t ask.

Not yet.

I close my eyes and try to steady my breathing, knowing the next question will change everything.

#

The next three days run together like watercolors in the rain. I drag myself through meetings, nodding and smiling in all the right places, but my mind is always somewhere else. Sometimes it’s in the bedroom, Nate’s hands on my body, his voice in my ear. Sometimes it’s in the glass-walled office, Harper’s perfume in the air, Nate watching me, daring me to let go.

But more often than not, it’s a shadowy room I don’t recognize, another man’s face always just out of focus, his hands roaming freely as Nate sits and watches, eyes burning.

It’s like someone swapped out my brain for a broken projector: same presentation every time, but each reel more vivid and insistent than the last.

At work, I lose myself in spreadsheets, only to realize I’ve typed the same number three times in a row. In the kitchen, I stand with a knife poised over a bell pepper, heart slamming so hard I nearly slice my finger. On the train, I watch strangers with a new curiosity, wondering which one would say yes, which one would take me apart piece by piece while Nate looked on.

I am both mortified and electrified by these thoughts, the constant hum of arousal wrapped in a blanket of guilt. I want to tell Alex, to dissect the whole thing over cold brew and lemon scones, but even she would see the animal hunger behind my words.

At night, the apartment shrinks to just the bedroom: Nate already asleep, his breath steady and slow, and me wide awake, sheets damp with sweat. I turn onto my side, back pressed to his chest, and slide my hand beneath the waistband of my pajama shorts.

My fingers work in slow circles, imagining not Nate’s touch but the stranger’s—the phantom with broad hands and a tongue sharp as salt. I picture Nate across the room, eyes glazed with lust, his own cock hard in his fist as he urges me on.

The orgasm is quiet, dangerous, like a fire set on purpose. I bite my lip to keep from crying out, and when it’s over I lie perfectly still, letting the aftershocks rattle through me.

For the first time, I wonder what would happen if I said yes. If I let the fantasy out of its cage, and watched it devour us both.

Nate stirs beside me, his hand searching for mine in the dark. I let him find it, fingers tangled tight, and close my eyes against the flicker of impossible futures.

The next question is coming. I can feel it.

And this time, I might not say no.


Chapter 2

The Skyline Rooftop Bar is the place where you have to lean into each other to hear anything, even on a weeknight. A constant, yet distant chatter creates a soundtrack, leaving you alone. The furniture is all brass and velvet, low-lit in a way that makes everyone look a little more expensive than they are. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city throws itself at you—glass towers, red taillights, the river a black slash with occasional sparkles like jewelry in a pawn shop case.

I spot Alex at our reserved table. She’s wearing a metallic wrap dress that should look trashy but on her just looks like war paint. Hair swept up in a loose, strategic bun, a few strands framed her face with surgical precision. She doesn’t wave. Instead, she tracks me across the room with a gaze that borders on predatory, and I feel my heart jump in a way it hasn’t since I was sixteen and snuck into a house party in someone’s parents’ McMansion.

I slide onto the bench across from her and set my clutch on the table, careful to keep my hands visible and unclenched.

“Damn, girl,” Alex says, giving me a once-over. “You look like you just stepped out of a campaign for body-heat-activated mascara.”

I make a show of checking my reflection in the polished metal napkin holder. “You look like you could topple a small dictatorship.”

She grins, and we’re back in our rhythm, the banter that used to fuel us through all-nighters in college.

Alex watches me, one brow slightly cocked. “So. What’s the drama?”

I hold the pause just a beat too long, then let it tumble out: “Nate wants to watch me with someone else. Like, actually watch. Not a porn thing—a real person, in an actual room, with him as a live audience.”

She doesn’t flinch. Instead, she leans forward, elbows on the table, shoulders flexing in the slit of her dress. “Shut up. Did he say it outright?”

I nod, feeling my cheeks flame. “He said it’s his biggest turn-on. He wants to see me… I don’t know, go feral, I guess? With another guy.”

Alex whistles low, then sips her martini, olives clinking against glass. “Your husband is kinkier than he looks. Respect.”

“I thought it would freak me out, but—” I lower my voice, conscious of the highball-and-business-casual crowd, “—it made me so wet I thought I’d soaked the sheets.”

Alex lets the silence hang, eyes gleaming. “That’s not weird, Lee. It’s the forbidden shit that hits hardest. The first time a guy asked me to spit in his mouth, I nearly passed out—and then I couldn’t stop thinking about it for a week.”

“I’m not sure if I’m excited or horrified. Or both.”

“That’s how you know it’s worth doing.” She pushes her drink aside, gives me her full attention. “Is this like an actual thing you’d do? Or is it all talk?”

“I can’t tell if I want it or if I just want to want it. Does that make sense?”

“Too much sense.” Alex sits back, crosses her legs so the slit of her dress opens higher on her thigh. “You’re not alone, you know. Open relationships, threesomes—half the people you see on this roof have at least considered it, if not gone for it.”

“You sound like you’re speaking from experience.”

She flashes that wicked smile, the one that used to get us into back rooms at concerts and closed-door gallery openings. “I am.”

“Tell me.”

Alex glances around, then leans in so close I catch a whiff of her perfume—sandalwood and citrus, clean but predatory. “It was with Evan. Remember Evan? The one with the arms?”

I nod. I remember Evan. He bench-pressed for fun and wore vintage ringer tees so tight you could count his abs through the cotton.

“We were at this party in Logan Square. Bunch of artists.” She laughs, head thrown back. “Anyway, Evan flirts with this girl—blue hair, tattooed to hell, I forget her name—and instead of getting jealous, I just… watched. Like, full-on watched. They started making out on the patio, and I realized I was wet just from seeing him want someone else. And then he looked over at me, like, Are you okay with this? And I nodded, and it was the hottest thing I’ve ever done.”

I feel myself flush. The words work their way under my skin, equal parts shame and electricity. I shift in my seat, thighs pressed tight.

“So what happened?” My voice is almost a whisper.

Alex smirks. “We all went back to his place. I let her touch me first. She was gentle, surprisingly. Evan watched the whole time, hard as a rock, and when he finally joined in—let’s just say I’ve never come so hard in my life.” She spreads her fingers on the table, nails painted an aggressive red. “The next morning, I was still shaking.”

I study her face, looking for cracks—regret, maybe, or bitterness—but there’s none. She looks back at me, challenge in her eyes. “It’s not as taboo as you think.”

I try to picture myself in her story. The room, the eyes, the sensation of being seen and wanted, not just by a stranger but by my husband. The idea skates between terrifying and exhilarating.

I suck in a slow breath. “What if I can’t do it? What if I freeze, or it makes me hate him, or hate myself?”

Alex gives me a look of gentle disbelief. “Lee, you’re the most stubborn person I know. If you want to do it, you’ll do it—and you’ll be fucking amazing at it.”

I shake my head, but I’m smiling. “I’m not you, Alex.”

“Maybe not. But you’re not the scared little mouse you think you are, either.”

“How did you know you were ready?” I ask.

“You’re never ready. Not really. But if it keeps you up at night—in a good way—then that’s your body’s way of telling you to say yes.”

I glance out the window. The skyline is a jagged line of possibility. The lights are so bright, the rest of the city disappears.

“Suppose I say yes,” I murmur, voice barely above the din. “Suppose I let Nate find someone, and we actually go through with it. What if it ruins us?”

Alex’s gaze softens. “What if it strengthens you?”

For a second, I let myself believe it. I imagine Nate seeing me with another man, not just accepting it, but craving it. I imagine myself naked and unafraid, hands on a stranger, Nate’s eyes locked on mine the whole time. The thought leaves me dizzy.

“You want advice?”

“Sure.”

“If you go through with it, don’t do it for him. Do it because you want to know who else you are. What else you can be. Otherwise, you’ll resent him forever.”

I nod, letting the words settle. My throat feels tight. I look down, noticing the condensation on my glass has pooled into a little pond around my fingers. I wipe it away, then meet her eyes.

“Thank you,” I say. And I mean it.

We drink the second round slowly; the city unfurling below us, the bar humming with a thousand secrets. When it’s time to go, Alex hugs me at the elevator, arms tight, the way she did when we were roommates and the world was smaller and so much less complicated.

She lets go, tucks a stray hair behind my ear. “Whatever you decide, I’ve got your back.”

As I ride down to street level, the world tilts just a little—less gravity, more momentum. On the sidewalk, I watch a delivery cyclist zip through traffic, reckless and certain.

I can’t remember the last time I felt that way.

Above me, the skyline blinks, every window a story I haven’t written yet.

#

The city’s glow seeps in through our bedroom blinds, bleaching the walls a shade between pearl and slate. The only other light comes from the bedside lamp, its amber halo throwing double shadows—one for each of us—across the rumpled sheets. Nate is already in bed, hair damp from the shower, sprawled on his back in old university boxers. He’s got his phone in hand, scrolling without purpose, but every so often he glances my way, as if to confirm I haven’t vanished.

I hover in the doorway, letting him watch as I peel off my day—first the blazer, then the shell, then the jeans that cling to my hips like regret. I go slow, an unconscious audition for whatever’s about to happen. For a second I imagine a hidden camera in the corner, the red LED blinking, some future audience judging every move. The thought makes my skin tingle.

Nate looks up, surprised by my performance. “Everything okay?”

I cross over to the bed, climb in beside him. My knees brush his thigh, and he inhales, a sharp brief intake that betrays his anticipation.

“Can we talk?” I say, curling my feet under the sheets.

He tosses his phone onto the nightstand and sits up, eyes clear, maybe a little scared. “Yeah. Of course.”

I take a breath, then another. I can hear Alex in my head—just say it; don’t be a mouse.

“So,” I start, “about what you told me. The watching thing. The… other man.” The words taste unfamiliar, like I’ve stolen them from a more interesting life.

Nate’s ears go pink. “Yeah?”

“I can’t stop thinking about it.”

He blinks, surprise flaring in his eyes. “Really?”

“Really.” I shift closer until our knees touch. The distance feels weighted now, charged. “But if we’re going to do this—if we’re even going to talk about it—I want to know everything. Not just your fantasy. I want to hear exactly what you want to see. What you want me to do. What you’d do while you watched.”

Nate swallows. His Adam’s apple bobs, and for the first time I realize how vulnerable this makes him. He’s not the one in control here. I am.

He clears his throat. “I want to watch you give in,” he says. “Like, really give in. I want to see you let go, let someone else take you apart.” His gaze darkens, pupils growing wider. “I want to see you enjoy it. Not just tolerate it for me.”

I lean back against the pillows, letting my robe fall open a little. “You mean, like, sucking his cock?” The phrase burns my cheeks, but it feels good, too—dangerous.

Nate’s exhale is shaky. “Yeah. And more. I want to watch you want it. I want you to look at me while you do it.”

He’s hard already; I can see the outline through his boxers. I let my legs drift open just enough that he can see the navy blue of my underwear. “What if I fucked him, right in front of you?”

He bites his lip, nods. “God, yes.”

I touch his thigh, slow, tracing the pattern of faded letters on the fabric. “What if I let him finish inside me? Would that make you jealous?”

His hand snaps to my wrist, grip almost bruising. “So jealous.” The confession is raw, unvarnished.

I guide his hand lower, between my legs. My skin is already slick with sweat and something else. “What if I was dripping for him? Would you still want me after?”

He rubs me through the cotton, circling his fingers until I gasp. “Always,” he says. “I’d want you more.”

The room is thick with the smell of us, a current of want running between every word. I push his hand away, just to see the panic in his eyes, then roll on top of him, pinning his shoulders to the mattress.

“So, in your fantasy,” I say, grinding against him, “am I just a toy for you both? Or do I get a say?”

He bucked his hips, hard and desperate. “You get everything you want.”

I slide my hand into his boxers, grip his cock at the base, squeezing until his eyes flutter. “What if I wanted to make you watch? What if I wanted to kiss him while you sat in the corner and jerked off?”

His moan is guttural, deeper than I’ve ever heard from him. “God, Lee…”

I release him, just for a moment, and tug my panties to the side. I drag the head of his cock along my slit, teasing, not letting him in. “What if I made you wait?” I whisper. “Made you beg for it?”

His hands go to my hips, desperate for leverage. He pulls me down, but I resist, hovering just out of reach.

“Please,” he murmurs. “Fuck, please.”

I let him in, just the tip, then all at once. The friction sends a white-hot shock through me. I ride him slow, grinding my clit against his pubic bone. Every time I lift off, I make him work to stay inside me.

“Are you picturing it?” I say, breathless.

He nods, barely able to speak.

“Tell me what you see.”

His grip tightens, fingers digging crescents into my flesh. “You, on your knees,” he pants. “Looking up at him, taking him in your mouth, getting off on how much you want it. He’s got his hands in your hair. And I’m watching so hard I can’t stand it.”

I fuck him harder, letting the words push me over the edge. “What else?” I demand.

He gasps. “You're moaning louder than you ever do for me. You coming all over him.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, riding the fantasy until it blurs into reality. “Would you come too? Sitting there, watching?”

“Yeah. God, yes.” His body shudders, thighs tensing under me.

I lean forward, lips at his ear. “What if he fucked me bare?” I say, voice low and mean. “What if I let him finish inside and made you taste it after?”

Nate loses it. He grabs my ass, slamming me down onto his cock as he comes, face contorted with pleasure and something darker—possession, maybe, or surrender. The vibration pushes me over, too, my orgasm scraping through me, raw and unexpected.

We collapse together, bodies sticky and tangled. For a while, there’s only the pulse of blood in my ears and the slow return of normal breath.

Nate kisses my shoulder, soft and grateful. “Where did that come from?” he asks, half laughing, half amazed.

I prop myself on one elbow, look him in the eye. “I guess I like knowing what you want,” I say. “I like making you want me. Even if it means sharing.”

He strokes my thigh, almost reverent. “I’ve never seen you like that.”

I shrug, but the truth is I’ve never seen myself like that either. The power still buzzes in my veins, and for once, it doesn’t scare me.

As Nate drifts toward sleep, I lie awake, tracing the lines of his ribs, thinking about what else I could do. What else could I make him want?

The city outside is quieter now, the skyline static and expectant.

For the first time, I think maybe this is what I’ve been waiting for.

#

Three days later, I’m still coming down from the high. The office is a hellmouth of last-minute deadlines and impromptu conference calls, but I barely register the chaos. Instead, I spend every spare second thumb-scrolling social media, chasing dopamine hits and anything that might remind me of the woman I’m apparently becoming.

It’s during one of these fugue-state breaks—face still flushed from the women’s room, where I just sent a voice memo to Alex detailing the latest “progress”—that I stumble across Mike Johnson’s photography account.

At first, it’s the urban shots that catch me: city corners at magic hour, chain-link fences laced with morning dew, subway platforms rendered in stark black-and-white. His eye for detail is predatory, intimate, the lens always locked on something half-hidden and alive. I scroll deeper and find the self-portraits—never full face, always in motion or partial, like he can’t quite let you pin him down.

Then there are the hands. In photo after photo, Mike’s hands cradle a camera, frame a shot, tip a glass, grip the back of a chair with knuckles gone white. Once they’re wrapped around the bare thighs of a girl perched on a barstool, her face out of frame but her pleasure obvious in the way she leans back, trusting him to hold her up. My pulse spikes. I imagine those hands on me—rough, direct, never asking, just taking.

I memorize the details: the pattern of freckles on his forearm, the way his shirtsleeves hug his biceps, the slant of his mouth when he’s caught mid-laugh by a friend’s iPhone. There are videos, too—Mike instructing a model to turn, to hold still, to look directly into the lens. His voice is softer than I expect, with an edge of amusement like he’s daring you to break character.

I don’t message him. I don’t even follow. My consumption of each post is repeated until the algorithm shows me more: tattooed hands, open collars, wrists with leather and silver. A curated feed for the newly unhinged.

That night, I came home still in my work clothes, blouse half-untucked, feet aching from the heels I wore for a meeting that never happened. Nate’s in the kitchen making stir-fry, the air thick with ginger and soy, his tie draped over a chair. He looks up as I walk in, and for a split second, I see a stranger—a man I could fuck, then leave, then never think about again.

I shake the thought loose.

Nate dishes up dinner, hands me a plate. “Rough day?” he asks.

I shrug, noncommittal. “Busy.”

He’s watching me, eyes sharp. “You’ve been… different lately.”

I ignore the opening. “In a bad way?”

He thinks about it. “No. Just—more confident, I guess. More yourself.”

That lands like a punch. I finish my drink, then excuse myself to the bathroom to peel off the workday and wash away the ghost of Mike’s hands from my neck.

#

Later, in bed, I pull the covers over us and nuzzle into Nate’s side. He runs a hand down my back, slow and lazy, but I can feel the tension coiled in his fingers.

“Do you want to?” I whisper, not even sure what I’m asking.

He shifts to face me, blue eyes soft in the half-dark. “Want to what?”

“All of it. The fantasy.” I rest my hand on his chest, feeling his heart stutter under the skin. “Would it make you happy? Or would it fuck us up?”

He pulls me close, so our faces are inches apart. “I think I’d explode if I saw you with someone else. But I want it anyway.”

The words hit me somewhere between my navel and my throat. I reach for his cock, find it half-hard and growing. I press my hips to his, grind slowly, teasing.

“Close your eyes,” I say.

He obeys. I stroke him, slow at first, then faster. “Picture it,” I whisper. “Another man. Watching me. Touching me.”

Nate’s jaw tightens; his breath comes ragged.

I lean in, mouth at his ear. “He’s got me on my knees. His cock is in my mouth, and I’m choking on it. I’m looking at you while he fucks my throat.”

Nate grabs my hair hard. “Jesus, Lee…”

I straddle him, drag the head of his cock through my wetness. “Do you see it?” I whisper, voice gone high and needy.

He nods, helpless.

I lower myself onto him, taking him all the way in. I ride him rough, grinding my clit on his pubic bone, nails scoring red down his chest. “He’s behind me now,” I gasp, losing the thread of my story. “You’re in front, and I’m fucking both of you.”

Nate comes with a shout, gripping my hips so hard I’ll bruise. I follow seconds later, my orgasm sharp and blinding.

I collapse onto his chest, breathless. He strokes my back, gentler now.

“Where did that come from?” he asks, voice muffled in my hair.

“I have no idea,” I say, but it’s not true.

#

I wake up before dawn, body sore in all the right places, brain still humming with aftershocks. Nate is asleep, one arm thrown over my waist, anchoring me to the bed.

I slide out carefully, pad to the kitchen for water. On the way back, I check my phone mindlessly and see that Mike Johnson’s profile has posted a new story: a single photo, out-of-focus, of two people laughing in a booth at some after-hours bar.

I stare at it longer than I should, thumb hovering over the heart icon.

I don’t tap it. I set the phone face-down, crawl back into bed.

Nate stirs, pulls me close.

For a moment, I wonder if I’m two people now: the dutiful wife and the hungry thing that lives in the back of my skull, always wanting more. I wonder if Nate can tell the difference, or if he even cares.

I curl into his warmth and close my eyes, but sleep doesn’t come.

Instead, I replay every detail—Mike’s hands, Alex’s words, the sound of my voice begging for it—and wonder how much further I can go before something in me snaps.

The city outside is waking up. The bedroom is still dark, but in my head, the lights are blazing.


Chapter 3

We walk the city after hours, past the point where the crowds are noisy and safe. The streets are mostly empty now, except for couples holding hands, cigarette breaks outside closing bars, and the occasional pair of cops on patrol, hands resting on their hips like they’re the ones with something to prove. Our path takes us into the park, which is never as deserted as you’d hope, but emptier than the rest of the world. Nate squeezes my hand, the warmth of his palm seeping up my arm, into the hollow behind my ribs. I watch the blue glow of his watch face when he checks the time—10:42, a little late for a constitutional, very late for a married couple that pretends to keep a schedule.

We stick to the main walk, but the grass is soaked from the earlier rain, and my sneakers leave wet prints on the pavement. The park lamps are spaced too far apart, so the world comes in patches—half shadow, half golden pools where the air is visible and all the benches look like stage sets.

“You sure you’re up for this?” Nate asks, like we’re on a real adventure and not just stalling before bed.

I bumped his shoulder. “If you want to call it, just say so. You’re the one who brought up cardio.”

He grins at me, all teeth and fake innocence. “Yeah, but I thought you’d beg off after one lap. This is like a personal best.”

I resist the urge to roll my eyes. “I’m not a geriatric, you know.”

His hand drops to my ass for just a second, a playful squeeze. “Prove it.”

I snort, but my heart stutters, the skin under my jacket suddenly too tight. “Pervert.”

He leans in, breath warm on my ear. “Takes one to know one.”

The lamps throw our shadows in front of us, elongated and melted together, like we’re already a single body. I’m hyperaware of every movement, the tap of my ponytail against the back of my neck, the way my thighs press and rub with each stride, how my skin is still humming from the memory of last night.

I don’t want to talk about it, but that’s all I want to do.

“Hey, Lee,” Nate says after a stretch of silence. “Remember what we talked about?”

He doesn’t have to specify. The words float between us, a game of chicken we’ve been playing for weeks.

I nod, face angled toward the ground. “Hard to forget.”

He bumps my hip again. “You ever think about… what if we actually did it? Like, for real?”

I freeze, and he tugs me gently back into motion. My cheeks go hot, a flush that feels like sunburn under the sodium lights. “You mean, like… actually bring someone into our bed?”

He nods, eyes locked on mine. I wait for him to look away, but he doesn’t. It’s not a dare. It’s a question.

I swallow, mouth dry as old chalk. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but… yeah. I’ve been thinking about it.” The admission falls out of me, a stone skipping across a glassy pond.

Nate grins, a slow, wolfish stretch of mouth. “What do you picture?”

I shake my head, hair slipping free of my elastic. “I’m not telling you.”

He laughs, pulling me off the main path, under a weeping willow whose leaves hang like curtains. We’re in a pocket of darkness, just out of view of the nearest jogger. “Come on, Lee. I told you mine. Quid pro quo.”

My pulse pounds at my temples. I can smell the after-rain, the sharp tang of grass and something slightly rotten, and Nate’s aftershave with the undertone of kitchen spice. “Fine,” I say, arms crossed under my breasts. “I pictured you watching. Like, not just watching, but… making me do things. Like I’m a toy, or a performance.”

He draws in a sharp breath, and I feel his cock twitch against my hip, even through the layers of denim and fleece.

“And what’s he like?” Nate asks, voice softer now, almost reverent. “The guy.”

I close my eyes, letting the words come, even though it makes me want to climb out of my skin. “Bigger than you. Not in the way you think, just… taller, broader. If you told him to pick me up and fuck me against a wall, he’d just do it. No questions. I don’t know his name. I don’t want to.”

Nate’s hand is on the back of my neck, thumb stroking the line where my hair ends. “And what do you want him to do to you?”

The world has tilted as I open my eyes, the lamps now behind him, and darkness close. “I want him to use me. I want you to tell him how to make me come. I want you to be the one who decides when I can have it.” My breath is shaky, every word a confession I can never take back. “I want you to be jealous. But I want you to love it, too.”

His hand trails down, fingers lacing with mine, squeezing so tight my knuckles ache. “Fuck, Lee. You’re going to kill me.”

A trio of dog-walkers passes on the other path, the click of nails on wet pavement, the snatch of low voices. I turn away, ashamed, but the air between us is too charged for anything to feel real.

Nate leans in, his words so close to my ear it’s practically inside me. “What if I made you take him in your mouth, right here? What if I watched you gag on it, make a mess of your lipstick, and then kissed you after?”

My cunt clenches so hard I nearly moan aloud. Instead, I grip his hand, nails digging half-moons into the meat of his palm.

He keeps going, lower and rougher now: “What if I made you bend over that bench, made you beg for it? What if I just sat and watched while he filled you up, and then made you come again, after he was done?”

I’m shaking, whether from cold or something else I can’t say. “Why does it turn you on so much?” I whisper, barely able to speak.

He strokes my wrist, soothing and cruel at the same time. “Because you’re mine. Because I know no one will ever make you feel the way I do. I want to see you let go. I want to see what happens when you stop being so good all the time.”

The streetlamp flickers above us, a moth rattling in the glass, strobe-lighting Nate’s face in half-seconds. I want to crawl into him, or away from him; I can’t decide.

“I don’t know if I could,” I say. “I mean, actually go through with it. What if I freak out?”

He cups my face, making me look at him. “Then we stop. Always. But you have to admit, it’s hot.”

I nod, too dazed to play coy. “So fucking hot.”

He kisses me, slow and sweetly, like we’re teenagers on a park bench, like nothing matters except the collision of lips and tongue and teeth. I taste the faintest trace of wine on his mouth, and it’s grounding.

A jogger passes, headlamp bobbing, and we break apart, both of us breathless and glassy-eyed.

“Come on,” Nate says, tugging me back toward the main walk. “Let’s finish the loop.”

We walk in silence for a minute, but it’s not awkward. It’s full. Every step, every brush of his hand, every echo of our conversation is a ghost in my head, flickering images of what could be. The stranger with powerful hands. Nate’s eyes, hungry and possessive. My body, laid bare for both of them.

I press my thighs together with every step, and wonder how much more I can take before I just say yes.

As we approach the park exit, I catch our reflection in the window of a darkened rec center: two people, the same height, the same posture, leaning toward each other in a way that says, I dare you.

And I think maybe I will.

#

I don’t know who moves first, but suddenly we’re veering off the asphalt and into the wild, untamed part of the park where the city never bothers to mow. My shoes sink into spongy grass, cold and wet, and a flash of panic lights up my chest—what if there’s mud, what if I ruin these pants, what if—

But then Nate is laughing, not the nervous kind, but the sound he makes when we fuck up a recipe together, or when I say something truly filthy in bed. He chases me, almost tackles me, and I yelp before clapping a hand over my mouth.

“You’re crazy,” he says, voice low, but his eyes burn.

I’m out of breath, but I turn on him, fists balled in front of his coat. “Shut up,” I hiss, though I’m the one with ideas spinning in my skull. “Just shut up and stand still.”

There’s an oak tree, huge and gnarled, the kind they build tire swings on in sappy movies. I pull him behind it, out of the lamps reach. I check over my shoulder, and the only witness is a squirrel, half-catatonic on a low branch.

“You’re really gonna—?” he starts, but I’m already dropping to my knees, the cold soaking through denim in a heartbeat.

His fly is stiff with rain and stubborn, but I get it open, fingers clumsy and half-numb. His cock springs out, half-hard but swelling fast, the tip already glossy in the dark.

“I thought you didn’t do outdoor stuff,” he whispers, voice trembling with the effort to stay quiet.

I look up at him, the angle new and weird and somehow hotter. “I don’t,” I say. “But maybe I do now.”

He leans against the tree, hands braced behind him, and I wrap my lips around his cock, taking as much as I can. The taste is raw, coppery and salty, but I suck harder, using my tongue the way he likes. The air is chilly, but his skin is so warm, almost feverish. I hollow my cheeks, move faster, and the noise in my head—cars, joggers, cops—just fades out.

A group passes on the main path, not ten yards away. Laughter, a snatch of pop music from someone’s phone, the jangle of dog tags. I bob up and down, the friction and risk making me reckless. I think, let them see.

Nate’s hips twitch, and he stifles a moan with the back of his hand. “Fuck, Lee,” he mutters, breath fogging in the dark. “You’re gonna make me come.”

I let him slip out of my mouth with a pop, wipe my chin on the sleeve of my jacket, then look up at him with a smile that’s all teeth and dirt and triumph. “Good,” I say. “That’s the point.”

But he’s not having it. He grabs me under the arms, pulls me up, and pins me against the tree, bark digging into my spine. He’s taller, stronger, and for a second I’m scared—but not really. My legs go slack, my cunt throbbing, and he’s fumbling at my waistband, yanking down my jeans and underwear in a single violent move.

The night air hits me, shockingly cold, and I gasp before he covers my mouth with his. His fingers find me wet and ready, and he pushes in with no warning, no buildup. I bite his lower lip, hard enough to taste blood, and he groans into my mouth.

He fucks me hard, desperate, one hand clamped over my mouth when I get too loud. The other hand holds my hip, fingers splayed like he’s hanging on for dear life. Every thrust slams me into the tree, rough bark scraping my ass and thighs, but I don’t care—I want more.

In the distance, a siren wails, and someone shouts near the playground, but here, in this hidden pocket, the world is nothing but breath and sweat and the slap of skin on skin.

“Goddamn, Lee,” Nate pants, teeth gritted. “Never thought I’d see you like this.”

I want to laugh, to tell him I never thought it either, but I’m too close, the pleasure bright and tight and mean. He reaches around, finds my clit, rubs it with the heel of his hand while he pounds into me. I arch my back, nails digging into the bark, and the orgasm rips through me, sudden and violent. I scream, but it’s muffled by his palm, just a high, strangled whine.

He keeps going, chasing his own finish, and I feel it when he shudders, cock pulsing inside me, warmth spreading deep. He buries his face in my hair, breath coming in sharp, broken gasps.

For a moment, we’re both too stunned to move. Then he pulls out, tugs my jeans up, kisses my cheek where a tear has leaked out. “Shit,” he says, voice shaky. “Are you okay?”

I nod, legs jelly, hands trembling. “Yeah,” I say, and I mean it.

He zips up, wipes his cock with a crumpled napkin from his pocket, tosses it into the grass. I pull myself together, blood still thundering in my ears.

We check for an audience—there's no one. Just the city, oblivious and endless.

As we walk back to the path, I feel his cum drip down my thigh, slick and hot. I want to be disgusted, but I’m not. I’m proud.

Nate squeezes my hand, gives me a look that’s half-awed, half-terrified. “You’re full of surprises.”

I grin, lips numb. “You have no idea.”

We make it to the streetlight before I laugh, wild and helpless. He joins in, and for once, there’s no shame in it.

Just us, and the night, and the secret we left behind in the dark.

#

After I take the world’s hottest shower, scrubbing grass stains and city dust from my knees, trying not to look at myself in the mirror above the sink. But when the water runs cold and I can’t avoid my reflection anymore, I see something different in the set of my mouth, the way my eyes won’t settle, the flush that refuses to fade from my cheeks.

I sit on the edge of the tub, towel bunched under me, and part my thighs just to feel the slickness between them. Nate’s cum is still leaking out, hot and humiliating, and I shudder—half revulsion, half pride. I cup a hand between my legs, scooping a glob onto my fingers, then study the mess. My skin glows, raw and oversensitive, the insides of my thighs burning where denim rubbed them raw. I expect guilt, but I feel a surge of power, bright as static.

“Who the fuck am I becoming?” I whisper to the tiled wall.

In the mirror, my hair’s a disaster, eyes wild and sharp, lips bitten through in places. There’s a scrape on my cheek from the tree, crescent marks across my palms where I dug my nails in. I run a finger across my bottom lip, swollen and bruised, and can almost still taste him.

For a second, I remember the scene from outside myself: girl on her knees, mouth greedy, not caring about the world. Boy, desperate and worshipful, letting her take the lead. Then the reversal—me pinned and split open, hands braced and body shuddering, no control but also more control than I’ve ever had.

I touch myself, slow at first, then harder, the ache from earlier still blooming. I close my eyes and let the memory run in reverse: the chill of the air on my bare ass, the scrape of bark, Nate’s hands and the shameful thrill of being used. It doesn’t take long—my body is wired, electric, a live wire left exposed.

But this time when I come, I imagine not just Nate, but someone else—bigger, faceless, maybe even cruel. I see him standing over me, hands in my hair, hips slamming into my face while Nate watches, helpless and aroused. I see myself spread open, filled up, fucked until I can’t take any more, and then made to take even more. Both of them, in my mind, trade me, because I desire it, not because I’m weak.

When the orgasm comes, it’s a shock, like a lightbulb burning out. I shake, clutching the towel, and try not to cry from the intensity.

Afterward, I stare at the ceiling and try to slow my breathing. The bathroom smells like sex and hand soap and my sweat. I love it. I hate it. I want to do it again.

I clean myself up, pull on a loose t-shirt, and go back to the bedroom where Nate is already half-asleep, one arm flung across the pillow where I’m supposed to be.

I slip under the covers, press my face into the crook of his neck, and let his heartbeat lull me. His hand finds my hip, holds it like a promise.

In the dark, I run my thumb over the scrape on my palm, and think about the next time, and the next.

I don’t know who I am anymore. But I know what I want.

And maybe that’s enough.


Chapter 4

The bedroom is lit like a jewelry box, with just one lamp on the dresser casting gold over the tangle of sheets and the stack of unread books by the headboard. I kneel at the edge of our bed, feeling the press of memory in my knees—the tree bark from the park, the roughness of that moment, how alive and raw it made me feel. Nate sits on the mattress a few feet away, bare-chested, legs crossed, his hands resting on his thighs like he’s trying to look relaxed and not like he’s about to come apart.

For once, I let myself just look at him: the way the light throws shadows under his pecs, how the veins run up his forearms, the tiny hollow just beneath his throat. He’s beautiful, and for a second I want to tell him so, but the words catch, and I’m not sure if it’s embarrassment or the thrill that chokes them off.

I swallow, then reach behind me to untie my ponytail, letting the hair fall messily around my face. It’s a small move, but it shifts something between us. Nate’s eyes go even darker, pupils blown wide.

I rest my palms on the bed, steadying myself, even though the tremor in my hands gives me away. “I want to do it,” I say, and my voice cracks halfway through. I clear my throat. “The thing you talked about. I want to really try it.”

Nate blinks once, like he’s rebooting. For a split second, I see raw surprise on his face, but it’s quickly burned away by hunger. He leans forward, elbows on his knees. “You mean it?” His voice is softer than I expect, almost reverent.

“Yeah,” I say. “But only if we talk about it first. Like, ground rules.” I look up at him, hoping he understands this is real and not a setup for a fight.

He nods, inching closer to the edge of the mattress. “Okay,” he says, “I want that too.”

Exhaling, my heart bangs like a bass drum. I look around the room, at the way my sweater is draped over the chair, the way the sheets are still rumpled from last night. I want to say something poetic, something that would make sense of how I got here—on my knees, in the same bedroom where we used to whisper jokes and fall asleep holding hands—but all that comes out is, “I’ve wanted nothing this much and I do not know why.”

Nate smiles, gentle, like he’s seeing me for the first time in years. He reaches for my hand, curling his fingers through mine, thumb stroking the inside of my wrist. “What changed?”

I think about Alex’s voice in my head, about the electric feel of Nate’s jealousy, about the anonymous man I’ve been conjuring in my daydreams. “I think… I think it’s the way you look at me when you talk about it. Like you want to see me become something else. And maybe I want that too.”

He brings my hand to his mouth, kissing the pulse point. His breath is hot, a little shaky. “So we keep it fantasy for now?” he asks. “Or do you want more than that?”

I feel my cheeks go pink. “Just fantasy. For now.” I can’t believe how much I want even that, how the idea of performing for him, of letting him choreograph the whole thing, makes my insides liquid.

He nods, and I watch the moment he lets go of whatever tension he’s been carrying. “Anything you don’t want?”

“Nothing rough,” I say, “and nothing with someone we know.” My voice is firmer now, like the words themselves are armor.

He nods again, this time more seriously. “Deal. If it gets weird, just say the word. We can stop at any time.”

The relief is so sharp I almost laugh. Instead, I lean forward and let him pull me up onto the bed, so we’re kneeling face to face. There’s an additional weight in the air—consent, but also anticipation, both of us running toward the edge of something neither of us can fully see.

I tuck my hair behind my ear, and he does the same, fingers lingering at my jaw. “God, Lee,” he says, voice wrecked, “you’re shaking.”

“I know.” I smile, and it feels like the bravest thing I’ve done all week. “I want you to tell me what to do. Tonight. I want to see what you see.”

He’s so close now, his breath hot on my mouth. “You sure?”

I don’t answer in words. I just kiss him, deep and slow, letting all the nervous energy pool between our tongues.

The sheets are warm, the perfume from last night’s lotion still hanging in the air. My hands tremble against his ribs, but when he lays me back on the mattress and climbs over me, I don’t feel scared. I feel alive.

We break the kiss only to breathe, and then I whisper: “Whatever you want. Just tell me.”

His eyes search mine for a long time, and then he nods, a tiny motion. “Okay,” he says, and I know this is the start of something neither of us will ever be able to take back.

I arch my back, inviting his weight, and he settles over me, hands gentle but insistent. The world is just the two of us, the bed, the lamp, and the storm brewing in the space between yes and no.

I close my eyes and let go.

#

When I open my eyes again, the room is molten with anticipation. Nate hovers above me, waiting for a signal. But this time, I don’t just wait to be acted upon. I press my palm to his sternum and push gently, guiding him to sit on the edge of the bed. He obeys, wide-eyed, as if this reversal is a magic trick he can’t quite believe.

I let my robe slip off my shoulders, teasing it down one inch at a time. The silk pools at my hips, then slides off, leaving me in nothing but a thin, navy bralette and matching panties. I stand in the center of the room, letting the lamplight paint every angle of me, every shadow and curve. Nate’s gaze follows the line of my collarbone, the soft swell of my breasts, the way my skin flushes along my ribs. He licks his lips, but doesn’t speak.

I move to stand between his knees, close enough to feel the heat coming off his body. He reaches for me, but I grab his wrists and hold them firmly, pushing them back down to his thighs. “No touching,” I whisper. “Not yet.”

He nods, and the tension in his jaw says he’s already dying for it.

I let my hands roam over my skin, fingers skating up to the straps of my bra. I toy with them, slowly peeling one down, then the other, letting the fabric barely cling to my nipples before letting it fall away completely. My breasts are small, but the cool air makes my nipples stand up, hard as pebbles. I cup them, roll them between my fingers, pinching just enough to feel the spark.

“Imagine someone else,” I say, my voice low. “Someone bigger than you. Maybe stronger.” I watch his cock jump inside his boxers at the words. “He comes in and doesn’t ask. He just takes.”

Nate’s hands are balled into fists. He’s so hard now I can see the ridge through the cotton.

I slide a hand down my belly to the waistband of my panties. I don’t take them off—yet. My palm presses against myself. I grind gently, closing my eyes for a second to see it as Nate wants.

“He puts me on my knees,” I say, picturing it, feeling my body react to the words. “Makes me suck his cock while you watch.” I squeeze my breast, nails digging in, just the way I know will leave marks.

Nate is breathing through his teeth, making a hissing sound, like if he isn’t careful he’ll combust.

I open my eyes and see him watching my every move. “He makes me gag on it. He doesn’t care if I cry or drool. He wants you to see what a slut I am for it.” I slide my thumb under the waistband, circle my clit through the fabric, then pull my panties aside just enough to bare everything.

I spread my knees and let him look. “You enjoy watching?” I say, and the power in the words makes my thighs tremble.

He nods, unable to speak, his hands gripping the sheets so tight his knuckles are white.

“He fucks me with his fingers first,” I whisper, plunging two of my own inside, slow and obscene. “Opens me up. Gets me so wet you can hear it.” And I can—I’m soaked, dripping already, the evidence of my arousal shining in the lamplight.

I keep my eyes locked on his. “He bends me over the side of the bed, just like this. You’re sitting there, just like now, but you don’t get to touch me. Not yet.”

Nate is panting now, chest heaving, his cock an iron bar tenting the front of his shorts.

“He fucks me rough,” I say, voice shaking with lust. “He pounds me so hard my whole body shakes. You can see everything. The way my tits bounce, the way I bite my lip so I don’t scream. You can see how much I love it.”

I rub myself faster, desperate now, not for Nate but for the fantasy, for the feeling of being watched and wanted and devoured.

“He pulls out and comes all over me. My ass, my back, even my face. You watch me lick it off my fingers.” I hold up two slick fingers, and make a show of sucking them clean, slow and dirty.

Nate shudders, and I see the pre-cum leaking through his shorts, the wet patch blooming darker and darker with every breath.

I step closer, so close our knees touch. Hooking my thumbs into my panties, I slide them down slowly, step out, and let them drop. I press a knee to the mattress, then the other, straddling one of his legs.

“Do you want me now?” I ask, hovering just above his lap.

His answer is a choked, desperate “God, yes.”

I smile, and this time it feels almost cruel. “Not yet,” I say. “I want you to watch me come first.”

I finger myself again, fast and rough, while he stares, breathless. I can see him fighting the urge to grab me, to shove me down on his cock, but he doesn’t. He just watches, like I told him to.

The orgasm comes hard, nearly knocking me off balance. I squeeze his thigh, nails digging in, as I ride it out, whimpering and gasping.

When I’m done, I wipe my wet fingers on his chest, leaving shiny streaks on his skin. “You can touch me now,” I whisper, and the instant I say it, he grabs me, pulls me onto his lap, and kisses me so hard our teeth clack together.

I let him, hungry for his touch, but still in control. I grind against him, feeling his cock hot and insistent under me, but I don’t let him inside.

Not yet.

I pull back, breathless. “Was that what you wanted to see?” I ask, voice smug and shattered at the same time.

Nate looks at me like I’ve set him on fire. “Fuck, Lee. You’re incredible.”

I kiss him again, hard and messy, tasting the sweat on his upper lip. “Good,” I say. “Because next time, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you.”

He nods, dazed, and I know I could ask for anything in the world right now, and he’d give it to me.

I let myself collapse on the bed next to him, both of us breathing hard, bodies tangled in heat and want and the aftershock of what we’ve just done.

I close my eyes and picture it again—the stranger, the hands, the feeling of being watched. It’s not scary anymore. It’s electric.

I wonder what else I could make him do.

I wonder how much further I could take it before I can’t recognize myself anymore.

And the scary thing is, I want to find out.

#

For a minute, we just lie there—me on my back, legs splayed, skin cooling in the breeze from the cracked window. Nate’s next to me, propped on an elbow, his cock still hard and leaking against his stomach. The way he looks at me now is different—less like a husband, more like a starving man staring at a feast. I soak in his hunger and decide not to let it wait.

I roll onto my side, then push myself up until I’m kneeling at his feet. He sits up, back against the headboard, and spreads his legs a little wider, invitation clear. I crawl between his thighs; the carpet leaving tiny red tracks on my knees, and stare at him with a bravado I can’t believe is actually mine.

He tries to say something—maybe “you don’t have to,” maybe “are you sure”—but I cut him off by wrapping my fingers around the base of his cock and licking a stripe from root to tip, never breaking eye contact.

It’s a completely different headspace—this isn’t the perfunctory, distracted blow job of year-three marriage, all obligation and clock-watching. This is me showing him exactly what I want, what I need, and the thrill of it makes me lightheaded. I swirl my tongue around the head, taste the salty bead of pre-cum, and let myself get messy. Spit drips down my chin, smears across his shaft. I suck him deep, using my hand to stroke what I can’t take, then bob up and down, keeping a rhythm that makes his hips jerk uncontrollably.

He grabs my hair, easy, just holding on, like he might fall apart if he lets go. “Jesus, Lee,” he moans, voice gone ragged. “You’re gonna make me come.”

I slow down, pull off with a pop, and look up at him. “Isn’t that what you want?” I say, smiling with my mouth still glistening.

He bites his lip, nods, fingers trembling in my hair.

I go back down on him, even more intense this time. I hollow my cheeks, twist my wrist at the top, alternate between fast and slow. Every so often, I pull back just enough to whisper something filthy: “Pretend it’s his cock. Pretend you’re watching me take it like a slut.” Or, “Do you want to see me gag for him? Do you want to see me drool all over myself?”

Each time I say it, Nate’s whole body twitches, like the words themselves are direct-wired to his nerves. He thrusts up, a little desperate, and I relax my throat, take him in as far as I can, until I feel him hit the back of my mouth.

He loses it. Hands fisting in my hair, he gasps out a warning—“I’m coming, fuck, Lee, I’m—” and then he’s shooting into my mouth, so much and so hot I nearly choke. I swallow it all, not stopping, not flinching, just drinking him down like it’s what I’ve wanted all night.

When he finally lets go of my hair, I sit back on my heels, licking my lips, a little breathless. I look up at him, waiting for a reaction.

Nate stares at me, shock and awe written all over his face. “Holy shit,” he says, voice hoarse. “You’ve never… I mean, you just…”

I grin, a feral little thing. “I know.”

He leans down, grabs my face in both hands, and kisses me, deep and sloppy, tasting himself on my tongue. “Goddamn, Lee. Who are you?”

I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, savoring the taste. “I’m yours,” I say, and this time I believe it.

He pulls me onto the bed, cuddling me against his chest, but I can feel the shift—how I’m not the same girl I was an hour ago, or a week, or a month. There’s something wild in me now, something hungry, and it’s not just for Nate.

I close my eyes, let his heartbeat anchor me, and wonder what I’ll do next time.

The possibilities are endless, and for the first time, that thought doesn’t scare me.

It makes me want more.

After, we collapse together, bodies sticky and ruined, the sheets twisted under us like proof of the storm. Nate’s head is heavy on my shoulder, arm draped across my stomach, his breath slow and even. He’s half asleep, blissed-out and pliant in a way I’ve never seen before—utterly spent, but still twitching every time I move my hand along his cock, stroking him softly even as he goes limp.

My body hums with residual electricity, a low-level vibration that keeps me from lying still. I shift just enough to see the clock: 2:04 AM. The city outside is muted, glass and concrete gone to gray-scale, but in this room everything feels hyper-saturated. Sweat dries on my skin, leaving me salty and raw. My hair is a mess, matted to my cheek, and there’s a purple bloom on my thigh where Nate’s hand clutched me too hard. I trace the bruise with my fingertip, savoring the ache.

He murmurs something in his sleep—my name, or maybe just a sigh—and I smile, running my nails along his chest. He always gets soft after he comes, loose and childlike, the hard edges of his ambition blunted for a few precious minutes. But tonight, I don’t want to sleep. I want to catalog every detail, replay every frame, commit it to memory so I can summon it later, when I need to remember how it felt to be wanted this much.

I roll out from under him, careful not to wake him, and pad to the bathroom for water. The tile is cold on my feet. I look in the mirror as I drink, and barely recognize the woman staring back. My eyes are bright, feverish, pupils dilated almost black. My cheeks are streaked with drying tear tracks and spit. There’s a smudge of mascara under one eye, a bite mark on my collarbone, a faint sheen of sweat that makes my skin glow. I look wild, not at all like the girl who used to check her lipstick before every Zoom call.

I lean closer, inspecting myself, and a weird pride blooms in my chest. I can still taste Nate on my tongue, bitter and familiar. My lips are swollen, glossy. I drag the tip of my finger down my sternum, over my belly, to the damp mess between my thighs. I touch myself, just a little, not even to get off, just to remember what happened and how alive it made me feel.

I think about everything that led us here—the first awkward conversation, the fight at the gallery opening, the time I caught him jerking off in the shower and didn’t say a word, just filed it away for later. The fantasy started as his, but now it feels like ours, a shared secret too hot to keep locked up in the dark.

I tiptoe back to the bedroom, slip under the sheets, and nestle into the curve of Nate’s body. He stirs, pulls me in tighter, nuzzles my neck with his nose.

“You okay?” he mumbles, voice heavy with sleep.

I nod, then realize he can’t see. “Yeah,” I whisper. “More than okay.”

He grunts, already drifting, but I know he’ll remember in the morning. He always does.

I stay awake for a long time, listening to his heartbeat, letting my mind spin through the possibilities. What if we keep going? What if I let him take me all the way to the edge, then over? Could the next time be more than fantasy?

The questions don’t scare me anymore. They excite me. I want to know what else I could become, what else he could make me want. I want to see how far I’ll go before I find my limit—and maybe, if I’m honest, I hope I never do.

I close my eyes and imagine the stranger: the hands, the voice, the feeling of being out of control but never unsafe. I picture myself saying yes, again and again, until the word is stripped of guilt, until all that’s left is hunger.

In the morning, I’ll probably second-guess it. I’ll stare at the bruise on my thigh, the bite on my neck, and wonder if it’s too much, if I’m too much. But tonight, in this bed, with Nate’s cum still drying on my tongue and my body shaking from the aftershocks, I know exactly who I am.

I’m the woman who can say yes.

And right now, that’s all I want to be.


Her Wildest Dare


Chapter 1

I wake up with the lingering ache of Nate’s teeth on my neck, and a musky, satisfied soreness throbbing in my hips and thighs. The comforter is bunched at my waist; my body’s bare except for the band of my wedding ring, which glints against the sheet, a small and proprietary warning to the world. Nate, on his side, breathes deeply. He always sleeps as if he’s making love to the pillow, lips parted, hand curved in gentle ownership over the sheets.

Sunlight slants across his shoulder blades. The bruise at the base of his neck is mine. I trace it with a fingertip, feigning sleep when he shifts. His arm comes over me, heavy and confident, and his morning wood stabs at my hip with lazy expectation. We’ve been together long enough that I know the rhythm—if I moved just an inch, let my ass press into him, he’d take the invitation. But it’s Monday, and already my phone is braying calendar alerts from the nightstand.

I slip out of bed, legs shaky, and tiptoe into the bathroom, shutting the door softly so the fan’s whirr won’t wake him. The mirror is full of bite-marks, smears of old eyeliner, and the wild, half-drowned look in my eyes that I only see after nights like last night. I don’t brush my teeth right away. Instead, I cup water in my palms and splash my face, hoping the shock will push away the memory:

Nate, hands pinned to my wrists above my head, voice hoarse: “Do you ever wonder what it’d be like if someone else fucked you? While I watched?”

I clench the marble edge of the sink until my knuckles blanch. My thighs press together, desperate to still the flutter he’s left inside me. He’d said it after we came, in that breathless space where the world feels half-invented and new rules apply. He’d said it again, whispering into my hair while I drifted off; the words burned in neon behind my eyelids.

“Not just anyone,” he’d added. “Someone who wants you as much as I do. More, even.”

I yank the shower handle too hard, scalding water erupting against tile. With three full minutes, I realize I’m soaping between my legs, focusing more on friction than cleanliness. I stop, embarrassed at myself, and scrub my scalp instead. The memory returns anyway. Nate’s tongue at my ear, the wet, hungry persistence of his fingers as he described—in graphic detail—how he’d orchestrate my surrender to another man. My body’s response is automatic, biological, and traitorous.

By the time I step out, the bathroom’s a humid cloud. I pick through the rack for a blouse that doesn’t highlight every nipple or hickey. My mind skips forward: the day ahead, the call with the new client, the strategy meeting, the five-alarm inbox. But every third thought is contaminated. When I dig out a pair of black slacks, I remember the rough way Nate had shoved my skirt up last night, breath hot on my inner thigh, saying, “You’d be so easy to ruin for someone else.” When I pull on my bra, I see the red impressions of his fingers on my sides, a literal roadmap of last night’s itinerary.

Nate’s in the kitchen when I emerge, hair wet, makeup half-done, shoes clutched in one hand. He’s dressed, but barely: boxers and a faded t-shirt, the same one he wore on our second date. He gives me a look that says he remembers last night too, and maybe he’s still living in it.

“Morning,” he grins, pouring coffee into my chipped owl mug.

“You’re insatiable,” I say, but my voice breaks and I have to cough to hide it.

He doesn’t answer, just grins wider and stands a little taller, a man proud of his handiwork. When he finally speaks, it’s the same phrase that detonated in my brain hours earlier: “You thinking about it yet?”

He doesn’t have to specify. I know exactly what “it” means.

I shake my head, but it’s a lie, and I can’t even keep the smile off my lips. I drink my coffee scalding, hoping it’ll burn away the image of my husband—blue eyes wild, pupils blown—whispering how he wants to see me with someone else.

“Don’t be late,” he calls after me, and the undertone is unmistakable: or I’ll make you pay for it.

#

My commute is twenty minutes, which gives me at least ten to play back every touch, every word, every shudder that started with Nate’s dirty confession and ended with me bent over the footboard, begging for his cock even while he taunted me about how another man would make me scream louder.

I tap the steering wheel at red lights, fighting the urge to squeeze my thighs together. My body is unreliable, skin feverish beneath my business casual armor. I wonder if the other drivers can tell if the barista at the drive-through knows I’m still wet from the night before.

The elevator ride up to the fifth floor is an exercise in self-control. I wedge myself into a corner, phone in one hand, tote bag in the other, eyes fixed on the LCD screen as if I’m studying stock prices instead of remembering the echo of Nate’s voice:

“You’d look so fucking good with someone else’s hands on you. I want to see you lose control for him. For me.”

I have to exhale through my nose, calm and precise, like I’m blowing out birthday candles for good luck. The urge to touch myself is so strong I’m scared I’ll do it, here in the elevator, in view of the security cam and two exhausted looking interns.

The office smells of burnt coffee and recycled air, but it’s safe here. No evidence of last night, no trace of Nate’s fingers or teeth or relentless imagination. I bury myself in email, hiding behind analytics reports and a sea of calendar invites. By 9:40 a.m., I almost forget about the fever under my clothes.

Almost.

But then there’s the client meeting. Everyone’s there: Sam from creative, Juliette from copy, Dennis who laughs too loud and always sits with his legs spread obscenely wide, like he owns the room. The conference table is cold against my arms, but beneath it my thighs are electric, crossed and recrossed, restless. My mind skates across the campaign numbers, but every time Dennis says “penetration rates,” my face flushes and I have to pretend I’m coughing.

Juliette shoots me a look. “You okay, Lena? You look a little… peaky.”

“Long weekend,” I say, adding a sheepish smile for good measure.

Under the table, my fingers are drawing lazy spirals on my thigh. Each orbit dips a little higher, under the hem of my skirt, until I realize—too late—that if I keep going, I might actually touch myself in front of the entire department. My breath hitches, and I focus hard on the PowerPoint slide. The numbers blur.

Dennis drones on. I picture his hands, blunt and capable, pinning my wrists to the table. I picture Nate in the corner, eyes dark, urging me to let go. My nipples harden in my bra, and I cross my arms, squeezing them flat. The friction is enough to make my pulse spike. I feel every beat of my heart in the seams of my panties.

Somewhere, a question is asked, and the silence that follows is waiting for me to answer. My lips part, but no sound comes out. I blink, shake myself, and stammer, “Sorry—could you repeat that?”

They laugh, and the tension breaks, but I can’t relax. My hand won’t stay still. It’s drawn to the inside of my thigh, fingers pressing harder now, dangerously close to the edge of office-appropriate behavior. I imagine what would happen if I just let myself go, right here, with the whole team watching. I imagine Nate’s grin, his slow nod of approval.

I’m on the verge of something—panic, climax, public humiliation—when the meeting ends. I pack up my folder with shaking hands, hoping no one notices the faint tremor, the light sweat beading at my hairline.

Juliette walks with me to my office. She leans in, voice pitched low. “Seriously, Lena. You okay?”

I force a laugh. “I’m fine. Just—didn’t sleep much last night.”

She arches a brow, and I think she knows, but not in the way I fear. “Girl, I feel you. Mondays suck.”

She peels off toward the break room, and I slip into my office, shut the door, and let my forehead fall to the desk. I count to ten. I consider, for a wild moment, stripping off my panties and stuffing them in my purse for the rest of the day. I don’t. I’m not that bold. Yet.

Instead, I fish out my phone and scroll to last night’s texts from Nate. The final one is a single line:

Imagine how wet you’ll be when you know I’m watching.

I close my eyes and do as I’m told. It’s not even noon, and my body is already counting the minutes until I can get home and let Nate finish what he started.

#

By the time I get home, my nerves are fried and my skin’s tight with a tension that nothing short of scalding water will fix. I dump my purse in the hall, peel off my blazer, and head straight to the bathroom. There’s a stack of unopened mail on the counter, a growing mountain of laundry by the door, but none of it registers. The only thing I care about is getting clean and, maybe, wringing the last of Nate’s fantasy out of my system.

I set the shower to punishingly hot and watch the glass fog up before I even step in. The steam burns my lungs, but I breathe it in, hoping it will erase the tightness in my chest. The day’s grime circles the drain. I close my eyes, tip my head back, and let the water drum against my scalp until the world dissolves into nothing but sensation.

My hands move by themselves, as if possessed. They linger at my collarbone, slip down between my breasts, over my stomach, and lower. I tell myself I’m just scrubbing off the stress, but I know that’s a lie before my fingers even reach the spot that’s been throbbing all day.

I lean against the tile, slick and cold against my forehead. My fingers circle, tentative at first, then harder, guided by the memory of Nate’s grip and the words he spat into my ear:

“Imagine a stranger. Someone watching you. Someone taking you while I just stand there and watch you fall apart.”

I picture it, impossible not to. The faceless man: tall, broad-shouldered, hands rougher than Nate’s, voice deeper. I’m naked and exposed, bent over the arm of a sofa or on my knees in a hotel room, and Nate is there—eyes glued to me, hungry and proud and helpless all at once.

My fingers move faster. I bite my lip, stifle a moan. The spray of water hammers my clit, amplifying every flick, every pulse of heat. My thighs quiver, and I dig my toes into the mat for leverage. The world narrows to the spot under my palm, the rhythm of my hand, and the surge of pleasure that’s cresting higher with every imagined thrust, every whispered “good girl.”

The orgasm is sharp, almost punishing, an explosion that makes my knees buckle. I ride it out, gasping, shuddering against the glass until my breath fogs a perfect oval in front of my mouth. When it’s over, I stand there a long time, eyes squeezed shut, heart hammering. I should feel clean, but I don’t. I feel raw, hollowed out, and a little afraid of what I just did.

I turn off the water and step onto the bath mat, avoiding my reflection at first. When I finally look, the woman in the mirror is flushed and tousled, skin pink from heat and friction. There’s a mark on my shoulder I don’t remember getting, and my pupils are huge, swallowing the hazel.

I run a towel over my hair, wrap another around my chest. For a second I just stand there, inventorying every curve and angle, wondering what the hypothetical stranger would see if he had me naked in front of him. Would he think I was pretty? Would he want me, even knowing I belonged to someone else?

Would I want him to?

The thought should fill me with guilt, but it doesn’t—not really. What unsettles me is how much I want to want it. How easy it is to imagine, not just as a fantasy, but as a future that could actually happen.

I dress in soft leggings and an oversized sweatshirt, the closest thing to armor I own. My skin is hypersensitive, as if the air itself might bruise me if I let down my guard. I blow-dry my hair, dab concealer over the mark on my neck, and steel myself for dinner with Nate. My body still vibrates with aftershocks, but my mind is quiet—at least for now.

Before I leave the bathroom, I glance in the mirror again. My reflection looks back, daring and a little wild, as if she’s in on a secret the rest of me is still too afraid to say out loud.

#

Dinner is roast chicken and roasted root vegetables. Nate must’ve stopped at the market, because there’s a bottle of wine breathing on the counter and a sprig of fresh rosemary sticking out of the potatoes. The normalcy of it is disorienting. It’s as if our bodies didn’t kill each other last night; as if my head wasn’t still echoing with the memory of my own moans an hour ago in the shower.

We eat mostly in silence, the clink of forks and hum of the refrigerator our only soundtrack. Nate watches me in a way that feels almost clinical, as if cataloging every micro-expression. I wonder if he knows I’ve already caved to his fantasy in my mind a thousand times. I wonder if he’s disappointed or proud.

“So,” he says finally, “how was work?”

I almost laugh. How do I explain what happened, that I spent half the day drifting through meetings in a state of near-constant arousal, fantasizing about being watched and taken by a stranger? That the only thing keeping me from touching myself at my desk was a fear of getting caught by HR, and even that was barely enough? I started small.

“Fine,” I say. “Busy. Lots of meetings.”

He nods. “You seem… distracted.”

I stab a carrot. “I could say the same about you.”

He grins, and for a second I see the man I married: playful, charming, the king of unearned confidence. “I’m just thinking.”

“About what?”

He shrugs, but his gaze holds mine. “You know.”

I know. I’ve been thinking about it all day, every day, since he first said it out loud. For a moment I wondered what would happen if I just ignored the conversation, changed the subject, retreated to the safety of routine. But I can’t. The words are pressing at my lips, an animal scratching at a locked door.

I set my glass down, heart hammering. “I’ve been thinking about what you said,” I say, voice softer than I intend. “About… taking things further.”

Nate doesn’t flinch. He sets his fork down, folds his hands. The table feels suddenly too small, the air between us thick with static.

“Yeah?” he says, like he’s been waiting for this exact line.

“I’m not saying yes,” I add quickly, “but I’m… I don’t know. Curious. About what it would feel like. For you. For me.”

He leans forward, elbows on the table. “Do you want me to tell you what I want?”

My breath hitches, but I nod. “Yeah. I think I do.”

He smiles—not with his mouth, but with something darker, more dangerous, in his eyes. “Okay. I want to see you with someone else. I want to watch you let go, completely. No holding back, no filter, no pretending you’re not enjoying every second. I want to see you ruined, and I want to know I made it happen.”

My face is on fire. I grip my thighs under the table, knuckles pressed white. “And then what?”

He doesn’t hesitate. “Then I want to fuck you harder than I ever have. I want to know that no matter who touches you, you’re always mine. Always.”

There’s something twisted and possessive in the way he says it, and my stomach flips in a way that’s equal parts terror and need. I glance away, unable to hold his gaze, but he’s relentless.

“Do you think you could do it?” he asks.

I bit my lip, searching for the truth. “I think about it. About what it would be like if someone else wanted me that much. If you watched it happen.”

He slides his chair back, stands, and rounds the table in three deliberate strides. I’m still seated when he kneels at my side, hands on my knees, parting them. His voice is low, vibrating through my bones.

“Show me,” he says. “Show me how much you want it.”

I shudder, then obey. My legs fall open, and his hands run up my thighs, under the edge of my sweatshirt, up to my hips. He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my leggings and tugs, slowly and unhurriedly, baring me inch by inch. When he sees I’m not wearing anything underneath, his breath catches—just for a second, but I hear it.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and the praise is a lightning rod straight to my core.

He kisses my inner thigh, teeth scraping gently over skin, and then he’s at my center, tongue hot and insistent. He licks me with a practiced hunger, slow at first, then harder when my hips lift off the chair. My hand goes to his hair, fingers twisting in the short curls at the nape of his neck, guiding him closer.

While he eats me out, he keeps talking—soft, filthy, unbroken sentences that wind through my head like a fever. “Imagine it’s someone else,” he says. “Imagine you’re spread out for a stranger, and I’m watching, stroking my cock while he fucks you. Would you let him do anything he wanted? Would you let him finish inside you, knowing I’ll have to clean up the mess he made?”

The words send a shockwave through me. I cry out, louder than intended, and Nate moans in response, lips never leaving my clit. He slips two fingers inside, curling them just right, and within seconds I’m shattering, spasming around his hand, mind blank except for the image of his fantasy playing out in Technicolor.

He doesn’t stop until I push his head away, oversensitive and gasping. When he finally pulls back, my arousal slick on his chin, he wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and looks at me like I’m the only thing worth worshipping.

He stands, takes my wrist, and drags me to the kitchen counter. The plate of chicken is forgotten, sliding to the floor with a crash that neither of us acknowledges. He bends me over the granite, hikes up my sweatshirt, and yanks my leggings the rest of the way down. I hear his zipper, the frantic rip of foil, and then he’s inside me, slamming home in a single, savage thrust.

He fucks me with a violence that borders on desperate, hands gripping my hips so hard I know I’ll bruise. His voice is right at my ear, the same words repeated in a loop: “You want to be watched. You want to be used. You’re mine, you’re mine, you’re mine.”

I come again, an aftershock that steals my breath and buckles my knees. Nate holds me up, thrusting through my orgasm, using me as a vessel for every filthy, jealous, aching thought he’s ever had about me.

He finishes with a growl, teeth sunk into my shoulder, and then collapses over my back, both of us panting, sweat pooling in the small of my spine.

For a minute we just stayed like that, bodies tangled, hearts racing in sync. When he finally straightens, he helps me up, brushes a stray hair from my face, and kisses my forehead—a gesture so gentle it feels out of place.

“So,” he says, voice hoarse, “still curious?”

I laugh, dizzy and blissed-out. “Still terrified,” I admit. “But… yeah. I think I am.”

He smiles, and this time it reaches his eyes. “Good. Because I have plans for us.”

I know he means it. And for the first time, I want to see what happens when the fantasy is no longer just a fantasy.

#

We never make it back to the dinner table. Nate and I end up sprawled on the cold tile of the kitchen floor, half-dressed and sticky with sweat, my leggings tangled around my ankles and his boxers pulled just far enough aside to get the job done. I rest my cheek on his chest, feeling the rise and fall of his breath, my hair fanned across his ribs.

He runs his fingers through the strands, gentle now, so different from the way he held me minutes ago. I trace the edge of his nipple, doodle lazy spirals across the flat of his stomach, marveling at the fact that I’m still trembling with aftershocks. For a while we say nothing, just let the silence settle over us, let the world shrink to the space of our conjoined bodies and the heartbeat pulsing between us.

When he finally speaks, his voice is soft, almost reverent. “I love you, you know that?”

I nod. “I know.” I lift my head, nuzzle his jaw. “I love you too.”

He grins, the wolfish Nate making a return, and tucks a wet strand behind my ear. “So, about these plans I have for us…”

I groan, half-laugh, half-mortified. “You don’t waste time, do you?”

He rolls us so I’m straddling him, my knees pressed into the cool tile, his hands spanning my hips. “You said you were curious.”

“Curious, yes,” I say, but my voice is already breathless, betraying the yes hidden under the surface. “Terrified, too.”

He lifts my chin, meets my gaze dead-on. “We do nothing you don’t want to do . You set the pace. And if you ever want to stop—”

“I know,” I interrupt, because I know. “I trust you.”

He beams, that proud, possessive smile. “Good. Because I want you to show the world how fucking beautiful you are.”

I shake my head, embarrassed, but it’s not a protest. “I can barely get through a meeting without daydreaming about being groped by the barista at the coffee shop. How am I supposed to survive an actual stranger?”

He laughs, low and intimate, as if he’s already seen it happen. “You’ll look incredible. In fact…” He glances down at the rumpled state of my clothes, and I feel the heat return to my face. “Let’s buy you something new. Something that’ll make men stare.”

The idea is terrifying, but also irresistible. I can picture it: the two of us at a bar, my dress just a little too tight, too short, Nate watching from across the room as men circle, his pride and lust barely contained.

I slide off his lap, legs weak, and pad to the living room to grab my laptop. When I come back, he’s still on the kitchen floor, smiling like he just won a prize fight. I plop next to him and open the browser.

“What’s the vibe?” I ask, teasing. “Trashy? Elegant? Both?”

“Both,” he says, not missing a beat. “Surprise me.”

We spent the next hour scrolling through sites, me alternately shocked and amused by his enthusiasm for dresses with cutouts, plunging necklines, and slits that threaten to expose everything. At first, I dismiss the raciest options with nervous laughter, but soon enough, I’m starring them for later, the thrill of possibility lighting up my skin.

Every so often, Nate reaches over and draws lazy circles on my bare thigh, proprietary but also oddly encouraging, as if his touch is a permission slip to push myself a little further. The idea that he wants me to be wanted—that he wants me to enjoy it—is heady and disorienting.

At some point, I realize I’m leaning into his side, my head on his shoulder, scrolling with one hand while the other toys with the hem of his shirt. I pick a few favorites, toss them into the cart, and shut the laptop with a decisive thud.

“All set,” I say, trying for nonchalance.

He laughs and drags me onto his lap. “You’re going to look incredible,” he says, voice low. “And you’re going to make it impossible for me not to take you somewhere dark and fuck you the second we get home.”

I shiver, loving the way the words feel in my ears, in my body. It’s wrong, or maybe dangerous, but I want it anyway. I want to see myself through his eyes, to see what happens when I let go of fear and do the things I’m not supposed to want.

We shower together, standing under the hot spray until our skin is red and raw, our limbs tangled in a slow, sticky waltz. Afterward, we crawl into bed, still damp and smelling of each other, my head tucked into the curve of Nate’s shoulder.

Before I drift off, I picture the dress: midnight blue, slit to the thigh, a neckline that plunges almost to my navel. I picture the Skyline Rooftop Bar, the warm press of strangers, the way Nate’s gaze will follow me through the crowd.

I picture the possibility of being watched, desired, ruined in public.

And for the first time, I think I might be ready to let it happen.


Chapter 2

I stand in front of the mirror, and the woman looking back at me isn’t quite myself. She’s braver, or at least better at faking it. The dress is black—true, inky black, not the forgiving navy or faded charcoal I usually wear—and it clings with a tenacity that’s both alarming and intoxicating. Every line, every hollow, every curve is on display, the hem hitting just shy of modesty. There’s a slit up the side that dares anyone to look, and the neckline isn’t so much a V as a straight shot to the center of my sternum. When I shift my weight, the silk slides against my skin like a whispered suggestion.

I run my hands down my hips, smoothing the fabric, pretending not to notice the fine tremor in my fingers. My legs look impossibly long, pale and vulnerable above the stilettos that I can barely walk in. My heart pounds, rapid and irregularly, and I keep catching myself holding my breath. In the mirror, my eyes are wide, the pupils swallowing the hazel. There’s a flush up my neck, blooming into my cheeks. I almost don’t recognize myself. I almost like it.

Lipstick is the final dare: a dark, grown-up red that feels like war paint. I twist the tube and steady my hand, though I have to brace my elbow against the sink to keep from smudging it all over my face. I blot, check for stray lines, and practice a smile, but it comes out brittle and unconvincing. The reality of what I’m about to do hits me all at once, and for a second I’m certain I can’t go through with it. But then I remember Nate’s face this morning, the way his eyes followed me as I left for work, already undressing me in his mind.

I hear footsteps in the hallway—measured, each one echoing against tile. I’m so focused on my reflection I don’t notice the door opening, not until I see him standing behind me in the mirror. He’s in a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled up, dark slacks that fit him almost too well. His hair is still damp from the shower, and his jaw is smooth, freshly shaven. He looks like he’s come straight from the cover of a men’s fashion magazine, but there’s something feral in his eyes, something that belongs to me and me alone.

He stops in the doorway, one hand on the frame, and for a moment he just stares. His gaze travels from my shoes to my lips and back again, greedy and unfiltered. He swallows hard, Adam’s apple bobbing, and I watch his fingers flex against the wood.

“Holy fuck, Lee,” he says, voice dropping to a register that makes my thighs tense. “You’re going to kill me.”

I can’t decide whether I want to preen or cover myself up. Instead, I settle for turning away from the mirror, facing him fully. The air between us thickens, charged and brittle. He crosses the room in three strides, not stopping until he’s close enough that I have to tilt my chin to meet his eyes. He slides his hands to my waist, fingers splayed, thumbs grazing the bare skin above the dress’s side cutout. The contact is electrical.

“You look…” He trails off, searching for words, but they all seem to fail him. His hands tighten, anchoring me in place. “Jesus, Lena.”

I laugh, but it comes out as a nervous bark. “It’s a lot, right? Maybe too much?”

He shakes his head hard. “Not even close. It’s perfect.” His eyes bore into mine, and I saw the hunger there, the unmistakable pride. “You’re perfect.”

My blush deepens, but his words work like morphine: all the old anxieties—am I pretty enough, am I doing this for the right reasons, am I going to regret it—blur at the edges. In its place is a sharp, clean need, a longing to see myself through his eyes.

He draws me in, our bodies pressed flush, and dips his head so his lips brush my ear. “You ready?” he asks, voice a velvet rasp.

I bite my lip, unsure if I can trust myself to speak. But I nod, and that’s enough for him.

“We don’t have to go,” he says, almost gently. “If you’re not ready. We can just…” He lets the sentence hang, possibilities trailing behind it like perfume.

“I want to,” I say, surprised at the steadiness of my voice. “I just… I don’t know what to expect.”

His hands migrate up my ribs, thumbs skating over the swell of my breasts, fingers teasing the zipper hidden at the base of my spine. “You set the rules, Lee. We do it your way. You say stop, we stop. You say go home, we go home. Simple as that.”

I nod again, but the tension inside me isn’t fear anymore. It’s anticipation, bright and brittle.

He leans back, surveys me again, and grins—wolfish, unrepentant. “You know, if we don’t leave right now, I’m going to bend you over the dresser and ruin your makeup.”

He says it so matter-of-factly that I nearly dissolve, my knees threatening to give out. I catch myself on his forearm, fingers digging into his skin for balance.

“I’d like to see you try,” I shoot back, the words out before I can censor them.

His eyes narrow, but his smile widens. “Don’t tempt me.”

He releases me, steps back, and plucks my coat from the bed. When he drapes it over my shoulders, his fingers linger a fraction too long, tracing the line of my collarbone exposed by the dress’s reckless cut. He presses a kiss to my neck, right where the pulse hammers beneath my skin.

“Ready?” he repeats, softer now.

“As I’ll ever be.”

He leads me downstairs, hand at the small of my back, grounding me with each step. The world outside feels colder, the night air knifing through the coat and raising goosebumps along my arms. I shiver, but not from cold.

We walk to the car, and as I settle into the passenger seat, Nate leans across and buckles me in, lips brushing my cheek before he pulls away. There’s a current in the way he looks at me, a promise of everything to come. My pulse thrums so loud I wonder if he can hear it.

Halfway to the bar, he glances over, his hand resting on my knee, fingers tapping a slow, deliberate beat.

“Remember,” he says, voice low, “I’ll be watching you the whole time.”

The words rooted in my brain, sending a shockwave down my spine. I can already feel the weight of his gaze, the way it will strip me bare long before anyone else has the chance.

I let my eyes close, just for a moment, and picture the night ahead: the lights, the strangers, the infinite ways I might lose control. I picture myself surrendering to it, not out of duty, but because I want to know what it feels like to be the center of someone’s universe, even for a single, shining hour.

When I open my eyes, Nate is still watching me, blue irises burning with pride and something darker. The tension in my chest unfurls, and for the first time all day, I smile and mean it.

“Good,” I say. “That’s exactly what I want.”

#

The Skyline Rooftop Bar is packed—two hundred bodies squeezed into a space designed for half as many, every table and banquette lined with people who look expensive, bored, and ever so slightly predatory. The ceiling is all exposed beams and strings of Edison bulbs, casting everyone in soft gold and honey. Every window is thrown open to the city, and the air is dense with perfume, sweat, and the tang of citrus from a hundred mocktails. There’s a buzz in the atmosphere, a low, persistent thrum of energy that makes my skin crawl in the best possible way.

Nate steers me through the crowd with a hand on my lower back, subtle but possessive. He’s traded his earlier crispness for an effortless cool, jacket slung over one shoulder, the top buttons of his shirt undone to reveal just enough collarbone to invite speculation. His eyes are everywhere at once: scanning, calculating, cataloging. He’s not the only one watching me. I can feel a dozen pairs of eyes on my legs, my chest, the unrepentant black dress. The attention is electric—every step I take is a minor rebellion, every sidelong glance a confirmation that I am, for once, the focal point of the room.

At the bar, Nate signals for two waters and leans in, lips at my ear. “Look around,” he says. “Pick someone who makes you nervous.”

I let my eyes wander. The first few candidates are easy to dismiss: the finance bros in Patagonia vests, the art students with thrift’d blazers, the post-grad couples clutching each other like life rafts. I feel his eyes on me, watching for hesitation, so I play along, scanning further down the bar.

And then I see him. Mid-thirties, angular jaw, hair combed back with surgical precision. His suit is tailored within an inch of its life, navy with a barely-there herringbone, and his shirt is the color of pale cream. He’s alone, scrolling through emails on his phone with a half-empty glass of tonic sweating at his elbow. Everything about him screams money, power, the sort of self-assurance that is deeply earned or completely sociopathic.

I glance back at Nate, who’s already followed my gaze.

“Him?” Nate asks, a crooked smile in his voice.

I nod, pulse tripping over itself.

Nate’s hand tightens on my waist. “Go say hi,” he instructs, low and steady. “Flirt with him.”

He doesn’t wait for my response; he turns, melting into the crowd, leaving me suddenly exposed. For a second I freeze, all my bravado evaporated, but then I remember the way he looked at me in the mirror, the absolute certainty in his voice when he told me I was perfect. I square my shoulders and make my way toward the man at the end of the bar.

He doesn’t look until I’m practically next to him. I set my clutch on the bar top, careful to keep my hand from shaking.

“Is this seat taken?” I ask, pitching my voice just above the ambient noise.

He looks up, and for a second his eyes linger somewhere between my collarbones and my lips. When he meets my gaze, it’s with an amused, slightly predatory smile.

“Not anymore,” he says. “By all means.”

I slide onto the stool, crossing my legs. The slit in my dress opens obligingly, and I catch his eyes flicker down, just briefly, before he resumes his practiced nonchalance.

“What are you drinking?” he asks.

“Water, for now,” I say, smiling with more boldness than I feel.

He grins, all teeth. “Designated driver, or just a model of self-restraint?”

I laugh, and the sound is lighter than I expect. “I have to pace myself. The night’s just getting started.”

He raises his glass in salute. “Smart woman.” He glances at my left hand—whether he’s looking for a ring or just cataloging, I can’t tell. “I’m Daniel,” he offers.

“Lena.”

His handshake is warm, dry, confident. “So, Lena, tell me—are you here to be seen, or to see?”

The question is so on the nose I almost choke. “Little of both,” I answer, letting the words hang. “What about you?”

“Mostly here to decompress after a long day,” he says. “Corporate law. You?”

“Marketing,” I reply, which is accurate enough.

He winces in mock sympathy. “So we’re both professional liars.”

I laugh again, genuine this time. The tension in my neck unwinds. He’s easier to talk to than I expected, the conversation moving in nimble circles—work, the city, the general absurdity of Thursday nights on a rooftop bar. I slip into the rhythm of it, surprised by how good it feels to be charming, to be wanted, to be allowed to perform a version of myself that is all shine and no shadow.

I become aware at some point that Nate is still in the room. I spot him across the bar, deep in conversation with a bartender, but every so often his gaze cuts to me, sharp and possessive. The sight of him watching me is both a safety net and a thrill. I can feel the heat of his attention on the nape of my neck, keeping me upright when the old anxieties threaten to creep in.

Daniel leans in, elbows on the bar, and the conversation shifts from work to pleasure: favorite books, movies, bad dates. There’s a point where our hands brush, and I don’t pull away. He notices, his eyes narrowing in a way that suggests calculation, but not displeasure.

“You’re very… open,” he observes, and I can’t tell if it’s a compliment or a diagnosis.

“Is that a bad thing?” I counter, letting my knee nudge his under the bar.

He smiles, slow and deliberate. “Not at all. Most people here are just looking for an excuse to talk about themselves. You actually listen.”

He’s not wrong. I’m listening for every signal: the shift in his posture, the dilation of his pupils, the way his voice dips when he says my name. I want to learn the choreography of seduction, to see if I can actually make a stranger want me as much as Nate insists they would.

I laugh at his jokes, lean in when he tells a story, let my fingers trace the condensation on my glass in a way that feels almost theatrical. My legs cross and uncross, as the slit in my dress moves. I feel myself slipping into a persona—bolder, hungrier, a version of me I’ve only ever let out in the privacy of our bedroom.

Eventually, the conversation turns. Daniel’s gaze lingers on my mouth as he asks, “So, Lena, are you seeing anyone?”

I hesitate just a second too long. Then I nod, glancing down the bar to where Nate is standing, arms crossed, watching.

“My husband,” I say, and the word hangs in the air like smoke.

Daniel’s eyes widen fractionally, then flicker to Nate, then back to me. “And he’s… okay with you talking to me?” He asks it softly, but there’s an edge of disbelief, maybe even hope.

“He’s the one who wanted me to,” I say, my lips curving into a smile I barely recognize.

Daniel leans closer, and for the first time I see the hunger behind the mask. “Well,” he murmurs, “I suppose I should try not to disappoint him, then.”

My pulse stutters, and the world contracts to the three feet of air between our faces. I can see Nate in my peripheral vision, and I know he’s watching, approving, orchestrating every moment. But right now, all I want is to see what happens next.

I take a breath, steady my hands, and brace for the next step.

The night is just getting started.

#

The longer I talk to Daniel, the more I become a version of myself I barely recognize—a woman who lets a strange man’s hand rest on her thigh, who laughs a little too loud, who leans in close enough that her hair brushes his shoulder. The woman who makes promises with her eyes. I don’t know if I like her, but I can’t deny the way she makes me feel: reckless, exposed, alive. Every word out of my mouth is a minor act of betrayal, and each one makes me wetter than the last.

At the half-hour mark, I catch Nate’s gaze over Daniel’s shoulder. He’s abandoned the pretense of casual observation; his attention is a solid, suffocating thing, holding me in place even from across the room. His jaw is clenched, eyes dark, hands in fists at his sides. The message is clear enough.

I make my excuses—something about needing to find a friend before she leaves—and Daniel stands to offer a handshake, but I can see the speculation in his eyes. He gives me a business card, sliding it into my palm with a discreet, practiced touch.

“If you ever want to grab coffee,” he says, “or anything stronger.”

I pocket the card, letting my lips curl into a smile that promises more than it should. “I’ll think about it,” I say, and I mean it.

I’m halfway to the door when Nate intercepts me, his hand on my wrist, pulling me into the shadows behind the stairwell. His kiss is instantaneous and brutal, all tongue and teeth and pent-up need. He crowds me against the wall, grinding his body into mine, making it clear exactly how much he’s been affected.

“I need you,” he says, voice shredded. “Now.”

We stumble out onto the street, the air sharp. Nate flags down a rideshare with one hand, the other never leaving my waist. In the car, he pulls me onto his lap before I can protest, his fingers burrowing under the hem of my dress, exploring the slick heat between my legs. I gasp, clutching his shoulder, my thighs spreading instinctively. The driver glances in the rearview mirror, but Nate doesn’t care, and neither do I.

He slides two fingers inside me, slow and deliberate, thumb circling my clit. I bit down on his shoulder to keep from moaning aloud. He whispers in my ear, filthy and soft: “I saw the way you looked at him. I bet you’re dripping.”

I nod, unable to form words, and he fucks me with his fingers all the way home, never once breaking eye contact. By the time we pull into the driveway, my whole body is vibrating, on the verge of coming undone.

We barely made it through the front door. Nate slams me up against the wall, hands everywhere at once, mouth devouring mine. He hikes up my dress and rips the crotch of my panties, exposing me completely.

“Did you like it?” he demands, pushing the head of his cock against my entrance. “Did you like letting him look at you, knowing you belong to me?”

I can’t think. I can’t breathe. All I can do is nod, desperate and raw.

He plunges inside me with a single, savage thrust, pinning my wrists above my head with one hand while the other squeezes my ass. He fucks me like he’s trying to stake a claim, every stroke a declaration of ownership.

“Tell me what he said to you,” Nate orders, punctuating each word with a deep, punishing thrust.

I shudder, the words tumbling out in a rush. “He… he said I was beautiful. He couldn’t stop staring at my legs. He wanted to—wanted to take me out. Wanted to know if I was available.”

“And what did you tell him?”

“I told him I was married. I told him you were watching.”

Nate growls, the sound primal, and lets go of my wrists so he can grip my hair, yanking my head back to expose my throat. He bites down hard enough to mark, and I whimper at the sharp, delicious pain.

“You liked it,” he says, softer now, almost reverent.

“Yes,” I admit, voice breaking. “I fucking loved it.”

He slows, hips grinding in tight circles, the head of his cock pressing against that spot inside me that makes my knees go weak. “Did you want him to touch you?”

“Maybe,” I gasp, ashamed but unable to lie. “I thought about it.”

He rewards my honesty with a slap to my ass, making me cry out. “Good girl. That’s my girl. I want you to think about it, want you to imagine what it would feel like to let him ruin you while I watch.”

The image nearly undoes me. I squeeze around him, already trembling on the edge.

He pulls out, turns me around, and bends me over the back of the couch. He enters me again, deeper this time, his hands bruising my hips, his chest pressed to my back.

“Tell me more,” he pants, voice shredded. “Tell me everything.”

I babble out the rest: how Daniel’s hand lingered on my thigh, how his gaze dipped to my cleavage every time I leaned in, how he offered me his card and made it clear exactly what he wanted. Each detail makes Nate fuck me harder, faster, until I’m a mess of sound and sensation.

I come first, so hard I see stars, my whole body clenching around him. He follows a second later, roaring my name into the curve of my shoulder, filling me so completely I can’t tell where he ends and I begin.

We collapse onto the floor, tangled and spent, the only sound our ragged breathing and the distant hum of traffic through the window.

Nate drags me onto his lap, cradling me against his chest, stroking my hair with a tenderness that feels almost obscene after what we just did.

“You were perfect,” he whispers into my ear, lips ghosting over the bite mark he left. “Better than I ever dreamed.”

I close my eyes, the memory of Daniel’s eyes and Nate’s hands replaying in an endless loop. For the first time in my life, I am whole: desired, possessed, and utterly, beautifully ruined.

I smile into the hollow of his throat, knowing the night is only the beginning.


Chapter 3

The first time I see his name in print, I’m sitting in the waiting room at my dentist’s office, legs crossed and phone dead, half-watching a muted TV rerun of The Office. Someone has left a stack of battered arts magazines on the table, and I rifle through them for a distraction. That’s where I spot it: a glossy, full-page promo for the Westside Gallery’s new exhibition, “Obsession/Exposure—Selected Works by Michael Johnson.”

The headline is a punch in the face. Even more so, the subheading states: “Johnson’s lens confronts desire, anxiety, and the limits of self-control.”

My own skin prickles. Maybe it’s the residual guilt from last night, or maybe it’s the queasy thrill of recognizing what you want before you’re ready to admit it out loud.

I rip the page out, fold it into my purse, and spend the next three days checking the gallery’s website whenever I’m supposed to be working. By the time I muster the nerve to mention it to Nate, I’ve already stalked Michael Johnson’s Instagram, his agent’s LinkedIn, and every review of his shows in the last five years. His work is everywhere—faces and bodies, always in black and white, always poised on the edge of something unspeakable.

That Friday, over takeout sushi and half a bottle of Gewurztraminer, I put the magazine ad on the table between us like a card in a high-stakes poker game. Nate’s eyes flick from the headline to the photo to my face, reading me like he’s learned to expect trouble whenever I propose “date night” outside our apartment.

“This is the guy?” he asks, picking up the page, turning it over in his hands. “The one you mentioned?”

“Yeah.” I say, hiding my nerves behind the rim of the glass. “The show opens tomorrow night. There’s a reception. We could check it out, if you’re free.”

His lips twitch. “You want to see more of his… work?”

I refuse to blush. “I think it could be fun. You know. Something different.”

He leans in, blue eyes alive with mischief. “Are you hoping we run into him?”

I roll my eyes, but my pulse betrays me. “It’s a gallery, Nate. He’ll probably be schmoozing some arts board donor or whatever.”

He grins, holding the page between two fingers. “Let’s go. But you wear that green dress.”

I arch a brow. “You know the one.”

Of course he does. It’s the dress I wore the night he proposed, deep emerald silk with a slit up the thigh and a neckline that hints at cleavage without going full pornographic. I’ve only put it on once since then, and only for him, in our bedroom, for a private little striptease. That he wants me to wear it in public feels suddenly both thrilling and terrifying.

He folds the ad and tucks it into his shirt pocket, right over his heart. “It’s a date,” he says. “And this time, you’re the one on display.”

The next night, I get ready in stages, slow and deliberate, every motion a negotiation between fear and anticipation. I do my makeup twice, settling for hair up with a few strategic strands left loose. The dress is as indecent as I remember, but when I step into it and zip up, the silk glides over my skin and the effect is less “look at me” than “dare to try.” I pair it with simple gold hoops and strappy heels that make my calves look lethal.

Nate watches from the bed, tie undone, shirtsleeves rolled. His gaze moves over me in lazy, appreciative sweeps, but there’s calculation there too—a private scoring of how much attention I’ll command tonight.

He steps behind me, hands on my shoulders, and kisses the top of my spine. “You look like trouble,” he murmurs, and the way he says it makes my insides twist.

He doesn’t let go of my waist until we’re out the door.

#

Westside Gallery is a glass box wedged between a vegan bakery and a dog boutique, its windows splattered with the kind of rain that never fully commits to being a downpour. Inside, the lighting is cold and perfect, illuminating the walls in sharp relief. There’s already a crush of bodies: art students in thrift’d blazers, septuagenarians with wine teeth, tattooed models with hair the color of traffic cones. I feel immediately, painfully out of place, and for a second I want to bolt.

Nate squeezes my hand, steering me past the coat check and into the throng. “Relax,” he says, voice pitched low for just me. “You belong here.”

I let him lead, focusing on the wall display to the right. A massive first photo: a woman’s back, muscles tense, arms up, a faint whip mark. The caption reads “Penitent #2.” I can’t tell if it’s erotic, clinical, or both. The gallery is laid out like a labyrinth, every alcove revealing more flesh, more variations on vulnerability and exposure. I’m not the only one staring.

We do a slow lap, lingering at the corners, letting the crowd swirl around us. I catch snippets of conversation: “Such a brutal eye,” and “He’s the only one who gets the lighting right for darker skin.” Nate listens too, sometimes leaning in to whisper, “What do you think he’s trying to say with this one?” or, “That pose reminds me of you.”

I pretend to scoff, but some models really look like me—same compact build, same crescent birthmark on the left hip, same fuck-you tilt to the chin. I wonder if he notices, or if it’s just me projecting.

Halfway through the second room, the current of the crowd shifts, and I feel him before I see him. Michael Johnson is talking to a cluster of grad students near the catering table, all angles and intensity, dressed in black on black. Up close, he’s less severe than I imagined, the sharp jaw softened by a day’s worth of stubble, his hair a disobedient mop that looks like it’s been finger-combed a thousand times. He gestures as he speaks, his hands covered in ink stains and a silver thumb ring. He doesn’t notice us at first.

Then he does.

His eyes land on me—just a flick, but it’s direct, assessing, and instantly I’m every model pinned to his gallery walls. His gaze lingers a half-second too long, then slides to Nate, who stands a little taller and meets it with a quick, acknowledging nod. There’s a moment of silent calculation, like they’re two predators recognizing each other at the watering hole.

Then Mike breaks off from his audience, crosses the room with an economy of motion that suggests he’s done this a thousand times.

“Hi,” he says, extending a hand to Nate first, then me. His grip is warm, not too firm, but there’s a certainty to it. “Glad you could make it. I’m Michael.”

He smells faintly of leather and graphite, or maybe it’s just the suggestion planted by his photos. When he turns to me, he doesn’t bother with pleasantries; instead; he steps just inside my comfort zone, voice dropping to a confidential register.

“I’m sorry if this is forward, but you have the face that makes my job too easy.”

I blink, not sure how to respond. “I—thanks?”

He laughs, genuinely and self-deprecatingly. “I’m serious. The bone structure, the eyes. You’d photograph beautifully.”

Nate beams, proud and hungry. “I keep telling her, but she doesn’t believe me.”

Mike looks from him to me, reading the dynamic instantly. “You’ve never modeled?”

I shake my head. “Only for my husband. And only when bribed.”

“That’s a crime,” he says. “If you ever want to try, my studio’s five blocks from here. No pressure, just—think about it.”

He hands me a business card, but instead of the usual glossy rectangle, it’s a thick, matte square, embossed with his name and a cryptic web address. As he passes it to me, his fingers brush my palm—slow, deliberate, almost daring me to notice. My skin tingles in response.

The conversation turns to safer ground: his process, what film stock he prefers, how he gets people to drop their masks. Nate asks questions, and Mike answers with a mix of technical detail and artful mystery, never quite revealing his tricks. All the while, he keeps stealing glances at me, each one a silent question.

At some point, Mike excuses himself to greet a collector across the room. As he leaves, he leans in close—so close I can smell the wine on his breath—and murmurs, “Seriously, Lena. You’d be incredible in front of the camera. If you’re interested, text me.”

He’s gone before I could answer, swept into another knot of admirers.

Nate waits until we’re alone by the punch bowl before turning to me, eyes electric.

“Holy shit,” he says. “Did that just happen?”

I look down at the card in my hand, the weight suddenly enormous. “I guess it did.”

He grins, voice low and conspiratorial. “Did you like it?”

I don’t trust myself to answer, not with my pulse hammering in my ears. Instead, I slip the card into my purse and drag him to the next photo, trying to look like I haven’t just been propositioned by the one man on earth my husband might want me to fuck more than himself.

We spend the rest of the night pretending to be just another couple at the opening, but every time Mike’s eyes meet mine across the room, I feel the invitation all over again.

By the time we leave, my entire body is buzzing. Nate’s hand doesn’t leave my lower back the entire walk home, and when we get inside, he pushes me up against the hallway wall and kisses me like he’s marking territory.

I let him.

But even as his hands slide up my thighs, I’m already imagining what it would feel like to be on the other side of Michael Johnson’s camera. To be seen not just as an object, but as an obsession.

And I’m not sure which part scares me more.

#

The hardest part isn’t walking into the studio. The hardest part is the waiting—the endless loop of indecision that plays out in my head all week, replaying the memory of Mike’s hands, his eyes, the way he said my name as if he already knew what I looked like naked. Every day, I stare at his card, the matte black gone fingerprint-slick, and tell myself a hundred reasons this is insane.

Nate doesn’t help. If anything, he stokes the fire. He sends me links to interviews with Mike, reviews of his past shows, even a podcast where he talks about shooting “emotional honesty” in his models. I click on one at work and nearly combust when I hear his voice—measured, faintly raspy, totally in command.

Friday night, Nate comes home with a single, emerald-green tulip. “For luck,” he says, setting it on the kitchen table, “and for temptation.”

“You ready?” he asks.

I laugh. “For what?”

“For being immortalized by the city’s most infamous pervert.”

“Remind me again why you’re so into this?” I try to sound teasing, but there’s an edge.

Nate leans back, grinning. “I want to see what he does to you. I want to see how you look when you’re not trying to please me, but yourself.”

It’s the line that would piss me off if it weren’t true.

#

Saturday morning is all nerves. I try on four different outfits—sleek black sheath, gauzy white blouse, even the green dress from last week—but none of them feel right. In the end, I go for jeans and a white t-shirt, hoping the casualness will armor me against whatever’s coming.

Nate wears charcoal joggers and a faded Wilco t-shirt, but his hair is combed and his jaw shaved clean. We walk the six blocks to the studio in silence, holding hands, the contact grounding me even as I feel like I might float off into the stratosphere.

Mike’s studio is on the top floor of a rehabbed warehouse, the door marked only with a brass “5B.” The elevator smells of paint and old sweat, the light inside flickering with every bounce. When we reach the landing, the door is already cracked, music leaking through—a slow, fuzzy version of “Heroes” by Bowie.

Mike opens the door before we knock. He’s in black jeans and a thin, fitted t-shirt that clings to his arms in a way that’s both lazy and calculated. He wears the same thumb ring as last week, but now I notice the tattoo snaking up his left forearm: a tangle of camera lenses and vines.

“Come in,” he says, stepping aside. “You found it.”

The studio is cavernous—exposed brick, concrete floors, one wall lined with massive windows looking out over the city. At the far end is a white cyc, curved seamlessly for shooting, and a nest of tripods and softboxes. There’s a battered leather couch, two wooden chairs, and a kitchen area with an industrial espresso machine.

“Want coffee?” Mike asks, already moving to the machine. “Or something stronger?”

“Coffee’s good,” I say, and Nate nods.

Mike pulls three mugs, fills them, and slides one across the counter toward me. “Have you ever done this before?”

“Had my picture taken?” I stall for time. “Not unless you count vacation selfies.”

Mike smiles. “Don’t worry. This’ll be painless.” He glances at Nate. “You cool with watching, or do you want to hang in the lounge?”

Nate perches on the edge of the couch. “I’ll watch,” he says, and there’s a challenge in the way he says it.

Mike nods, then turns to me, all business. “Let’s start simple. Stand over here.” He points to the white backdrop, adjusts a light stand, and grabs his camera—a hulking Nikon with a battered lens.

“Lose the shoes,” he says, and I slip them off, toes curling against the cool cement.

He directs me through a series of basic poses: arms crossed, arms at my sides, looking left, looking up. At first it’s awkward—he stares through the viewfinder, face impassive, snapping in quick bursts. But soon, he comes closer, adjusts my chin with gentle fingers, steps back, and snaps again. Every touch is careful, but the energy behind it is anything but clinical.

“Relax your shoulders,” he says, setting his hand on my collarbone. His skin is warm, his palm broad, and for a second I forget to breathe. He tilts my head, brushes my hair behind my ear, and the camera clicks a dozen times.

Nate sits quietly, but I can feel his eyes on me, his gaze a low, insistent burn at the base of my spine.

Mike circles me, shifting lights, swapping lenses, moving with the unhurried grace of someone who owns every inch of the room. He has me kneel, then stand, then lean against the brick wall. At one point he tells me to lie down, hair fanned behind me, and he shoots from above, so close I can feel his breath on my cheek.

“You’re a natural,” he says, voice softer now. “You know how to hold tension. Most people try too hard to look pretty, but you… you make it interesting.”

I blush, not sure if it’s a compliment or a warning.

After thirty minutes, Mike sets the camera down and runs a hand through his hair. “Let’s take a break. You need water?”

I shake my head, nerves fraying. “What happens now?”

Mike leans on the edge of the cyc, arms folded. “I want to try something a little different. Nothing crazy. Just… more honest.”

He gestures to Nate. “Would you mind stepping out for a few? Sometimes people open up when they don’t have an audience.”

Nate stands, stretching his long legs. “Sure. I’ll be in the kitchen.” He gives me a look—equal parts encouragement and possession—before heading to the far end of the studio.

Mike waits until the door swings shut, then turns to me, suddenly very close. “Is this okay?” he asks, and his voice has lost all of its affectation.

“Yes,” I say, surprised by how much I mean it.

He brings the camera up, but now he’s barely a foot away. I am asked by him to look past him, then directly at him, then at the floor. He tells me to think about something I want but can’t have. The intimacy is overwhelming—his breath, the rapid-fire clicks, the way his hand finds my wrist, then my elbow, guiding me into position.

He kneels in front of me, camera aimed up, and his face is suddenly inches from mine. “You have beautiful eyes,” he says, and I know it’s a line, but I want to believe it, anyway.

He keeps shooting, murmuring directions, and I lose track of time. At one point, he lowers the camera and just looks at me.

“You’re good at this,” he says. “Really good.”

I want to answer, but the words stick in my throat.

He stands, brushes his fingers along my jaw, and steps back, the spell broken. “Let’s get your husband.”

Mike calls Nate in, and the mood shifts—lighter, almost conspiratorial. He does a few shots of us together, Nate’s arms around my waist, our heads touching. It’s awkward at first, but then Mike cracks a joke and we’re both laughing, shoulders pressed tight.

When it’s done, Mike plugs the memory card into his laptop and calls us over. “You want to see?” he asks.

I nod, and he sets the screen in front of me, scrolling through the images. The first few are stiff, self-conscious, but as we move forward, I watch myself melt—shoulders dropping, mouth open, eyes no longer afraid.

The solo shots are stunning. I barely recognize the woman in them: she looks raw, alive, like she just stumbled out of bed after a night of sin and regret. My cheeks burn, and for a second I can’t look at either man beside me.

“These are incredible,” Nate says, voice thick. “You’re incredible.”

Mike stands behind me, close enough that I can feel the heat of his chest. “If you want, I’d love to do a full session. Maybe something more… editorial. Or experimental. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

I glance at Nate. His eyes are dark, but his smile is easy. “What do you think?” he asks me, like I’m the only one with a choice.

I look at Mike, then back at the screen, then back at Nate. “Yeah,” I say, soft but certain. “I think I’d like that.”

Mike grins, wolfish and bright. “I’ll send you the proofs. And hey—if you’re free next Saturday, I’m throwing a little party here. Nothing crazy. Just friends, music, good food. You should come.”

He hands me a new card; this one is scrawled with his personal number. His fingers linger just long enough to make my heart hammer. “Bring the dress,” he adds. “You know the one.”

We walk home in silence, the city glimmering behind us. I hold the card tight in my fist, already knowing I’ll say yes.

Nate waits until we’re on our block before speaking. “You looked happy in there,” he says, not a question.

I nod, feeling lighter than I have in months. “I was.”

He takes my hand, squeezing hard. “Then let’s see where this goes.”

We don’t talk about the following Saturday. We don’t need to.

I fall asleep that night dreaming of flashbulbs, exposed brick, and the taste of something forbidden on my tongue.

#

That night after takeout, we barely make it to the bedroom before the spell breaks. My muscles ache from holding tension all day, but it’s a good ache, like the aftermath of a marathon or the slow-burning bruise of a well-earned fight. I strip off my jeans, toss them over the chair, and stand in front of the dresser, arms folded, watching Nate watch me in the mirror.

He sits at the edge of the mattress, leaning forward, elbows on knees, the way he does when something’s really on his mind. His hair is a mess, but his eyes are laser-bright and dialed in, tracking every inch of exposed skin like he’s mapping unfamiliar territory.

I pull off my shirt, then unclasp my bra, letting it drop to the floor. The air is cool, the sensation deliciously sharp against my nipples. For a moment, I let the silence stretch, neither of us moving, neither of us quite ready to say what needed saying.

He breaks first. “Did you like it?” The question is quiet, almost reverent.

I turn to face him, arms dropping to my sides. “I did.”

He nods, and his smile is half-embarrassed, half-proud. “You looked… alive in there.”

I snort. “Alive? That’s a low bar.”

He shakes his head. “No, I mean—fuck, Lee. You looked like you could burn the place down and not care who got hurt.”

I cross the room, standing between his knees, and thread my fingers through his hair. “You like that?”

He leans into my touch, lips at the flat of my stomach. “I love it.” He kisses the curve of my hip, then looks up, eyes dark. “But I want to know what you want, not just what I want.”

I hesitate. “I don’t know yet.”

He stands close enough to make my breath catch. “I want you to do it. Next week. The shoot, the party, all of it. I want to watch you get what you want, even if it kills me.”

I laugh, nervous, but the truth is I want it. Maybe not the party, not the unknown, but the power of being seen—of being wanted by someone who doesn’t already have a lifetime’s worth of expectations. I want to know what happens when I let go of the leash, even for a minute.

He reads all of this on my face. He always does. “Okay,” he says, “but we need some rules.”

I nod. “Okay.”

He sits again, gestures for me to join him. I do, curling up beside him, our legs tangled. We talk—slowly, carefully, circling the subject like it’s radioactive.

“No sex,” I say. “Not with him. Not with anyone.”

Nate’s jaw tightens. “Agreed. But what about… other stuff?”

“Kissing?” I offer, testing the sound of it.

He shrugs, pretending to be casual. “If you want to.”

“Would it bother you?” I ask, genuinely curious.

He considers. “I think it’d drive me insane. But in a good way.”

I look at him, trying to picture it: me, locked lips with a stranger, while my husband watches from across the room. The idea is so perverse it makes my skin prickle.

“Just kissing,” I say, to myself as much as to him.

He nods. “And I want to be there. I want to see everything.”

The directness sends a bolt straight to my core. “You’re a sick fuck,” I tell him, but there’s no heat in it.

He grins. “Takes one to know one.”

We sit for a while, not touching, just letting the words settle around us. The air grows thick with possibility.

Nate leans in, voice a rasp. “Show me.”

“Show you what?”

He looks me up and down, hungry. “Show me how you’d pose for him. Right now. Here.”

I feel a flush creep up my neck. “You’re serious?”

“Pretend I’m him,” Nate says, his pupils blown wide. “Do what you did at the studio. Show me what you let him see.”

The challenge is too great to resist. I stand stark naked and cross to the far wall. I imagine the cyc, the coldness of the concrete, the sharp snap of the shutter.

I start slow: arms at my sides, then crossed over my chest, then one hand on my neck, tilting my chin like Mike did. I arch my back, shift my weight, let my hair fall forward. It’s clumsy at first, but I lean into it, letting the memory of his touch guide me.

Nate watches, breath shallow, his cock already hard and outlined under his boxers. “Keep going,” he says. “You’re beautiful.”

I try a few of the weirder poses—kneeling, head down, then standing with one knee bent, arms overhead. “You know how to hold tension,” I hear Mike’s voice in my ear.

Nate shifts on the bed, his breathing loud in the room. “Now take it further,” he says. “Pretend you’re alone with him. Show me what you’d do.”

I hesitate, but the power of being watched—really watched—overrides the fear. My hands wandered down my stomach, over my breasts, between my legs. I touch myself, not for Nate, but for the phantom lens, for the man behind the camera.

I moan, softly but honestly. I let my knees buckle, sink to the carpet, fingers sliding over slick skin. Closing my eyes, I see the flashbulb and Mike’s look.

Nate stands, crossing the space in two strides. He kneels behind me, hands gripping my hips, his breath hot at my ear. “You like this?” he asks, voice rough. “You want him to see you like this?”

“Yes,” I gasp, surprised by the honesty.

He pushes me forward, chest to the floor, and slides inside me without warning. The shock of it makes me cry out, and I imagine the whole thing: the three of us, Mike shooting while Nate fucks me from behind, all of us in on the same, filthy secret.

Nate grabs my hair, pulling my head back, and whispers, “Tell me who you want.”

I try to say his name, but it comes out as a whimper. “Both,” I manage. “I want both.”

He thrusts harder, and the world dissolves into heat and friction and the smell of his skin. I come, shuddering, fingers digging into the carpet. He follows, collapsing on top of me, both of us spent and sticky and shaking.

We stayed there, tangled on the floor, neither of us willing to break the spell.

Eventually, I roll over and look at him. “We’re insane,” I say, but it sounds like a compliment.

He laughs, breathless, and kisses my forehead. “Next week,” he says, “you’ll be the hottest woman at that party. Promise me you’ll let him take whatever pictures he wants.”

I close my eyes, already picturing the scene. “Promise,” I say.

He pulls me close, both of us still buzzing, both of us already counting the days.

In the darkness, I imagine Mike’s eyes, his camera, the slow click of the shutter.

And for the first time, I hope it never stops.


Chapter 4

The silver slip dress hangs on the closet door, a promise and a threat. I stare at it while my skin dries from the shower, nerves humming so loud it feels like they’ll crack my teeth. The fabric catches every stray bit of light, cool and fluid, draping over the hanger like it’s already mapped my body. I run a thumb along the seam, hoping the reality will feel less obscene than the idea.

Nate leans in the bathroom doorway, arms folded, watching. There’s a flush on his cheekbones that isn’t from the heat. He’s dressed down—black jeans, a shirt with the top two buttons left open, a cologne I only smell when he’s planning on not behaving.

“I don’t know if I can pull it off,” I say, turning the slip in the light. “It’s basically a liquor license with spaghetti straps.”

He grins, wolfish, and comes up behind me, enormous hands bracketing my hips. “You could walk in wearing a burlap sack and half the city would want to fuck you. But that,” he nods at the dress, “is going to start a riot.”

I step into the cool puddle of silk, shivering as it slides up my thighs. It clings everywhere, especially at the places I wish it wouldn’t: the soft curve of my ass, the tender scoop under my breasts, the faint ridge of my nipples. I adjust the straps, trying to convince myself it’s just a dress, not a declaration of war.

Nate’s breath is warm on my neck. “You nervous?”

“Terrified.”

He presses his lips to the place where my shoulder curves up, kissing the same spot Mike’s hand hovered during the last shoot. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he murmurs, voice barely there.

“I know.” I turn to face him, the neckline plunging deeper than I remembered. “But I want to. Isn’t that the scary part?”

He smiles, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “The scariest. But you’re not doing it alone.” He holds my gaze until I feel steady again. “Let’s go blow their fucking minds.”

#

Mike’s loft is a former machine shop. Every surface is cool cement, battered wood, or the metal that looks expensive even when it’s rusted. The only soft things are the people and the lighting: about twenty bodies scattered in pockets of conversation, bathed in the molten glow of a hundred candles and a wall of Edison bulbs. There’s music, something electronic and slow, but it’s mostly background to the fizz of conversation and clink of glassware. Through the open windows, the city churns, neon and anonymous.

I catch a few glances when we walk in, and the dress earns an up-and-down from more than one pair of eyes. Nate’s hand finds my lower back, anchoring me, but he keeps his grip loose—just enough contact to remind us both who I belong to.

Mike is across the room, propped on a barstool, his thumb ring glinting as he drains a glass. He’s in black jeans, a black t-shirt, and a jacket that looks like it was made from the skin of a murdered sofa. The tattoo on his forearm is even bolder tonight. He sees us, grins, and waves us over with a two-finger salute.

“Glad you made it,” he says, voice a velvet rasp. “You look incredible, Lena. Even better than last time.”

Nate answers for me. “She’s a knockout, isn’t she?”

Mike’s eyes linger a half-beat too long on my chest.

“Have you ever been to one of these before?”

I shake my head, then realize I have no idea what ‘these’ means in this context. “Are there rules I should know?”

He laughs low. “Only one: Don’t be boring.”

Nate squeezes my hip. “She’s never been boring in her life.”

The next hour is a blur of faces and names I won’t remember. Most of the guests are friends-of-friends—photographers, designers, people who wear leather jackets indoors without irony. Everyone’s beautiful in a slightly predatory way: sharp cheekbones, long lashes, skin glowing in the candlelight. Conversation slides around me, and I’m grateful for the anonymity. I can feel the vodka blooming in my chest, taking the edge off my nerves, loosening the grip of my thighs as I cross and uncross them.

At some point, Mike leans in. “You’re a good sport, Lena. Most women would run for the door by now.”

“Most women aren’t here to watch their husbands watch them flirt with the city’s most infamous pervert,” I shoot back.

He laughs, loud enough to turn heads, and his hand lands on my bare knee, casual but not accidental. “Well, if your husband’s going to watch, maybe we should give him a show.”

The room shrinks to just the three of us. Mike’s hand inches up my thigh, every hair on my body standing at attention. I glance at Nate, who’s watching with a focus that borders on indecent. His jaw is set, lips slightly parted, one hand flexing around his glass.

Mike turns to him, dark eyes alive with dare. “What exactly do you want to watch tonight, Nate?”

Nate’s voice is a rough scrape. “I want to see her come apart. I want to see how you do it.”

Mike grins. “You okay with that, Lena?”

I should say no. Instead, I nod.

“Good,” Mike says, and with that he slides his hand higher, just under the hem of my dress. He keeps his palm on the outside, but the pressure is unmistakable. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to make me forget my name.”

He stands, takes my hand, and leads me to a battered leather sofa at the far end of the room. Nate follows, dropping into an armchair close enough to touch but far enough to force him to watch. Mike settles between us, legs spread, owning the space.

“Come here,” he says, patting his thigh.

I sit, dress riding up, and he slides his arm around my waist, pulling me tight to his side. His other hand resumes its slow climb, up, up, until his thumb grazes the edge of my panties. The sensation is electric. I look at Nate; he’s transfixed, a flush spreading up his neck.

Mike leans in, lips at my ear. “He likes to watch, doesn’t he?”

“Yes,” I whisper, but it comes out as a gasp when his fingers dip under the hem and find bare skin.

“I bet you do, too,” he murmurs, and his tongue flicks the shell of my ear before he kisses down my neck, slow and deliberate. His hand finds the sweet spot between my thighs and presses, not enough to satisfy but more than enough to tease.

He turns my chin, kisses me—hard, with an urgency that’s all teeth and heat. His tongue demands entry, and I give it, moaning into his mouth.

I glance at Nate, who’s openly palming his crotch, eyes locked on us.

Mike grins against my lips. “Let’s give him the full show.”

He stands, lifts me with a strength that’s almost embarrassing, and leads us up a metal staircase to the mezzanine. It’s quieter up here, but the sounds of the party—moans, laughter, the wet slap of flesh—are louder, more intimate. There’s a velvet chaise lounge, a low table littered with candles, and a wall of mirrors that reflects the entire room back at us.

Mike turns me, bends me over the edge of the chaise, and drags the dress up to my waist. He kneels, spreads my legs, and buries his face between my thighs. His tongue is relentless, circling and flicking until I’m shaking. He uses his hands to open me, stretching me wide, and licks with a precision that makes me forget to breathe.

Downstairs, I hear Nate’s footsteps on the stairs. He stands behind us, watching, one hand already unzipping his jeans.

Mike pulls back, face slick, and grins at Nate over my shoulder. “You want a taste?”

Nate’s answer is a guttural noise I’ve never heard from him before.

Mike lifts me onto the chaise, peels the dress off entirely, and stands me up. I’m in nothing but the silver slip, which pools around my feet, and a wisp of lace panties. He traces the outline of my breast with a fingertip, then pauses—waiting for Nate’s permission.

“Do it,” Nate growls, voice thick with need.

Mike palms my breast, thumb circling the nipple until it’s hard and aching. He lowers his mouth, sucking and biting, while his fingers slide between my legs, inside me, two at once. I come with a violence that leaves me dizzy, legs shaking, vision gone white at the edges.

He keeps going relentlessly until I’m begging him to stop. Only then does he stand, wipe his mouth with the back of his hand, and kiss me again—softer, almost tender.

Then he turns to Nate. “Your turn.”

Nate crosses the space, cock already out, and pushes into me without ceremony. Mike holds me steady, kissing my throat, murmuring filthy encouragement as Nate fucks me, hard and fast, his eyes never leaving mine.

When Nate finishes, he collapses against me, breath ragged. Mike steadies us both, then presses his lips to my ear. “Next time,” he whispers, “I want to see how you taste when it’s just us.”

The implication is a threat and a promise.

We dress in silence, shaking, both of us ruined in the best possible way. When we descend the stairs, the party is still in full swing, but I feel like we’ve slipped into a parallel universe.

Mike catches my eye as we leave, a private smile just for me.

In the elevator, Nate pulls me close, his hands still trembling. “You’re incredible,” he whispers, kissing my hair.

But I’m already thinking about next time. About what I’ll do, and how far I’ll let myself go.

About what it means to want, and to be wanted in return.

#

We don’t even make it two blocks from Mike’s place before I’m crawling into Nate’s lap, knees on the console, breath still gone feral in my chest. The street outside is slick with rain, windows streaked and fogged from our body heat. I don’t care who sees. I want the entire city to watch.

Nate tries to say something—maybe “seatbelt,” maybe “wait”—but I’m already straddling him, my ass grinding into his jeans, the slip dress bunched at my hips. My panties are ruined, stretched out and damp, barely covering anything. Nate’s cock is rock hard, the fabric of his briefs no match for how bad he wants this.

He grips my waist, fingers digging in like he’s afraid I’ll vanish. “You’re out of your mind,” he hisses, but he’s the one rutting up against me, the one with the hand already between my legs, spreading me open.

I lean in, biting his jaw, then his ear. “You loved it,” I whisper, rolling my hips slowly and obscenely. “Watching him touch me. Watching me come for him.”

He makes a sound—part groan, part confession—and yanks the shoulder straps of my dress down until my breasts spill free. His mouth finds my nipple, sucking hard enough to make me whimper, to leave a mark that will last until morning. I pull his head closer, shameless, lost in the sensation and the knowledge that he’s watching every second of me falling apart.

Someone walks past the car, umbrella snapping in the wind. For a split second, I see their face in the glass, the way their eyes go wide before they scuttle away. The humiliation is gasoline. I get wetter.

Nate slides two fingers inside me, curling them with practiced intent. “You’re so fucking wet,” he says, voice like a gravel road. “You want everyone to see, don’t you?”

I nod, can’t form words. All I can do is ride his hand, grinding down with desperate need.

He pulls his hand out, licks his fingers, and then unzips his jeans. “Get on,” he commands, and I obey, guiding him inside me in one brutal, perfect motion. The sensation is a punch and a caress at the same time.

We fuck as if it’s a death wish. My knees are crammed between the seat and dashboard, the parking brake digging into my thigh. Every thrust rocks the car, every moan a dare to the outside world. Nate’s hands never stop moving—slapping my ass, clutching my back, fisting my hair until my neck aches.

He buries his face in my shoulder, biting down as he comes. I follow, shuddering, my vision splintering into color and static. For a long minute, we just clung to each other, panting, the windows fogged so thick we could be underwater.

Afterward, I slump against him, skin sticky and dress askew. We’re both shaking. Nate rests his forehead against the steering wheel, eyes closed, jaw tight.

I trace the line of his jaw with my fingertip, gently now. “Did I go too far?”

He doesn’t answer right away. When he does, his voice is low, dangerous. “Seeing you with him—I wanted to break his hands, and I wanted to watch him keep going. Both at once.”

I laugh, not sure if it’s relief or pure, uncut terror. “That’s fucked up, you know.”

He smiles, the first real one all night. “Yeah. But that’s us.”

We sit there in the dark, my body cooling and the world coming back into focus. Finally, Nate shifts me off his lap, tucks himself away, and starts the car.

We drive in silence, every red light a chance for me to touch him, to let my hand wander under his shirt, to remind us both that nothing is settled, everything is still possible. I prop my feet on the dashboard, legs bare and splayed, and watch the city glide past.

At a stoplight, I lean over, teeth nipping his neck, breath hot in his ear. “Next time, I could let him fuck me,” I say, voice casual, like I’m discussing groceries.

Nate’s grip tightens on the wheel. “You’d let him?”

I drag my tongue up the shell of his ear. “If you told me to. If you wanted to watch.”

He doesn’t answer, just stares dead ahead, but his hand slides between my legs, rough and greedy.

By the time we pull into our building, I’ve already decided there’s no way I’m making it up the stairs fully dressed. We stumble through the entryway, hands tearing at each other’s clothes, leaving a trail of silk and denim from the elevator to our door.

Inside the apartment, we barely made it to the living room. Nate shoves me up against the wall, mouth on mine, kissing hard enough to split my lip. I taste blood, and it tastes like a dare.

He lifts me, wraps my legs around his waist, and fucks me against the cold plaster. Every thrust is a question and an answer, every gasp a negotiation of what we’ll allow next time, what we’ll dare each other to do.

We come together, bodies clinging, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat and new, dangerous promises.

Afterward, we collapse on the floor, tangled and raw. Nate pulls me into his chest, kisses the top of my head.

“Next time,” he says, “you’re mine.”

I smile, tracing the bruise already forming on my thigh. “I’m always yours.”

But even as I say it, I’m already picturing Mike, the way his eyes burn, the way his touch makes me forget myself.

And I know that next time, I’ll want even more.


Her Deeper Craving


Chapter 1

Nate breathes slowly and steadily beside me, his chest rising and falling beneath the sheets, as if the night before never happened. As if our world hasn’t slipped on its axis, pitching us into some parallel universe where I, Lena Montgomery, devout list-maker, chronic worrier, upstanding marketing manager and occasional prude, could spend two hours flirting shamelessly with the neighbor in full view of my husband, let him guide my hand to the hard line in his jeans, and wake the next morning to my husband’s lips trailing down my spine as though this is now our normal.

It isn’t. Or at least, it wasn’t.

But now I watch dust motes dance in the soft wedge of morning light as it peels through our curtain, and I feel the ghost of Mike Johnson’s hands on my hips—his voice, low and teasing, as he asked if I wanted to step outside and cool off, the heat of his breath at the shell of my ear. My body is a mess of nerve endings: over-attuned, humming, and ready for something to happen.

I try to hold still, like maybe if I don’t move, all this intensity will seep away, leaving just the soft afterglow of a night that, even now, feels half-imagined. But I’m not that lucky. My mind, true to form, can’t stop replaying everything, scene by scene, line by line, looking for a version where I said something different. Where I didn’t grip Mike’s bicep so tightly. Where I excused myself to the bathroom and returned to Nate’s side like a proper wife should.

But when I look over at my husband, he’s not sleeping at all. He’s watching me, blue eyes sharp with intent, like he’s been reading the inside of my skull this whole time.

“Hi,” I say, because it’s all I can think of.

Nate smiles, slow and lazily, and in this light, his stubble makes him look rakish in a way he rarely does before noon. “Hey, Lee.” His pet name for me, rarely used outside the bedroom.

I brace for awkwardness, or for him to tell me I went too far last night. But Nate rolls onto his side and tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, his thumb dragging over my cheekbone. He’s so close I can see the faintest trace of green in his eyes, a ring around the iris that’s only visible when the sun’s at just this angle.

“You slept hard,” he says, voice rough. “Did you dream?”

I swallow, consider lying, then decide it’s pointless. “Not really. I kept waking up.” I wait, heart thumping, for him to ask about Mike, or about the way my hand stayed at Mike’s belt long after it should have moved.

But he just leans forward and kisses me, slow and deep, the kiss that says this is all still fine, or maybe even better than fine.

“Are you… okay?” I ask when we break apart, careful, because I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel yet.

Nate’s smile goes lopsided, a wrinkle forming above his left eyebrow. “I’m great,” he says. “You?”

The question has so many answers. I’m exhausted. My thighs are sore. My scalp still tingles from where Mike had tangled his fingers in my hair, and my mouth is dry because I spent half the night with my lips pressed to Nate’s collarbone, desperate to anchor myself in the familiar. But none of that seems like what he’s actually asking.

I settle on, “I think so,” and let it hang.

Nate’s hand drifts to my shoulder, thumb sweeping the edge of my birthmark, the one shaped like a crescent moon. He always says it’s his good luck charm, but this morning it feels more like a tiny spotlight. “Last night,” he says, “was… new.”

My whole body goes rigid. Here it comes.

He props himself up on one elbow, gaze never leaving my face. “Did you like it?”

The question lands like a thrown rock, splashing the truth up everywhere. I close my eyes and try to breathe through the embarrassment. “I didn’t expect to,” I say finally. “But… yeah.”

“Me too,” Nate murmurs, and the surprise must show on my face, because he laughs. “What? You thought I’d be jealous?”

My ears burn. “Wouldn’t you be, if it were reversed?”

He considers this, tilting his head. “Maybe. But with you, it’s different.” He brushes the hair from my neck, fingertips grazing skin. “Watching you like that—it was fucking hot, Lee. I’ve never seen you like that before.”

My mouth goes dry. The memory rushes back: Mike’s hand on my thigh, his thumb stroking little circles through my jeans, the way he looked at me like he was ready to devour every part of me. I think about how Nate watched, eyes glittering with something wild and unfamiliar, and how he’d pulled me into the stairwell after, kissing me like he needed to reclaim every inch of me before we could go back to the party.

I almost say something flippant, but the seriousness on Nate’s face stopped me. He wants a real answer, not just reassurance. So, I gave it to him. “It felt dangerous,” I whisper. “But good. I liked how you watched. I liked that you didn’t—”

“Didn’t stop you?”

I nod, tucking my hair behind my ear the way I do when I’m nervous.

He leans in, his mouth at my ear. “I liked that, too.” His voice is barely a whisper. “I want to do it again.”

There’s a thump in my chest, more anxiety than excitement. “With Mike?”

Nate shakes his head. “Not just Mike. Someone else, maybe. Or… someone we choose together.” He gives a little huff of laughter. “Actually, I was going to show you something after breakfast. But now feels as good a time as any.”

He rolls off the bed and pads naked to his dresser, rifling through the top drawer for a fresh pair of boxers before tugging them on. The sight of him—broad shoulders, that ridiculous bubble butt, the scar on his hand catching in the light—grounds me. This is my husband. Against all odds, we are still us.

I pull the covers tighter around my chest, propping myself up with a pillow as Nate returns with his phone.

He sits cross-legged at the foot of the bed, thumb tapping away, then hands me the screen.

I blink. For a split second I think he’s joking, or maybe I’m still asleep, because the website on display is unmistakably a dating app—but not just any app. This one is clearly tailored for couples. The splashy banner reads, “Find Your Third: Discreet. Safe. Kink-Friendly.”

My hand tightens around the phone. “You made a profile?”

He grins, sheepish and proud all at once. “Just to look. I wanted to see what’s out there. For us.”

I scroll, heart in my throat. The interface is slick and bright, and the first page alone is a slideshow of attractive men and women, all posing like they’re about to pitch themselves for a reality show. I swipe again, and another face appears: a woman in athletic gear, her hair pulled back in a severe bun, smiling with a kind of hungry energy. Next, a man, older than us, with a beard and salt-and-pepper hair, leaning against a motorcycle. After that, a couple, their profiles clearly in sync, winked at the camera with the confidence of people who’ve done this before.

“How long have you…?” My voice comes out hoarse.

Nate shrugs, looking almost shy. “I made the account this morning. After you fell back asleep.”

He watches me as I scroll, the backs of his knuckles resting on my knee. “I thought it might help. You seemed… curious, last night. And I don’t want you thinking I’m threatened. I’m not.”

“I just…” I try to find the words, my thumb slowing. “Isn’t it supposed to be weird? Wanting your wife to…?” I trail off, the idea too sharp to say aloud.

He takes the phone from me, sets it aside, and cups my face in his hands, tilting my chin so I have to meet his eyes. “Lee, I want you to be happy. I want us to be happy. If that means exploring things together—hell, if it means letting you have something I can’t give—I want to see it. I want to see you.” He presses his forehead to mine. “Does that make sense?”

It does, but only in a terrifying, exhilarating way. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do,” I whisper.

Nate’s hands slip to my shoulders, warm and steady. “You don’t have to do anything. We don’t have to rush. But if you want to try, I’m here. We’ll do it together. No secrets.”

Something in me softens, the tension leaking out like air from a balloon. I look at the phone again, at the string of faces and possibilities it offers. The idea is still crazy, still something I’d have mocked six months ago over brunch with my old college friends. But now, with Nate here—solid, loving, open—I can feel the seed of curiosity taking root.

My mind runs ahead, already conjuring scenarios: the three of us at a restaurant, laughing over drinks; me leaning across the table to touch another man’s hand, seeing how far I can go with Nate watching; the low hum of anticipation as we walk home, knowing anything might happen next.

I reach for the phone, thumb trembling only slightly this time. “Okay,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel. “Show me who you bookmarked.”

Nate grins, wide and boyish, as he pulls up the favorites list. “You’ll like the first one,” he promises, nudging closer so our shoulders touch.

The screen lights up, and the face that appears is nothing like Mike Johnson’s. He’s older, for one thing, with a gentle smile and eyes that crinkle at the corners. His profile blurb is short, respectful, and direct: seeking connection, not chaos. Discretion and boundaries respected. Open to conversation.

It’s almost wholesome, in a way, which makes the entire situation feel even more surreal.

Nate’s hand slips around my waist, and he reads the profile over my shoulder. “What do you think?”

I consider, really consider, for the first time. “He looks… normal,” I say, unable to keep the surprise from my voice.

“That’s the point,” Nate says. “I want this to be safe. For both of us.”

We scroll through a few more, each with its own flavor of strange appeal: the athlete, the poet, the couple seeking “adventure.” Some are too slick, some too needy, but a few stand out, and I catch myself wondering what it would feel like to have coffee with them, or to sit across from one of these men and know that I could do anything I wanted, with Nate watching and maybe even helping.

We talk logistics—where we’d meet, what the rules would be, what’s off-limits (intercourse, at least for now; kissing, maybe; touching, yes, if I want it). Nate’s voice is calm and matter-of-fact, and he keeps checking in, making sure I’m okay, that I want to keep looking.

At some point, the idea stops feeling dangerous and feels possible. Not inevitable, but not insane either.

We’re both silent for a while, lost in our thoughts, before Nate finally says, “We don’t have to decide today.”

“I know,” I say. But I can’t stop thinking about it, and I think he knows that, too.

I slide down in the bed, head resting in the crook of Nate’s shoulder, and let the morning light wash over us. I can feel the heat building again, but this time it’s tempered with a sense of anticipation, a little fizz of energy at the edge of the possible.

“I want to try,” I say, and this time, I mean it.

Nate kisses the top of my head. “Me too.”

For a long time, we just lie there, listening to the city come alive outside our window, the rush of cars and the call of distant sirens, as if the world is waiting to see what we’ll do next.

#

Nate insists we do it as a team—like the two of us are preparing for a joint presentation at work, not inviting a stranger to help shatter whatever remnants of normalcy our marriage still has. So after dinner, we set up shop on the couch, both of us in worn sweatpants and band tees, laptops balanced on our knees, a bowl of carrot sticks and hummus within arm’s reach. It’s almost wholesome, this collaborative project. If you squint, we could be any other couple scrolling Netflix, bickering over what to watch.

But instead of documentaries or prestige dramas, we’re crafting a profile for finding someone to sleep with me, while my husband watches.

I’m not sure whether this is a new low or a new high.

The website is a fever dream of pop-up ads and over-designed “discretion” guarantees. Nate lets me steer, but every so often he leans over and offers a suggestion, like, “Make sure you check the age range” or “Maybe say you’re new to this; people like honesty.”

After an hour, we settle on a username—unremarkable, nothing that will out us to any coworkers or the stray aunt with a sixth sense for Internet scandal. We write a blurb together, short and sweet: “Curious couple looking for respectful, drama-free connection. Must be clean, open-minded, and direct. No photos = no reply.”

Then the photo debate starts.

“We need at least three,” Nate says, reading off the requirements. “But we don’t want to look desperate.”

“Or like we’re trying to catfish anyone,” I mutter, staring at the collection of selfies and couple shots we’ve accumulated over the years.

I hover over a photo from our trip to Oregon—me, windswept on a cliff, the Pacific behind me in violent blue. “This one?”

Nate nods. “It’s sexy but not, you know, thirst-trappy.”

We pick one of us together at a brewery (my arm around his waist, his hand just brushing my hip), and a third—my favorite yoga pose, shot from the back, nothing but leggings and the curve of my shoulder. I cringe, but Nate is unyielding. “Trust me,” he says, “it’s hot, but it’s not explicit. You’re fine.”

I upload them, heart pounding, like I’ve just sent my entire professional reputation into the void.

The first message arrives within minutes, a two-word masterpiece: “U dtf? The profile photo might be photoshopped, a grainy close-up of gold teeth. The next is an emoji-heavy ramble from a couple looking for a “playmate for wild nights,” which feels like something from a reality show audition. Then a guy who seems normal until he hits us with a “Can I come on your feet?”

I burst out laughing, and Nate does too, both of us relieved to have something so clearly unappealing to deflect the anxiety.

“I guess the bar is pretty low,” I say, wiping my eyes.

He grins, a little predatory. “Let’s keep looking.”

The messages pile up. Most are deleted with a single click—too aggressive, too weird, or too clearly composed by a bot with an overactive libido and no spellcheck. I wonder if anyone out there is actually looking for what we want, or if this entire exercise is a test—some mutual dare to see how far we can push each other.

And then: David.

His profile picture is almost boring, which is the first sign he’s different. Short brown hair, glasses, a close-cropped beard. His description is polite, almost formal: “I value communication, consent, and discretion. Open to drinks, conversation, and seeing where things go. Not interested in drama or games. If you’re looking for someone who’ll respect your boundaries and treat you like a person, let’s talk.”

I show the profile to Nate, who immediately says, “That’s the one.”

We draft a response together, a careful blend of flirty and cautious. David replies ten minutes later, suggesting a phone call to “make sure we’re real and on the same page.” He proposes a time: 8 PM. Tonight.

I don’t have time to panic, because suddenly I’m worrying about what to wear for a call with a stranger who might, within a week, know the taste of my skin and the color of my orgasm. Nate laughs at me, but he’s nervous, too. I can see it in the way he triple-checks the webcam angle and makes sure the lighting is “friendly but not too intimate.”

We prop the laptop up on a stack of cookbooks and take our seats. I tuck my hair behind my ear, the way I do when I want to look competent and approachable, and Nate squeezes my thigh just out of frame.

The screen flickers, and there he is: David, in a button-down and (I think) pajama pants, the background a generic but tidy apartment.

“Hi!” he says, smiling. His voice is warm, the kind that makes you want to tell him secrets in a coffee shop. “Thanks for calling. Always nice to meet real people.”

The conversation is stilted at first—what do you do, how long have you been in the city, the standard small talk. David is direct but never pushy, asking if we have experience with “this sort of thing,” if we know what we want, what our boundaries are.

Nate fields the first question: “We’re pretty new,” he says, “but we’ve talked about it a lot. We want to go slowly. No full sex, just touching and maybe kissing, if it feels right.”

David nods, thoughtful. “That’s totally fair. I’m not in a hurry. If you want, we can just meet for drinks first, see if there’s chemistry.”

The way he says “chemistry” is careful, like he’s testing it on his tongue.

We all laugh at the idea of awkward first dates, at horror stories from the site, and somewhere between David’s story about accidentally matching with a coworker and his confession that he once drove all the way to Jersey only to discover his “date” was a married couple live-streaming from their basement, I relax. I even like him.

After half an hour, David asks, “So, what are you hoping for if we hit it off?”

Nate’s hand tightens on my thigh. He looks at me, gives me the nod—the one that says this is my turn to steer.

“I want to feel… wanted,” I say, the words surprising me with their truth. “I want someone who’ll pay attention, but who also knows the rules. Who can handle it if things get intense.”

David grins. “I can do intense. But I can also stop, any time. It’s up to you.”

He suggests a hotel, the Westside Grand. Neutral ground, plenty of anonymity, and “good lighting, if you care about that sort of thing.” He says it with a wink, but I hear the subtext: We can disappear into this, if we need to.

We agree to meet there in four days. I say I’ll email him my number and the specifics. The call ends. Nate shuts the laptop with a sharp snap, then just sits, staring at nothing.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, my skin prickling.

He shakes his head, then turns to face me. “Nothing. I just can’t believe we actually did that.”

I wait for the guilt to hit, the sense that we’ve crossed some irreversible line. Instead, I feel… electric. Like I’m on the edge of something huge, and if I breathe too deeply, I might tip over and never come back.

“Do you think we’re crazy?” I ask.

He laughs, soft and a little wildly. “A little.”

A long silence stretches between us, the air thick with everything unsaid. Nate finally says, “I want you to tell me what you’re thinking.”

I look down at his hand, still cupping my knee. I want to say I’m scared, or that I’m worried I’ll lose myself in all this, or that I don’t know if I can actually go through with it. But what I really feel is pure, heady anticipation—like I’ve spent my entire life playing by the rules, and I’ve just discovered a loophole.

So I say, “I want to know what it feels like. When someone else touches me, with you there.”

The effect is immediate. Nate shifts, his posture straightening, the desire written so plainly across his face that I almost laugh. Instead, I reach for him, my fingers tracing the soft skin above his waistband.

“Are you hard right now?” I whisper, incredulous.

His cheeks flush, but he doesn’t look away. “What do you think?”

I slide my hand under the band of his sweatpants, finding him already thick, already straining for more. My pulse stutters, shame and pride warring for space.

I kneel between his legs, tugging his pants down just enough. The way he looks at me—hungry and reverent—makes me bold. I wrap my hand around him, stroking slowly, watching his jaw clench and his eyes close.

“Imagine him here,” I say, voice soft. “Sitting right next to you. Watching while I do this.”

He groans low in his chest, and I feel his cock twitch in my grip.

“Would you like that?” I ask.

He nods, words failing him.

I lean in, licking the head, letting my tongue circle the tip. “You want him to fuck me, don’t you?”

He inhales, sharp and desperately. “Yes.”

“Do you want to watch? Or do you want to help?”

His answer is so fast it makes me laugh: “Both. Jesus, Lee—both.”

I take him in my mouth, slow at first, savoring the taste, the heat. His hands bury in my hair, guiding but never forcing, and I let myself fall into the rhythm, imagining David in the next room, waiting his turn. The idea makes me slick, and I moan around Nate’s cock, sending him to the edge faster than I thought possible.

When he comes, it’s with a muffled cry, his grip tightening, hips jerking up to meet my mouth. I swallow, breathless and triumphant, and wipe my lips with the back of my hand.

Nate pulls me up, cradling my face in his hands, his eyes searching mine. “You’re fucking incredible,” he whispers. “I hope you know that.”

I want to believe him, and maybe, for a second, I do.

I settle against his chest, both of us sticky and spent, the taste of him lingering on my tongue. The world outside is dark now, the city reduced to a distant buzz.

“We’re really doing this, aren’t we?” I ask, softer than before.

He nods, pressing his lips to my forehead. “Yeah. We are.”

Closing my eyes, I try to imagine the Westside Grand in four days. I try to picture David’s hands on me, Nate’s gaze burning from across the room. I try to expect the precise moment I’ll lose control, or if maybe—just maybe—I already have.

For now, though, I let myself rest in this little pocket of intimacy, both of us spent and sated, the anticipation swelling in the space between us.

Tomorrow, we’ll wake up to the consequences. But tonight, I let myself float, weightless and wild, on the brink of the unknown.

#

The Westside Grand is the place where no one asks questions and everyone pretends to be someone else. The marble lobby glows with enough indirect lighting to make even the most exhausted business traveler look important. There are fresh flowers at the check-in desk and a quiet, ever-present buzz in the air, like the building itself is caffeinated. I am overdressed, underdressed, and entirely wrong, all at once. But Nate threads his fingers through mine, squeezing so hard I have to flex them afterward to get the feeling back.

The clerk slides a pair of keycards across the desk, face utterly blank, and wishes us “a pleasant evening.” Nate smiles, the public smile he saves for clients and strangers. My smile feels brittle, the muscles unfamiliar. We thank her and turn for the elevators, and the only evidence that I might come apart inside is the thin, nervous laugh I can’t quite smother when the doors close and the walls of polished gold swallow us whole.

On the eighteenth floor, our suite is at the end of a long, soundproofed hallway. I let Nate unlock the door and do the ceremonial sweep, as if our own anxieties might ambush us. The suite is beautiful: modern, sparse, but with little touches—green succulents in white porcelain pots, plush towels folded into origami animals on the bed—that make it feel less like a transaction and more like a home for the night. Nate adjusts the thermostat, television, and couch angle, ensuring every surface is clean and every pillow is correctly placed. I pace. First from the windows, which look out over an endless grid of city lights, then to the minibar, then back to the couch.

I check the clock. Twenty-three minutes until David’s arrival.

“What if we can’t do it?” I ask, not sure whether I mean the logistics or the entire premise of this evening.

Nate glances up from the minibar, where he’s lined up three glasses in a row. “Then we go home,” he says. “It’s just a date, Lee. The rest is optional.”

I try to breathe. “You look calm.”

He shrugs, grins a little. “I’m not.” He approaches, hands on my hips, and kisses my forehead. “It’s just one night. We can bail at any time.”

I want to believe him, but there’s a pressure in my chest that won’t let up. Four days ago, I’d barely considered the possibility of following through. Now, with David’s arrival as real as the keycards in my hand, it feels like I’m on the verge of an irreversible act.

I watch Nate move around the room, so deliberate and focused, and I want to ask what it’s like for him—how it feels to prepare his own wife for another man’s hands. But there’s no time.

The knock on the door is a single, confident tap. Not a question, not a demand. Just a statement: I’m here.

Nate glances at me, one last check-in. “Ready?”

I nod, and he opens the door.

David is exactly as he appeared on video: neat beard, pressed shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. In one hand, he holds a brown paper bag, and in the other, a small bouquet of wildflowers that looks freshly scavenged from a sidewalk bodega. He stands just outside the threshold, not stepping in until Nate waves him over.

“Hi, Lena,” he says, with the same warm, patient smile. He hands me the flowers, and the stems are wet, beads of condensation clinging to my skin.

“Thank you,” I say, cradling them like a fragile thing. “They’re beautiful.”

He shrugs, bashful. “I wasn’t sure if you had allergies. Figured wildflowers were safer.”

“Perfect,” I say, and mean it.

We sit—me on the sofa, Nate in an armchair, David perched at the far end of the couch with a practiced nonchalance. He sets his bag on the coffee table and pulls out a couple of miniature cheesecakes, three forks, and a bottle of sparkling water.

“I don’t drink,” David says, catching the glance toward the minibar, “but I hope this is okay.”

“It’s perfect,” I say again, more quietly.

Small talk is easier than I expected. We talk about work, about the city, about weird news stories and subway etiquette. David is funny and articulate, and every so often, when he leans in to listen, I catch a subtle hint of his cologne—something clean, crisp, faintly citrus. My muscles slowly unwind.

Nate laughs at a story about David’s time as a bike messenger, the hours he spent dodging cabs and “flirting with death daily.” The laughter is genuine, and for a moment, it’s just three people in a hotel room, eating dessert and talking about their lives.

But underneath it all, there’s a thrum. A persistent buzzing undercurrent that grows stronger with every minute.

David’s first touch is a hand on my knee, so light it almost doesn’t register. I glance at Nate, who is watching with an intensity I’ve never seen before. His jaw is tight, his fists balled in his lap, but his eyes are wide and bright, hungry. He nods, just barely.

David’s hand lingers, the heat of his palm a magnet pulling the blood to my cheeks and my thighs. He doesn’t move further, just lets it rest there, waiting to see if I’ll flinch.

I don’t.

We talk some more, my heart beating a little faster every time David laughs or leans in close. I notice the lines at the corners of his eyes, the way his beard frames his mouth, the faint scar on his wrist. The details stack up, real and undeniable.

After a lull in the conversation, David turns, his voice lower. “Would it be okay if I kissed you?”

The directness shocks me. I look at Nate, who gives the smallest nod, then back at David. “Yes,” I say, my voice almost inaudible.

He closes the space between us slowly and carefully. His lips are soft, a little chapped, but the pressure is confident. His hand shifts to the side of my face, thumb tracing my cheek. I breathe in through my nose, the scent of his cologne and the taste of cheesecake all tangled together. There’s a moment, maybe a second or maybe an hour, where I forget Nate is even in the room. I lose myself in the unfamiliarity, in the idea of being someone new.

Then I open my eyes, and Nate is there, watching, his gaze so intent it feels like a second pair of hands on my skin.

David pulls back, searching my face for hesitation. I give him a smile—shy, giddy, a little wild. He laughs under his breath, and the tension breaks.

We keep talking, but the conversation is thinner now, the pauses filled with expectation. David’s hand finds mine, fingers interlaced, and he traces circles along my knuckles as we speak. At some point, the cheesecake is finished and the forks are abandoned.

Nate stands, crosses the room, and sits on the other side of me. He puts a hand on my shoulder, grounding me. “You okay?” he whispers, just for me.

I nod, the air shimmering around us.

David shifts his arm behind me on the back of the sofa. His fingers skim the exposed skin above my shirt, and I shiver. My whole body is awake now, every nerve tuned to the possibility of the next touch.

“Would you like to move to the bedroom?” David asks, and the directness is a jolt to my system.

I hesitate, the old Lena wanting to retreat, to slow everything down. But the new Lena—the one whose heart is hammering and whose thighs are slick with anticipation—says, “Yes,” and stands.

The bedroom is warm, the lights dimmed, the city spread out in glittering silence beneath the window. I sit on the edge of the bed, hands folded in my lap, uncertain where to put them. David kneels in front of me, his hands on my thighs. He looks up, searching my eyes for any sign of regret.

“I want to kiss you again,” he says.

“Okay.”

This time, the kiss is deeper, messier. His tongue is insistent, his hands bold as they slide up my legs to the hem of my dress. My pulse is so loud I can barely hear anything else. I feel Nate behind me; the mattress shifting under his weight, his hand stroking my back.

David’s mouth finds my neck, teeth grazing skin. His fingers inch higher, and I gasp, startled by my need. I’m aware, distantly, of Nate’s hand slipping around my waist, his lips at my ear.

“You look amazing,” he whispers, and the words spark something reckless in me.

I guide David’s hand between my legs, pressing his fingers to where I’m already throbbing. He moans softly, and Nate’s hand moves to my breast, squeezing through the fabric of my dress.

The three of us tumble onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and hands and mouths. I’m lost in sensation, in the thrill of being the object of desire for two men at once. Each touch intensifies, and every sound amplifies. David strips off his shirt, his chest defined and lean. Nate is behind me, kissing my neck, his hands everywhere at once.

David slides my dress up, his lips trailing down my stomach. He hesitates, looking up at me. “Is this okay?”

“Yes,” I say, breathless.

He peels my underwear down, fingers tracing the line of my thigh, then his mouth is on me, tongue circling, teasing. I arch into him, one hand fisted in the comforter, the other reaching for Nate, who laces our fingers and squeezes.

I come hard, shuddering, the heat of embarrassment and ecstasy mingling as I realize both men are watching, both of them hungry for more.

Afterward, I’m limp, boneless, as Nate pulls me into his lap and kisses my temple. David sits at the edge of the bed, breathing heavy, his eyes soft and full of something I can’t name.

“Do you want to keep going?” Nate asks, his voice trembling.

I nod, pulling both of them closer, greedy for touch, for more, for everything.

Hours later, I lie between them, sweat cooling on my skin, the city’s neon washing the room in blue. I stare at the ceiling, wondering how I’ll ever go back to ordinary life. But for now, I don’t have to. For now, I get to float here, loved and wanted, the world narrowed to this perfect, impossible moment.

Maybe it’s the thrill, maybe it’s the exhaustion, but I laugh, a soft, uncontrollable giggle that shakes the whole bed. Nate and David look at me, then at each other, and join in. There’s no awkwardness, no shame, only the sweet, unspoken understanding that we’ve all crossed into fresh territory, together.

Eventually, David slips out, his hand resting on my cheek for a beat before he goes. Nate pulls me close, kissing me like I’m still the only person in the room.

“Worth it?” he asks.

I turn into his chest, smile pressed to his skin. “Yeah,” I say, voice hoarse and happy. “So fucking worth it.”

Outside, the city pulses on, oblivious. But inside, I know we’ve done something extraordinary, and I’m not the same woman who walked into this room.

I don’t think I want to be.


Chapter 2

Nate is the one who leads us out of the living room. I catch David’s eye as we move, the three of us like actors in a play with no script, no clear ending, only this tightrope of anticipation and nerves stretched between us. The hotel suite feels both cavernous and claustrophobic; every surface too smooth, every shadow too thick.

The bedroom is exactly as impersonal and perfect as the website had promised. King-size bed, white-on-white linens, lamps with dimmers, and the wide city splayed out below the window, twinkling and indifferent. The air is scented faintly with some hotel soap, an unfamiliar overlay on the sharp, electric tang of my skin.

I stand at the edge of the bed, hands twitching at my sides, unsure where to begin. But Nate knows. He always does in moments like this.

He positions me in the center, just at the foot of the bed, and stands so close I can feel his breath on my temple. "Face the mirror," he murmurs, and only then do I notice the full-length glass on the far wall. The three of us reflected: Nate, tall and clean-lined; me, almost swallowed in the loose dress I chose for the occasion; David, standing a polite step behind, hands folded in front of him, waiting for permission.

Nate drags the zipper of my dress down, slow, deliberate, the teeth parting with a sound that fills the silence. He peels the fabric off my shoulders, exposing the black lace bralette and panties I’d bought on a dare from my braver self. My pulse hammers so hard I can see it in my chest, an unsteady flutter beneath the delicate fabric.

He lets the dress pool at my feet, and then—fingers at my chin—he tips my head up, forcing me to meet his gaze in the mirror. The look in his eyes is a warning and a blessing all at once. His hands settle on my waist, heavy and possessive, and for a long moment, nothing happens except the slow, synchronized rise and fall of our breathing.

David is watching. Not staring, not ogling, but observing with the careful attention of someone taking in a work of art. His gaze flicks from my face to my body, never lingering long enough to make it awkward, but enough to make me burn.

“Is this okay?” he asks, voice steady but pitched low.

Nate answers for both of us: “It’s more than okay.” His hands are still on my waist, fingers splayed, as if he could hold every molecule of me in place.

David steps closer, shedding his own shirt with a practiced shrug. I don’t mean to stare, but I do—he’s not built like Nate, not as broad, but wiry and defined, a crosshatch of muscle and tan lines and a faint dusting of hair that trails from his sternum down. He smells like soap and citrus and something earthy, almost medicinal, and when he runs a palm up my arm, goosebumps explode in his wake.

He circles to my right, letting Nate keep his place at my left. It occurs to me they’ve mapped this out already; the choreography set in advance, and I’m the only one still guessing at my next move.

Nate slides a hand up my ribs, over the lace, and his thumb flicks at my nipple through the thin fabric. He’s being more deliberate than usual, almost clinical, as if to prove something—maybe to himself, maybe to David. The friction makes me gasp, and Nate grins at our reflection, proud and a little cruel.

David’s touch is gentler, less practiced, his hands hovering before they commit to skin. He traces the curve of my jaw, then tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, thumb skimming the lobe. His lips graze my shoulder, barely a kiss, and the restraint in that touch is more intimate than anything Nate is doing.

I’m hyper-aware of everything: the heat where their bodies bracket mine, the scratch of lace, the way my knees threaten to buckle if I stand too still. I close my eyes for a second, and when I open them, the girl in the mirror looks wild, untethered.

Then Nate slides a hand down, under the band of my panties, and parts me with two fingers, bold and searching. I clench reflexively, and he shushes me with a kiss to my neck. “Relax, Lee,” he whispers, “let him see.”

David watches the whole thing, and I feel the force of it in my bones. He moves closer, his hand now on my stomach, fingers splayed just above the waistband. I want to flinch away, to crawl out of my skin, but I press back into them, daring myself to want this as much as I think I do.

“May I?” David asks, his breath hot against my ear.

“Please,” I say, and the word comes out so small I almost don’t recognize it.

His fingers dip beneath the lace, grazing the wet heat between my legs, and he inhales sharply. For a second, I think I might die from the intensity of it, the impossibility of being touched by a stranger with my husband standing right there, guiding the entire scene.

Nate’s eyes are locked on mine in the mirror, pupils so dark there’s barely any blue left. His other hand grips my hip, hard enough to leave marks, and when I gasp at the sensation, he smiles—a real, dangerous smile.

David is patient, methodical. He circles my clit with the pad of his thumb, the rhythm unfamiliar but shockingly effective. Every so often, his eyes flick up to my face, as if calibrating his movements to my reactions.

Nate leans in and bites my shoulder, easy, just enough to distract me from the other hand still working me open. “You like this,” he murmurs, half question, half accusation.

“Yes,” I say, and this time it’s not a whisper.

David increases the pressure, and my whole body tightens. Nate leans into me, grinding his own erection against my hip. There’s a feral energy in the air, a reckless sense that anything could happen and I would not, could not, say no.

Then David’s fingers slip inside, and I let out a sound I’ve never made before—raw and animal. I lock eyes with Nate, needing him to see what’s happening, to understand what he’s started. His mouth is at my ear, his voice a rasp:

“Don’t you dare stop.”

David fucks me with his fingers, slow but relentless, and I let myself drift in the sensation, the dual currents of pleasure and humiliation sparking off each other in my bloodstream. I want to close my eyes, to lose myself in the feeling, but Nate’s gaze in the mirror pins me open.

At some point, Nate reaches around and unhooks my bra, letting the straps fall down my arms. He pulls it off with a flourish, tossing it onto the bed, then bends to suck one nipple into his mouth while David’s hand works below.

The two sensations—wet heat on my breast, insistent pulse between my legs—almost short-circuit me. I clutch at their shoulders, desperate for something to hold onto, and they both make approving noises, as if this is exactly what they want: me, helpless and wild between them.

David kisses me, tentatively at first, then with more hunger. His tongue tastes like the sparkling water we drank earlier, a sharp contrast to the musk of Nate’s mouth. I kiss him back, greedy for more, for anything that will tip me over the edge.

When David’s free hand finds my other breast, I nearly come apart. Nate feels it, senses the shift, and ramps up his own assault—biting harder, pinching the tip between his teeth, all the while rutting against me from behind.

“Let go, Lee,” Nate urges, and I do, the orgasm rolling through me in a wave so sudden I almost sob. My legs give out, and both men catch me, easing me onto the bed like I’m something precious and breakable.

I lie there, trembling, my chest heaving with the effort of breathing. David wipes his fingers on the sheets, then strokes my cheek, gentle and almost reverent.

“Beautiful,” he says, and I believe him.

Nate isn’t finished. He strips off his own shirt, then kneels over me, one knee between my legs, the other at my hip. He leans down and kisses me, soft at first, then harder, as if to remind me exactly who I belong to.

David watches, sitting back on his heels, but his eyes never leave my body. I reach for him, pulling him close, wanting—needing—both of them to touch me at once. Their hands find each other over my skin, sometimes working together, sometimes competing, and the sensation is dizzying.

When David’s fingers return to my panties, this time tugging them down my thighs, I don’t protest. Nate helps, and together they peel the last scrap of dignity from my body.

I am naked now, fully, utterly exposed, and for the first time in my life, I feel like I am exactly where I’m supposed to be.

Nate sits back, surveying me with a look of satisfaction that borders on smug. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Lee,” he says, voice thick with emotion.

David nods, echoing the sentiment. “Absolutely.”

I close my eyes and breathe, letting their words settle over me. I have never been so seen, so wanted.

And I want more.

#

It’s hard to keep track of time after the first climax. The minutes stretch and snap like elastic bands—sometimes languid, sometimes tight enough to cut circulation. I float, gasping, while Nate and David orbit me, switching off their touches as if by secret signal. I wonder, distantly, if this is what it feels like to be worshipped.

Nate’s hands, usually so gentle, turn rough. He presses his palm into my thigh; the pressure leaving a blooming pink outline that vanishes, then returns, each time he lets go and grabs me again. I can feel the heat of his grip on my skin even after he pulls away.

David is a study in restraint. He waits for cues, making minor adjustments based on my breath and the tiny shifts in my hips. At one point, he catches my eye and holds it, as if to say, You good? And I am. I am so fucking good, I can barely stand it.

Nate leans in, his mouth close to my ear. “You have no idea how perfect you look right now,” he says, and his teeth nip my earlobe for punctuation.

David is kneeling between my legs, his face lit by the soft glow from the window, and it’s surreal to watch him touch me while my husband talks me through it from above.

“Let him make you come again,” Nate says, and it’s not a request.

David takes the cue. He slides two fingers inside me, the stretch achingly good, and I let my knees fall open without even thinking. His other hand rests just above my pubic bone, grounding me, his thumb occasionally pressing small, tight circles that send aftershocks through my core.

Nate kisses my neck, slow and wet, his tongue lapping at the sheen of sweat forming at my hairline. “So good, Lee. That’s my girl.” His hands are all over me, sometimes fisting in my hair, sometimes pinching my nipples until I whimper. I love that he doesn’t hold back, not here, not now.

David’s rhythm builds, pressure and pace perfectly synchronized. He leans forward and asks, “Do you want my mouth?”—his voice low, reverent.

Nate answers before I can: “Yes. She does.”

David bends down, mouth hot and eager, and I’m suddenly aware of the position: my back arched, head lolling against Nate’s chest, while David’s tongue finds every nerve ending below. It’s almost too much—too intimate, too intense—but then Nate slides behind me, supporting my weight, and his hands knead my breasts with a greedy sort of tenderness.

The dual sensation is overwhelming. Nate’s teeth, scraping at the base of my neck. David’s tongue, slow at first, then relentless. My body tenses, then melts, then tenses again, every muscle flexing against invisible bonds.

At some point, I babble—nonsense syllables, half-prayers, unfinished sentences. Nate’s hand covers my mouth for a second, silencing me, then he releases and whispers, “Let him hear you.” I don’t even know what I’m saying, just that it matters to them, and that makes it matter to me.

David switches things up, sucking my clit between his lips and humming, the vibration traveling through my entire pelvis. I buck against his mouth, shameless, and Nate tightens his grip, holding me in place as if he’s afraid I’ll levitate right off the bed.

“That’s it,” Nate coaches, his own voice ragged now. “Don’t hold back.”

I’m right there, balanced on the tip of something monstrous and beautiful, when Nate’s lips brush my ear and he says, “Open your eyes, Lee.”

It takes everything I have to obey. But I do. And the sight is shattering.

David looks up, eyes locked on mine, his mouth slick and glistening, still working me as he watches. Nate is above and behind, his own eyes gone nearly black with hunger. The three of us are connected in this perfect, obscene circuit—me in the middle, their hands and mouths and gazes all claiming a piece.

I come so hard I see white. For a second I forget where I am, who I am, what day it is. There’s only the heat, the pressure, and the knowledge that I am being watched—loved, even—in this way that no one else has ever dared.

I collapse backward, barely aware of Nate cradling my head, kissing my cheek, brushing the hair off my forehead. David shifts up the bed, his face flushed and open, and settles beside me, his hand tracing lazy circles on my thigh.

We lie tangled together, no one speaking, all of us breathing as if we’ve just finished a marathon.

Eventually, Nate rolls me onto my side and spoons up behind me, his cock hard and insistent against my ass. He nuzzles the back of my neck and says, “You okay?”

“More than okay,” I manage, voice hoarse.

David kisses my shoulder, then props himself up on an elbow. “I could watch you for hours,” he says, and the honesty in it almost undoes me all over again.

We stay like that for a long time, the three of us fused together, no borders or boundaries left. I listen to the city noise outside, the distant horns and sirens and the low pulse of nightlife, and I think: No one out there knows. No one knows how good this feels, or how right it is to be wanted this much.

And I don’t want to leave this room. Not tonight. Maybe never.

After the aftershocks fade, I drift in the in-between—barely conscious, floating, every limb slack and boneless. My body hums, over-sensitized, yet somehow already greedy for more.

Nate is the first to move. He shifts behind me, propping me up with one arm while his other hand caresses my side, tracing the sweat-slick line from ribcage to hip. He’s hard as steel, cock pressed against my ass, and for the first time tonight I sense a wild, possessive urgency radiating from him. The careful choreography is gone; now it’s just want.

He kisses me, deep and searching, his tongue almost bruising in its intensity. I moan into his mouth, helpless against the onslaught. I can smell myself on him, on David, in the sheets—a heady cocktail that turns my veins to fire.

David props himself up on an elbow beside us, eyes roaming my body with open admiration. There’s a smirk on his face—proud, maybe even a little in awe—but when Nate glances over, the look that passes between them is pure animal: competitive, but not hostile. They’re both here for me, and I am here for both of them, but the rules have shifted.

Nate drags my hips toward him, guiding me onto my hands and knees. He kneels behind me, gripping my ass with both hands, fingers digging in deep. “You ready?” he asks, voice rough.

“Yes,” I say, desperate for it.

He enters me in a single, ruthless stroke. The stretch is familiar and alien at once, sharper than I expect, and I gasp—more from the intensity than the pain. He holds there, buried to the hilt, and for a long moment just stays still, letting the pressure build.

Then, slowly, he moves. Every thrust is deliberate, calculated to make me feel every inch of him, every echo of what came before. I hear the wet sound of it, obscene and beautiful, and realize David is still watching, just inches away.

Nate’s rhythm grows rougher, his grip never relenting. He leans forward, one hand on my neck, the other wrapped around my waist, fucking me with a force I’ve never felt from him before. His breath is hot on my shoulder. “Look at him,” he says, and I do—turning my head to meet David’s gaze.

David is stroking himself now, slow and measured, his eyes never leaving my face. He offers a lopsided smile, then leans in to kiss me, deep and sweet, tongue sliding over mine in time with Nate’s thrusts.

I lose myself in the duality: the rough, driving heat of Nate behind me, the gentle, worshipful hands of David at my front. They pass me back and forth like a secret, a treasure, and I let them, surrendering to whatever comes next.

The tension builds fast. Too fast. I claw at the sheets, at David’s shoulders, at anything I can reach, desperate for something to anchor me as the climax barrels closer. Nate fucks me harder, deeper, and every stroke sends lightning through my body. I arch and howl, raw and unfiltered.

I don’t know whose name I scream. Maybe both.

Nate cums with a guttural growl, his hands branding my hips, pulse throbbing inside me. I follow, the orgasm tearing through me like a tidal wave, wringing every drop of sensation from my ruined, grateful body.

For a long time, we just lie there—Nate slumped behind me, breathing in heaving gulps, David curled at my front, stroking my hair and murmuring nonsense syllables into my ear.

Eventually, the world returns. My senses sharpen, and I feel the sticky warmth between my thighs, the tremble in my legs, the sweat drying on my skin. I laugh—a high, hysterical sound that turns into a giggle and then a sob.

Nate kisses my back, gentle now. “You did so good,” he whispers, pride and wonder mingling in his tone.

David presses a kiss to my forehead. “Incredible,” he says, and it sounds like a benediction.

We rearrange ourselves, pulling the sheets over our bodies, limbs tangled and hearts still racing. For the first time all night, I feel completely at ease—no fear, no shame, just a fullness I never knew I craved.

I lie between them, claimed and claimed again, and drift off with the city lights flickering outside the window, knowing I’ll never be the same.

And for once I don’t want to be.


Chapter 3

The second time feels nothing like the first.

We arrive at the Vesper Tower—a glass-and-steel obelisk jutting over the city, the place that makes you feel both expensive and expendable. In the lobby, the staff barely register us. Nate’s hand is at my lower back, fingers tucked possessively beneath the hem of my jacket. He’s wearing dark jeans and a crisp white shirt, the same cologne as always. I’m in black: a micro-mini dress with a neckline so low it verges on liability, my skin bare beneath except for the silkiest scrap of a thong. No bra, because I want to see if anyone can tell. Because I want to see if David will notice, or if he’ll pretend not to.

The elevator is silent as a vault. Nate leans in, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “You look dangerous,” he whispers.

I glance at our reflection in the gold-trimmed glass. “Maybe I am.”

Our suite is at the top. The hallway is carpeted in a pattern that would induce seizures if you looked at it too long. Nate raps at the door, three sharp knocks, and before I can even exhale, it opens.

David is there, still business-casual, but tonight he rolled his sleeves higher, and the shirt fit tighter. He trimmed his beard, making the angles of his jaw sharper. “You made it,” he says, and his voice makes the back of my knees warm.

“Did you doubt us?” Nate laughs, the tension between them now easy, practiced. A familiar adversary.

David’s eyes catch on me, and it’s so deliberate I flush. “You look incredible, Lena.”

“Thank you,” I say, and step into the suite. It’s even more beautiful than the last: pale marble floors, modernist furniture, windows on three sides.

They let me choose the seating: a low-slung couch, white leather, facing the windows. Nate sits to my left, a hand on my thigh, fingers already sliding up the hem of my dress. David settles on the right, not quite touching, but close enough I can sense him.

“So,” David says, “I wasn’t sure if you’d want to debrief last time, or just…” He gestures at the room, his smile lopsided. “Dive in.”

I consider. “Maybe a little of both.” My confidence is real, but there’s a tremor under it. This is new ground, even now.

David nods. “Anything on your mind?”

I look to Nate, who is studying my face with open curiosity. “I just keep thinking about how different it felt,” I say. “Once it started, I mean. Like I didn’t know what my body was capable of.”

David’s smile softens. “You were incredible.”

Nate squeezes my thigh, and there’s a note of pride in his voice I’ve never heard before. “You still are.”

For a minute, all three of us are silent, letting the memory shimmer in the air. The city below is an ocean of lights, and I can almost believe we’re the only ones alive up here.

David leans forward, elbows on knees. “Would you be open to something… experimental?” He says it lightly, as if he’s just suggesting a new restaurant. But his eyes say otherwise.

I feel my pulse jump. “Experimental how?”

He produces a small, black object from his pocket: a strip of silk, knotted at the ends. A blindfold. “I thought it might be… interesting. Sometimes it’s easier to let go when you don’t know what’s coming.” He lays the silk across his palm, offering it to me, not pushing, just a possibility.

Nate’s pupils dilate; I see the shift in him instantly. His hand slides higher, almost to the place where my thigh meets the heat of my body. “I love that idea,” he says, and the words vibrate against my skin.

I reach for the blindfold, running it through my fingers. It’s soft as a secret, faintly scented with David’s cologne—bergamot and clean sweat. My heart is pounding. But I’m not afraid.

“Yes,” I say, handing it back. “But you have to put it on me.”

The two men exchange a look, something conspiratorial. Nate stands and moves behind the couch, hands on my shoulders. David turns toward me, knees brushing mine.

I tilt my chin up, exposing my throat. Nate gathers my hair in one hand, baring my neck completely. His fingers are gentle, reverent, as he slips the silk across my eyes and knots it at the base of my skull. The darkness is immediate and total.

I hear the faint click of glasses set on the bar, the creak of leather as David leans closer. Every sound is amplified—the distant hum of HVAC, Nate’s breath at my ear, the thrum of blood in my own veins.

“Comfortable?” David asks, his voice lower, stripped of any pretense.

“Yes,” I say. The word comes out half a moan.

Nate’s hands massage my shoulders, kneading out the tension. “You’re safe, Lee. We’re right here.”

I nod, surrendering. I have never been this vulnerable, and it feels like falling off a building—terrifying, exhilarating, but with the certainty that there’s someone below to catch me.

David touches my knee, sliding his hand until it finds bare skin. He pushes my legs apart, slow but insistent, and the cool air between my thighs makes me shiver. His fingertips brush the edge of my thong. He makes a pleased noise in the back of his throat.

“You wore this for us?” he asks.

I nod, then remember he can’t see my face. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” Nate says, and his approval washes over me in a hot, dizzy wave.

They work in tandem. David’s hands, exploring, charting unfamiliar territory; Nate’s, steady and familiar, anchoring me. David’s fingers tease the hem of my dress, inching it higher, while Nate strokes my neck, his lips grazing the edge of the blindfold. I lose track of whose touch is whose; the lines blur until it’s just sensation, everywhere at once.

Someone—David, I think—draws lazy circles on my inner thigh, moving closer and closer but never quite giving me what I want. The tension is exquisite. Nate whispers encouragement, tells me how beautiful I look, how perfect I am for them.

At some point, I realize I’m grinding against the couch, hips searching for friction. David laughs, not unkindly, and slips a single finger beneath the fabric. He finds me wet, already open, and my entire body locks up at the shock of it.

“Jesus, Lee,” he murmurs, and I don’t know if he means it as a compliment or a prayer.

Nate bites my earlobe hard enough to sting. “You can let go,” he says, and I want nothing more than to obey.

Time stretches. I forget my name, forget where I am. There is only the silk at my eyes, the hands on my body, the wet heat building between my legs. I have never felt so alive, or so desperately, shamelessly hungry.

When they finally guide me to my feet, I’m unsteady, drunk on sensation. Nate steadies me from behind, hands at my waist. David takes my hand and leads me across the cool marble, his thumb stroking my knuckles. I have no idea where we’re going, but I trust them.

They pause, and I hear the rustle of sheets. The bed. Nate pulls me back against his chest, his arms around me like a harness, and whispers, “Are you ready?”

I nod, and David’s hands are on me again, lifting the dress up and over my head, leaving me in nothing but the black thong. He runs his hands over my breasts, palms rough against the peaked nipples, and I arch into the touch.

The next thing I know, I’m on the bed, the sheets cool against my back, hands holding me open for whatever comes next. I am blind and helpless, but I’ve never felt more powerful.

I hear a belt, the slide of a zipper, the low, masculine grunt of anticipation. I taste champagne on my tongue, and something sweeter, wilder, I can’t name.

I am a canvas, and they are painting me with sensation.

And I don’t want this to ever end.

My senses are in freefall.

The sheets are cool, almost slippery against my back, but the rest of me is pure heat. I can’t see—only feel, only hear. Nate’s voice is a low, steady drumbeat at my ear: “You’re safe, you’re perfect, you’re ours.” David’s hands are the wild card, always surprising, sometimes gentle, sometimes ruthless.

I lose track of where one man ends, and the other begins. They trade places around me: one at my neck, teeth grazing, then the next at my breasts, hands rough but reverent. They choreograph it so smoothly that I have no choice but to surrender, to be the plaything tossed back and forth. I reach up once, desperate for purchase, and Nate seizes my wrist, pinning it over my head. “Let us,” he orders, and my body obeys.

David’s mouth is softer than I expect. He kisses from my collarbone to the tip of my nipple, tongue swirling, then biting just enough to make me gasp. Nate mirrors him on the other side, a slow, perfect symmetry. Their hands roam—palming my thighs, tracing the line of my ribs, squeezing the flesh of my hips until I’m sure I’ll bruise.

Then, suddenly, two sets of lips on my neck at once. I’m caught in a vice of sensation, the heat from their mouths making my head spin. Someone—Nate, maybe—runs his fingers along the edge of my thong, not touching, just hinting. It’s enough to make me writhe.

“Please,” I say, the word breaking open in my throat.

“Say it again,” Nate purrs.

“Please.” I barely recognize my voice.

David answers, slipping a hand beneath the fabric and stroking me, light and tentative at first. I arch up, desperate for more, but he only laughs—a soft, knowing sound. “So wet,” he whispers, his breath tickling the inside of my thigh. “You like not knowing?”

I nod, biting my lip. “Yes, fuck, yes.”

He presses two fingers inside, slow and deliberate, and I clench around them, the sensation magnified by the darkness. Nate’s hand clamps tighter on my wrist, holding me down as David works me open, curling his fingers with practiced precision.

I tremble, pleasure racing up my spine in electric pulses. Nate senses it. “Not yet,” he murmurs, and pulls David’s hand away, earning a whimper from me. “You’ll come when we say.”

I moan, helpless, and Nate shushes me with his lips, covering my mouth in a bruising kiss. I taste champagne, sharp and yeasty, and my hunger, which is everywhere, everything.

They roll me over, so I’m facedown, my ass in the air. I feel four hands at once—somewhere in the chaos, David has undressed, skin hot and hard against my own. Nate’s voice is right in my ear, his cock pressed between my cheeks, but he doesn’t enter me. Not yet.

Instead, David’s tongue is on me, licking me through the thong, then finally pulling it aside and feasting like he’s starving. His beard scrapes, rough and perfect, and I can feel myself dripping down his chin. Nate’s hands clutch my shoulders, pinning me, and he bites the nape of my neck as David brings me close, closer, then backs off, letting me hover just at the edge.

It’s torture. It’s heaven.

I feel the world narrow to sensation: the obscene slick sound of David eating me out, Nate’s breath hot on my ear, the relentless squeeze of hands on my body. I am melting, atomizing, vanishing into pure need.

And then, all at once, the world tilts.

Nate pulls me upright, and I kneel between them, shaking. He unties the blindfold with a single, practiced flick. The room is a riot of color and light—city glow, white sheets, bodies flushed with need.

David is kneeling in front of me, chin wet, eyes burning. Nate is behind me, cock hard against my spine.

“Open your eyes,” Nate commands.

I do, and the sight is devastating. David’s lips glisten with my arousal, his mouth parted, tongue darting out to taste more. Nate’s hand slides down, between my thighs, circling my clit as David watches, rapt.

“Let him see you come,” Nate orders, and I do, the orgasm hitting so hard I cry out, collapsing forward into David’s arms.

He holds me strong and steady while Nate kisses the top of my head, the shell of my ear, his voice a balm. “That’s it, Lee. That’s my girl.”

I laugh high and wild, unable to believe this is my life. But it is. It really is.

We sprawl on the bed, tangled and spent, for what feels like hours. The air is thick with sex and sweat and the sweetness of something deeper—something that feels suspiciously like love, even if it’s just for tonight.

David is the first to speak. “I want to try something,” he says, voice gentler than before.

I roll over, sheets clinging to my skin. “What?”

He glances at Nate, then at me. “I want to photograph you. Us. Together.”

My heart flips. For a second, I imagine myself on a billboard—naked, wanton, exposed. But the idea is more thrilling than terrifying.

“Why?” I ask, not to challenge, but because I need to hear it.

David smiles, sheepish. “I’m a photographer. It’s what I do. But this—” He gestures at the bed, at the three of us. “I’ve never wanted to capture anything so badly.”

Nate’s hand finds mine, squeezing tight. “You want to?” he asks, the old Lena echoing in his concern.

I think about it. About the silk blindfold, the way I felt invisible and untouchable and infinite. About how, for the first time in my life, I want to see myself the way they do: not perfect, but desired, raw and real.

“Yes,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

David grins, and for a moment, he looks like a kid on Christmas morning. He hops off the bed and retrieves a small camera from his bag, sleek and black and somehow less intimidating than I expect.

He returns, camera in hand, and the mood shifts: still charged, but now with the anticipation of creation, of being made into art.

He lines us up—me sprawled on my back, Nate at my side, both of us still naked and shining with sweat. David kneels at the foot of the bed, camera poised, and shoots.

The flash is soft, the shutter a low click, but the effect is immediate. I preen, pose, arch my back and toss my hair, all the things I used to do in the mirror as a teenager but never dared to do in front of anyone else.

Nate kisses my shoulder, my cheek, my lips. David directs us, sometimes putting the camera down to join, sometimes stepping back to capture the moment from a new angle. At one point, he asks us to look at each other, not at him, and I realize I’ve never seen Nate so unguarded, so radiant.

The photo session blurs into sex, and back again. Hands and mouths, camera and bodies, over and over. I lose track of time, of how many pictures, of whose hands are where.

At the end, we are a tangle of limbs, the sheets ruined, the camera abandoned on the pillow. I am exhausted, spent, utterly emptied and overflowing at the same time.

Nate is stroking my hair. David is at my feet, head propped on a pillow, smiling like he’s just won the lottery.

“You were amazing,” David says, and I believe him.

I believe both of them.

And for the first time in years, maybe ever, I believe in myself, too.

The camera flash doesn’t pop. It glows—just a warm, red dot and a soft whirr as the shutter opens and closes. It’s oddly comforting, almost soothing, as if we’re not doing something dangerous but something necessary. Something true.

David starts with the obvious: me, naked except for the ruined thong, sprawled on the sheets. I try to look composed, but I can’t help grinning—there’s a wildness in me now that refuses to be tamed. Nate, ever the showman, kisses my shoulder and slips his hands over my breasts, squeezing them together for the lens. David murmurs encouragement: “Beautiful, don’t hide, show me how you want to be seen.”

He has us change positions. Nate sits upright against the headboard, legs spread, and pulls me back into his lap. David circles, camera clicking, documenting the way Nate’s hands grip my thighs, the way his cock pokes up between us, insistent and proud. I lean back, arching my neck, letting my hair spill down Nate’s chest.

“Good, yes, just like that,” David says, snapping photos in a quick burst. I can hear him breathing hard, see the outline of his erection pressing through his boxers. The power of being seen, of being watched and wanted and captured, is almost as heady as the sex itself.

David puts the camera aside for a moment, kneeling on the bed and running his hands over my calves, up to my knees, then parting them. He licks up my inner thigh, slow and torturous, and Nate holds me open for him, fingers digging into my flesh. David’s tongue finds my clit, and the sensation is so intense I nearly buck off Nate’s lap.

The camera returns, and David snaps a photo from below: Nate’s hands, my pussy exposed, the flush in my cheeks. He’s relentless—moving from one angle to the next, documenting the shamelessness, the raw animal want that’s taken over all three of us.

Nate guides my hips, positioning me astride him, then buries his cock inside me with a single, fluid motion. I gasp, and David catches the moment, the way my back arches and my mouth opens in a silent moan. The lens extends his gaze, never intrusive but always present, always hungry.

I ride Nate, slow at first, then faster, David’s encouragement and the mechanical click of the camera pushing me further. He moves closer, capturing the sweat on my skin, the bounce of my breasts, the desperate grip of my hands on Nate’s shoulders. I lose myself in it, the sensation, the sound, the knowledge that I am being made immortal with every shot.

Nate reaches up and pulls my hair, tipping my head back so he can kiss my throat, my jaw, my open mouth. David sets the camera down and crawls behind me, his hands joining Nate’s on my body, both of them guiding me, using me, making me feel more wanted than I ever thought possible.

“Lean forward,” David says, his voice a hoarse command.

I do, and his mouth is on my nipples, sucking them until they ache, while Nate’s cock thrusts up into me from below. The sensations blur together, pain and pleasure and something hotter, darker, more desperate than anything I’ve ever felt.

I come like an animal, thrashing between their bodies, the orgasm ripping through me so hard I cry out. David’s hand covers my mouth, muffling the scream, while Nate holds me down and fucks me through the aftershocks.

The next thing I know, I’m on my back, legs splayed open, Nate still inside me and David between my thighs, licking and sucking and teasing out another climax before the first has even faded. I come again, and again, losing track of time, of space, of where I end and they begin.

The camera is forgotten, lying on the pillow, still recording in silent bursts.

At the end, I’m sandwiched between them, Nate behind me, David in front, both of them kissing me—my mouth, my cheeks, my eyelids, my forehead—as if I’m something sacred.

“You’re amazing,” Nate whispers, and David echoes it, “You’re perfect.”

I believe them. I really do.

We fall asleep that way, tangled and sticky and satisfied, the city lights painting us in a soft, forgiving glow. The camera is still, lens pointed at the ceiling, the memory card full of evidence.

But the actual proof is in my body, my bones, my heart.

I wake in the middle of the night, sandwiched between the two men, and think: This is what it means to be alive. To want and to be wanted, without apology or fear.

And I know without a doubt that I’ll never go back to the old Lena.

Not now.

Never.


Chapter 4

The first time we invite David to our house, it’s on a Tuesday. Not even a special Tuesday—just a weeknight, the city exhaling the last of its rush hour, the sky all bruised blue and gold at the edges. Nate insists on grilling steaks because it’s the most “suburban husband” thing he can think of, and I half expect him to don an apron that says “Kiss the Cook.” He doesn’t, but the look in his eyes when I come downstairs in my favorite ribbed tank and those absurdly short pajama shorts is hungry enough that I nearly laugh.

The dinner is almost normal. David brings a bottle of wine that I pretend to know something about, and we talk work and podcasts and the best place to get sushi in this neighborhood. If the conversation dips toward the unsaid, no one acknowledges it. The unsaid is thick and ambient. We all know why we’re here.

After dinner, we migrate to the living room. The furniture is new, and I’m still not sure the couch actually matches the rug, but Nate sinks into the corner with his bourbon and beckons for me to join. I do, tucking my legs under me. David sits on the other side, closer than before, but not quite touching.

There’s a pause—long enough to feel, not long enough to break anything. Then David turns to me and says, “I’m glad you invited me.” It’s not a platitude; he says it like a confession, eyes steady on mine.

Nate hums, smiling into his glass. “It was her idea.”

I feel the blush creep up my neck. “I wanted to see what it would be like here ,” I say, “here. With… everything.”

David’s gaze softens. “It’s different,” he says, and I realize it is. The room is full of us—photos from trips, our wedding on the mantel, the faintest scent of my laundry soap on the throw blanket. For the first time, I’m not playing someone else’s game. This is my field. My rules.

Nate reaches over and runs a finger up my thigh, slow. “Want to take this upstairs?” he asks, but it isn’t really a question.

I nod. My mouth is dry, my heart a snare drum. I look at David, and he looks back, and for the first time I see him hesitate—not out of nerves, but deference. He waits for me to move.

So I do. I stand, take his hand, and lead both men up the stairs, Nate’s fingers wrapped around my hip bone like he can’t quite believe he gets to touch me.

Our bedroom is lit only by the bedside lamps—low, warm, forgiving. The bed is made, sheets crisp and still faintly lavender from last weekend’s wash. There’s a photo of us on the dresser, laughing and windswept in Oregon, and for a moment I wonder what that version of me would think about this one. The answer is: probably jealous.

I take the center of the bed, kneeling so my knees just press into the duvet. Nate sits to my left, David to my right, and they flank me with identical expressions: intent, a little reverent, a little awed. There is a ceremony to it—like we’re about to summon something.

Nate goes first, because he always does. He tugs my tank up and off, leaving me bare except for the useless scrap of bra I wear to bed. He unclasps it in one practiced motion, then cups my breasts in both hands, thumbs teasing the peaks to stiff points. I shiver, not from cold but from the precision of his touch, the way he knows exactly how much pressure to use.

David watches, his hand hovering just above my thigh. “You’re beautiful,” he says, and the way he says it is not rote or automatic, but full, like he’s letting the word roll around in his mouth before offering it to me.

I reach for him, take his hand, and place it on my leg where Nate’s fingers have already marked a path. He squeezes, tentatively, then bolder when I don’t flinch.

There’s a symmetry to the way they undress me—Nate stripping my shorts with a flick of his wrist, David peeling my panties down so slow it feels like a striptease in reverse. My skin goosebumps everywhere they touch, the hairs on my arms standing at attention.

Nate leans in, mouth on my neck, kissing up to the line of my jaw. “You want this?” he murmurs, and I could laugh at the stupidity of the question, because every cell in my body is screaming yes.

David’s hand glides up my side, gentle, until his fingers graze the outer curve of my breast. He hesitates, waiting for some signal, and I arch into his hand, giving him all the signal he needs. His touch is different than Nate’s—softer, exploratory, like he’s memorizing the texture and weight of me.

They trade off, each finding their rhythm, kissing my neck, my collarbone, my shoulders, sometimes in tandem, sometimes in sequence. The sensation is like an echo chamber—every touch reverberating against the other, magnified by proximity.

When Nate takes my nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, David’s hand tightens on my thigh and I gasp, the shock of it making me buck forward. Nate grins against my skin. “Sensitive tonight,” he teases, and I want to smack him, but I let my head fall back, let them do what they want.

David’s lips find the other breast, but he’s careful, almost reverent, licking and sucking in a way that feels worshipful. The difference between the two—the precision of my husband, the curiosity of my lover—drives me insane. I squirm, caught between them, desperate for more.

Nate slides a hand down my stomach, fingers dipping into the cleft of my thigh, parting me with practiced ease. “You’re already soaked,” he says, and it should be embarrassing, but it isn’t. It’s a badge. A reward.

David’s hand joins his, and for a second I think they’ll fight over who gets to touch me, but they move in tandem, fingers overlapping, mapping my body like a shared territory.

I’m shaking, not from fear, but from the impossibility of sensation. I want to close my eyes, but I keep them open, wanting to see them—Nate, jaw clenched, eyes sharp and hungry; David, so focused it almost looks like pain, his bottom lip caught between his teeth.

They take turns, working me up and down, never letting me settle, always chasing a new crest of pleasure. I arch into their hands, greedy for more, and when Nate finally slides two fingers inside, I nearly sob at the relief.

“Good girl,” he says, and David echoes, “So good, Lena,” and I want to bottle that moment, keep it forever.

I reach out, desperate to touch them, to even the score. My hand finds David’s cock through his jeans—already hard, straining—and I palm him, feel the heat and heft of him. He shudders, hips rocking forward, and I wonder how long he’s been waiting for this.

Nate kisses me, deep and claiming, while David nips at the hollow of my throat. Their hands are everywhere—breasts, hips, ass, between my legs, moving in a rhythm that feels choreographed but isn’t. I lose all sense of whose fingers are whose, whose mouth is at my neck, who’s making me come undone.

When I come, it’s not silent or pretty. I thrash, clutching at their arms, crying out as the pleasure rips through me. The sound is loud in the small room, echoing off the framed photo of our wedding, the memories of the woman I used to be.

I collapse boneless between them, gasping for air.

Nate strokes my hair, gentle now. “You’re amazing,” he whispers, and I want to believe him.

David kisses my shoulder, lingering. “You are.”

I lie there, letting the glow settle, knowing that this is my life, that I chose it, that I want more. I turn to face Nate, then David, and I see the same thing in both their eyes: pride, and hunger, and something like awe.

I’m not sure how long we stay in the afterglow—ten minutes, maybe twenty—but it’s not enough. I can still feel the echo of their hands on my skin, the phantom ache between my legs, and when I roll to my back and look at the two men beside me, my whole body sparks with want. I catch Nate’s eye and he knows, because he always knows.

“Not done yet?” he teases, brushing a sweat-damp strand of hair off my cheek.

“Not even close.” My voice sounds deeper than I remember.

David’s hand is already on my thigh, kneading gently. He glances at Nate, then at me, as if waiting for permission. It’s funny—I thought bringing him here would make things feel exposed, even forbidden, but all it’s done is to magnify the need. The comfort of our sheets, the familiar thump of the headboard against the wall, the knowledge that anyone on the street could look up and see our bedroom light—all of it makes me bolder.

I reach for David, tugging him closer. He’s still half-dressed, shirt open, jeans half-off, and I want him out of them. “You’re wearing too much,” I say.

He grins and strips, revealing skin that’s tanned in summer and already losing its edge, chest sprinkled with a line of hair that I want to trace with my tongue. He kneels at my side, and when he kisses me, I taste salt and wine and something that’s just him.

Nate props himself on an elbow, watching. His cock is already hard again, jutting up from the tangle of sheets like a dare. I meet his gaze, hold it as David’s mouth trails down my chest, kissing the curve of my breast, the line between ribs.

David’s tongue circles my nipple, then sucks it into his mouth, and the shock of sensation makes me arch up. Nate notices, and his hand finds my other breast, kneading gently, pinching just enough to send another jolt straight to my core.

They work in tandem, mouths and hands and fingers, never letting me settle. David moves lower, kissing down my stomach, while Nate claims my mouth, kissing me until I can’t breathe.

David is between my legs now, nudging them apart with both hands. He looks up, eyes full of question, and I nod, too breathless to speak. He dips his head, tongue flat and warm as it parts me, licking up the wetness Nate’s fingers started. His beard scratches, but it only makes everything sharper.

I lose myself in it—the rhythm of his tongue, the occasional flick of his eyes up to watch my reaction, the way he moans when I tangle my fingers in his hair. Nate’s hand is in my hair too, holding me still for his kiss, and I realize that I’m the axis around which the two men revolve, both of them desperate to see how far I can be pushed.

David’s tongue focuses on my clit, slow at first, then relentless, and my hips buck up against his mouth. Nate slides two fingers inside me, curling them just so, and the double assault is overwhelming. I claw at their shoulders, wanting to drag them closer, wanting them both everywhere at once.

I come again, harder this time, and when I do, I cry out. It’s not a word, just a noise, primal and wild. David groans, and Nate bites down on my earlobe, laughing softly into my hair.

But it isn’t enough. I want to give something back. I want to see them unravel the way they’ve unraveled me.

I pull David up, and he follows, mouth shiny and cheeks flushed. I grab him by the shoulders and push him onto his back, straddling his lap. His cock is thick and hot against my thigh, leaking already, and I wrap my hand around it, pumping slowly. He groans and grips my hips, but doesn’t push, just lets me take the lead.

Nate kneels behind me, pressing his chest to my back, his hands on my breasts. He leans in and whispers, “Show him what you want,” and his words make me shiver.

I stroke David with one hand and reach back for Nate with the other, guiding his cock between my ass cheeks. The feeling of both of them—hard and urgent, one in my hand, one at my back—makes my head spin.

Nate kisses my shoulder, then my neck, then bites down just below my ear. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he says, and the rawness in his voice is almost as good as touch.

I keep stroking David, faster now, and he closes his eyes, biting his lower lip. I know he’s close, but I want more. I want to taste him.

I slide off his lap and onto my knees between his legs, hands on his thighs. David props himself up on his elbows, watching me with wide, dark eyes. Nate is at my side, kneeling on the bed, stroking himself.

I look up at both of them. “I want to suck your cock,” I say to David. My voice is low and steady. I want them both to hear.

David’s chest rises and falls fast. He nods, and I take him into my mouth, slow at first, savoring the weight and taste of him. I lick the tip, then swirl my tongue around the head before taking him deeper, letting him fill my mouth. He groans, hips rocking, but he holds himself back, trying not to overwhelm me.

Nate’s hand is on my shoulder, squeezing. “That’s it, Lee,” he says, his voice thick.

I glance up, meeting Nate’s eyes as I bob my head on David’s cock. Nate watches, transfixed, stroking himself faster now. The sight of it—the two of them, so focused on me—makes me wetter than ever.

I keep going, hollowing my cheeks, using my hand to stroke the base as I suck. David’s hands find my hair, guiding but never forcing. I can feel him getting closer, his thighs tensing, his breath coming faster.

“Fuck, Lena,” he says, voice shaking. “I’m gonna—”

I pull back, pumping him with my hand. “I want you to come on my face,” I say, surprising even myself with how much I mean it.

David groans and Nate’s hand tightens on my arm, both of them watching as I stroke David to the brink. When he comes, it’s hot and messy, spurting across my lips, my cheek, even my chin. I hold his gaze the whole time, never breaking eye contact, and I see the exact moment he loses control.

Nate moans behind me, and when David is spent, Nate grabs me by the waist, pulling me up and spinning me so I’m on all fours on the bed. He positions himself behind me, cock poised at my entrance, and leans down to whisper in my ear.

“You’re fucking incredible,” he growls, then slams into me, hard and deep.

The sensation is so intense I nearly collapse. I’m still slick from before, and Nate doesn’t hold back—he fucks me with a wildness I’ve never felt from him, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. I dig my nails into the sheets and push back against him, wanting every inch.

David watches from the edge of the bed, eyes glazed, still catching his breath. I look at him, and he smiles slowly and lazily. “You’re a goddess,” he says, and I almost laugh, but Nate pounds into me harder, stealing the breath from my lungs.

I come again, so hard my vision whites out. Nate follows, shouting my name as he empties himself inside me. For a long moment, we just stay like that, both of us shaking, bodies slick with sweat and cum and something deeper.

Finally, Nate pulls out and collapses next to me. He pulls me into his arms, kissing my hair, my cheeks, the tip of my nose. David joins us, wrapping an arm around my waist.

We lie there, tangled and spent, the evidence of what we’ve done still drying on my skin.

I’m not embarrassed. Not even a little.

I am proud. And so, so ready for whatever comes next.

#

After a while, David excuses himself to the bathroom. Nate and I stay tangled on the bed, sticky and radiant, the taste of sweat and sex still in the air. My cheeks are streaked with David’s cum, drying tight on my skin, and when I lick my lips, I taste salt and something almost sweet. I wonder if Nate will want to wash it off before he touches me, if there’s a line even he won’t cross.

There isn’t.

He rolls me onto my back and pins my wrists above my head, kissing me hard, devouring every inch. I feel his cock, slick and ready, grinding against my thigh, and I open my legs, let him settle between them. He doesn’t hesitate—just pushes in, all the way, with a force that makes me gasp.

He fucks me like he’s afraid I’ll disappear. Rough, deep, almost brutal, his hands grip my hips so tight I’m sure there’ll be marks. I wrap my legs around his waist and match his rhythm, clawing at his shoulders, dragging him closer. I want him to feel what I feel—to know in his bones that I am his.

David reemerges from the bathroom and stands at the edge of the room, watching. He’s dressed again, but his eyes are hungry, pupils blown wide. The sight of him—the voyeur, the witness—sends a shock of electricity through me, and I buck against Nate harder, daring him to lose control.

He does. He comes with a ragged shout, hips slamming into me, breath hot against my ear. I come too, riding the wave, drowning in the sensation of being filled, claimed, ruined for anyone else.

We collapse together, a knot of arms and legs, hearts pounding in sync.

After a minute, Nate rolls to his side, face buried in the curve of my neck. He laughs, hoarse and shaky. “You’re fucking insane,” he says, but the words are pure adoration.

I glance over at David. He’s still standing by the dresser, watching us, and for a second I wonder if he regrets it, if this is where he realizes he’s the outsider. But then he smiles, slowly and warmly, and I know he understands. He bows his head, as if in thanks, then quietly gathers his things and lets himself out.

The silence after he leaves is thick, but not awkward. I turn to Nate, brush a thumb across the red line I left on his shoulder. “Did I hurt you?”

He grins. “Do it again.”

I laugh, and it feels good—unfiltered, alive. We lie there, staring at the ceiling, and I know we should talk, debrief, analyze what the fuck just happened. But for once, I don’t want to. I want to savor it, let the sensation linger.

Eventually, we drag ourselves to the shower. The water is hot, almost scalding, and it stings the fresh marks on my body. Nate washes me with both hands, gentle now, lingering on every bruise and bite, as if memorizing them. I do the same to him, tracing each scratch, each love mark, until I can’t tell where I end and he begins.

He turns me to face him, pressing me against the tile. “Did you like it?” he asks.

The question is redundant, but I answer anyway. “I loved it.”

He kisses me, softer this time. “You looked incredible,” he says. “I’ve never seen you like that.”

“I’ve never felt like that,” I admit, surprised at my honesty. “It was… more than I thought it would be.”

He studies me, eyes searching. “More how?”

I hesitate, then say it: “I want to go further. I want to feel what it’s like. Really… feel it. With someone else.”

He blinks, as if recalibrating. “You mean—”

I nod. “Yeah. I want you to watch. I want you to see me.” My heart hammers as I say it, but it feels right.

He’s silent for a beat, then he smiles. Not just with his mouth, but with his entire face—like a sunrise, sudden and blinding. “Fuck,” he says, and laughs, shaking his head. “You’re going to destroy me.”

“Only if you ask nicely.”

He pins me to the wall with his hips, hard again, and I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him close. “Please,” he says, voice muffled against my skin. “Destroy me.”

We fuck again in the shower, rough and desperate, water pounding down, steam rising in clouds around us. When it’s over, I lean against him, boneless and clean, letting the water wash away the last traces of someone else’s touch.

He holds me tight, and for the first time, I know exactly who I am, and who I want to be.

We dry off, crawl back into bed, and fall asleep in each other’s arms. The city lights bleed through the curtains, and in the darkness, I dream of what comes next.

This is our life now. This is us.

And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.


Her Ultimate Surrender


Chapter 1

I wake up to the smell of Nate—salt, heat, the memory of his sweat from where I buried my face against his neck sometime after midnight. The sheets are still twisted around my legs, the ache between my thighs a slow, throbbing echo of what we did last night. There’s a mark on my hip where his mouth found purchase and refused to let go; I trace it with my finger, a lazy smile threatening to break as the memory clicks in, bright and filthy.

Next to me, Nate’s still asleep, lips parted, with the faintest line of drool on the pillowcase. I let myself watch him for a long minute, counting freckles on his bare shoulder, listening to his steady breathing as the morning light filters through the curtains and paints his skin a soft gold.

He’s going to freak when he wakes up and remembers what he said. What I did. The way I came apart, clawing at his hair and grinding down, telling him I wanted it, yes, that, right there, please—because he asked for it. He whispered it in my ear, not like a command but like a prayer: “I want you to think of someone else.” And then, when my face flushed and I tried to laugh it off, he doubled down. He told me—words heavy and slow, almost reverent—that he wanted to see me with another man. Not just see, but arrange it, guide it, hold my hand as I crossed the line.

Now, in the washed-out daylight, the idea feels less dangerous than it did at midnight. Or maybe it’s more dangerous, because I can’t pretend it was just a fantasy tossed off in the dark. I stretch—arms overhead, stomach arching—and every muscle lights up with the soreness of what we did, a full-body confirmation. My phone buzzes on the nightstand, its little angry hum at odds with the stillness of the bedroom.

I squint at the screen. The name glows out at me, bold and plain: Mike Johnson.

Oh, fuck.

For a split second I think about ignoring it, dropping the phone back to the table, but curiosity gets the better of me. I swipe it open, heart beating stupid-fast in my chest.

Hey trouble. You owe me another drink after that party. Or maybe something better. Still thinking about your hands.

A flush creeps up my neck, burning hot. I can see the message twice: first, as a black text on a cold, sterile screen, and then again as an echo of what I actually remember—Mike, standing way too close on the balcony, his voice low, his hand sliding onto my waist, the taste of whiskey and smoke when he leaned in and kissed me. Hard. Not a test-the-waters kind of kiss, but the real thing, the kind that left no room for guessing.

It’s impossible that Nate didn’t see. He was right there. He acted like it was nothing, eyes darting away, but when we got home, he fucked me like a man possessed, and for once I didn’t hold back. I let myself think about Mike’s hands, Mike’s mouth, and I told Nate every filthy detail he wanted to hear.

Now Mike is texting me, and it’s not a mistake. He’s as direct as Nate is indirect, not bothering with small talk or even a pretense of apology. I read the message again, and then again, rolling it over in my mind until the words vibrated with possibility.

Behind me, Nate makes a noise, a low groan as he rolls onto his side and wraps an arm around my waist. I feel the scrape of his stubble against my shoulder. “What time is it?” he mumbles.

“Early,” I say, my voice too bright. “Eight-thirty.”

His fingers trace a circle around my navel, then dip lower, teasing at the edge of the sheet. “You’re awake.”

“I’m awake,” I say, and then—because I can’t help myself—“I have something to show you.”

Nate props himself up on an elbow, hair sticking out in every direction, blue eyes sharp and clear in a way that makes me feel instantly naked. “Yeah?” he says, and there’s a hint of the old bravado, the man who can close deals and negotiate a room with just a smile. But underneath, I can hear the nerves. The curiosity.

I hand him the phone, screen tilted toward him so he can read the message in all its direct, blunt glory.

He reads it once, then again, eyebrows climbing higher with each pass. A slow grin spreads, cutting across his face like a sunrise. He glances at me, then at the phone, then back at me. “He doesn’t fuck around, does he?”

“Nope.” I try for casual, but my voice breaks halfway through the word. “Apparently, he’s still thinking about my hands.”

Nate’s eyes darken a little, pupils swallowing up the blue. He slides his hand under the sheet, palm flat against my inner thigh, and squeezes—not gentle, not rough, but possessive. “Are you thinking about his?”

I want to lie to play it safe, but that’s not our game anymore. I meet his gaze head-on. “Yeah. A little.”

He nods, lips pursed. I can tell he likes the answer, even if he doesn’t say it out loud. He sets the phone back on the table, then leans over and kisses me, slow and deliberate, like he’s reclaiming territory. When he pulls back, his hand stays put, thumb stroking little circles into my skin.

“What would you do if I said yes?” he asks. “If I said I wanted you to go out with him.”

The question should scare me, but I feel a surge of something reckless—an urge to leap without looking. “I think I’d say yes, too,” I admit, voice barely above a whisper.

Nate’s hand slides higher, tracing the line of my hipbone, his fingers inching toward the place that’s still tender from last night. “You’d fuck him?”

The word hits me like a slap and a caress at the same time. I picture it: Mike, taller and broader than Nate, his confidence a shield that deflects any awkwardness. The way his hands felt on my waist. I can feel myself getting wet just thinking about it, and I know Nate can feel it, too.

“Yeah,” I say, shivering. “If you wanted me to.”

He closes his eyes for a second, as if savoring the thought. When he opens them again, he’s all business—eyes locked on mine, jaw set, voice steady. “I want you to. But only if you promise to tell me everything.”

“Everything?”

He smiles, wolfish. “Everything.”

My body is buzzing, a live wire from head to toe. I roll over onto my back, pulling the sheets with me, and Nate follows, pressing his body against mine. I can feel him getting hard, the evidence insistent against my thigh.

“Should I text him back?” I ask, letting my hand wander down his abs, fingers tracing the familiar path to his cock.

Nate growls, low in his throat. “Only if you tell him exactly what you want.”

I pick up the phone again, thumbs hovering over the keyboard. Nate’s cock’s outline is visible under the sheet, muscles tense with my movements. I type out a reply:

How about something better than a drink? I can meet you this week. You pick the time and place.

I showed it to Nate before I sent it. He reads it, nods, then lifts my chin and kisses me again, rougher this time. When he lets go, he’s breathing hard. “Send it,” he says.

I do.

For a moment, the room is silent except for our breathing. Nate’s hand is between my legs now, two fingers sliding in, the other hand tangled in my hair. He moves with purpose, eyes never leaving my face.

“Tell me what he did to you,” Nate says. “At the party.”

I hesitate just for a second. “He kissed me. He put his hand on my ass. He told me I was beautiful.”

“And you liked it?”

I nod, unable to speak.

He slides his fingers deeper, and I moan. “Would you let him fuck you?” he whispers.

The thought alone is enough to make me shudder. I grip his wrist, holding him inside me, hips grinding up to meet every thrust. “Only if you’re there,” I manage.

He smiles, triumphant. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

We come together hard; the buildup too much to last. When it’s over, Nate rolls off, gasping for air, and I curl up next to him, burying my face in his chest.

The phone buzzes again, Mike’s name lighting up the screen. I don’t need to look—I already know what he’s going to say. But I do anyway, reading the message out loud:

Tomorrow night. Nine o’clock. My place. Wear something you can’t wait to take off.

Nate laughs, a real, belly-deep sound. He grabs my chin, pulls me in for another kiss, and this time it’s different—less about possession, more about promise.

“You scared?” he asks.

I think about it. I’m not sure what word fits. My pulse is in my ears; my whole body lit up from the inside. “Yeah,” I say. “But I’m excited, too.”

He runs a thumb across my cheekbone, gentle now. “Good,” he says. “Because I want you to enjoy every second.”

I close my eyes, letting the fear and the anticipation settle into something molten and steady. Nate’s hand is still on my thigh, grounding me. I hold his hand there, not ready to let go.

Tomorrow night. Nine o’clock. My place.

I wonder if I’ll recognize myself in the morning.

#

It’s amazing what a few hours and a minor existential crisis can do for your wardrobe. By the time Nate and I step into the bar, I’ve torn through my closet twice and landed on a dress that’s maybe a half-step below indecent. Black, snug, the stretchy that clings in all the places I usually try to downplay. Nate watched me get ready with an expression halfway between disbelief and adoration, like he couldn’t decide whether to ask me to change or beg me to stay exactly like this forever. I settled it by sitting on his lap and making out with him until he stopped thinking at all.

The bar is all glass and dark wood; with the banquettes upholstered in old money. Nate leads the way, hand resting on my lower back. The hostess barely glances at us before guiding us to a private booth in the far corner—a horseshoe of black leather and low lighting, more confession booth than cocktail lounge. The place is quiet, maybe a dozen people total, most of them paired up and hunched over their drinks in private conspiracies.

Mike is already at the bar, one elbow draped across the counter, glass of something cradled in his hand. He’s taller than I remember—probably just the boots—and the fit of his shirt is deliberate, sleeves rolled to the elbow to show off forearms covered in ink. He looks up as we walk in, eyes locking onto me with a predator’s focus. I feel it, a jolt that skips my stomach and settles between my legs.

Nate raises a hand in greeting, but Mike is already moving, a straight line through the maze of tables. He doesn’t wait for a formal hello, just slides into the booth beside me, hip to hip. For a split second, I think he’s going to kiss me right there, but he stops, close enough that I can see the stubble along his jaw, the way his mouth quirks up on one side.

“Hey,” he says, voice lower than necessary.

“Hey,” I say back, suddenly aware of the dampness at the backs of my knees.

Nate settles in across from us, acting chill, but his eyes are on me, searching. I know he’s memorizing the way I react, filing it away for later. The waitress appears, and Nate orders beverages for us. There’s a weird intimacy in the way he already knows what Mike likes, even though this is only the second time they’ve met. Mike rests his hand on the booth between us, fingers splayed, not quite touching my thigh.

“So,” Mike says, “is this the part where we pretend we’re all just friends catching up?” His eyes flick to Nate, then back to me.

Nate grins, shrugging. “We could, but I think it’d be a waste of everyone’s time.”

Mike leans in, his shoulder pressing against mine. “I agree.”

We talk at first about safe things—mutual friends, a gallery opening Mike shot last week, some vacation Nate wants to take. Mike’s stories are sharp and funny, but there’s an undercurrent that never fades: the way his gaze slides down the neckline of my dress, the way his thigh inches closer with every minute. He’s not playing hard to get. He’s playing to win.

It doesn’t take long for the conversation to shift.

“So,” Mike says, swirling the ice in his glass, “are we still on for tomorrow night? Or is this your way of telling me you changed your mind?”

I glance at Nate, whose hand is now firmly on my thigh, hidden by the tablecloth. He squeezes, a silent prompt.

“We’re on,” I say, and hear my voice tremble a little. “If you are.”

Mike smiles, the smile that could get a girl into a lot of trouble. “Good. I was hoping you’d say that.”

Mike leans forward, dropping his voice until only we can hear. “I’m going to be honest with you,” he says. “I want to fuck you so badly it’s all I’ve thought about for the last twenty-four hours. I want to bend you over the edge of my bed and make you scream.” His gaze flicks to Nate. “And I want you to watch, if that’s what you want.”

The words hit me like a shot, heat flooding my face and neck. I can feel my nipples pebble through the thin fabric of my dress, my breath hitching audibly. Nate’s grip tightens on my thigh, hard enough to leave marks.

For a second, no one speaks.

Then Nate leans back, letting out a slow breath. “I want that, too,” he says, his voice steady. “But only if Lena does.”

Mike turns to me, eyes narrowing. “Do you?”

I nod. I don’t trust myself to say anything more. The air between us is thick enough to cut.

Mike reaches under the table, hand sliding up the inside of my thigh, just far enough to graze the hem of my dress. He stops there, fingers resting, making no move to go further. It’s a test, and I pass by spreading my legs the smallest amount. His hand moves a fraction higher.

“Here’s the thing,” he says, voice casual, “I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings. If you change your mind, you tell me, and we stop. No questions asked.”

Nate and I nod in unison.

Mike’s eyes are on me again, unblinking. “You look amazing, by the way.”

The compliment is so direct it short-circuits my brain. “Thank you,” I say, my voice embarrassingly small.

He smiles, then shifts his attention to Nate. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

Nate grins. “I’m more than okay. You should see the things she lets me do when she’s thinking about you.”

Mike laughs, deep and genuine. “Now I’m jealous.”

“Maybe you should be,” Nate says, with a spark of mischief in his voice.

Mike’s hand never leaves my thigh, but he doesn’t push further. Not yet. Instead, he launches into a story about the first time he shot nudes for a client, how awkward it was at first, how the woman wouldn’t take her bra off unless he stripped to his boxers. “So there I am, wearing nothing but boxers, camera in hand, and she’s looking at me like I’m the one on display. It broke the tension, though. Sometimes you just have to put yourself out there.”

He says it like a joke, but there’s a point under the humor.

“Is that your strategy tonight?” I ask.

He grins. “Maybe I’ll take my pants off first, just to make you feel comfortable.”

“Very selfless,” Nate says, rolling his eyes.

“So,” Mike says, lowering his voice again, “what are the ground rules?”

I glance at Nate, but he motions for me to speak.

“No cameras,” I say, surprising myself with how fast it comes out.

Mike grins. “That’s fair. What else?”

“I want Nate there the whole time,” I say. “He doesn’t leave. And if either of us wants to stop, we stop.”

Mike’s expression turns serious. “That works for me.”

Nate takes my hand, lacing his fingers with mine. “We’ll set a safe word,” he says, squeezing my hand. “Lighthouse. You say it, we stop, no matter what.”

“Lighthouse?” Mike raises an eyebrow.

Nate shrugs. “We like to travel. It’s a thing.”

Mike laughs, easy, and genuinely, then sobers. “Okay. Lighthouse. Got it.”

A silence settles over the table, heavy with possibility. Mike squeezes my thigh, and this time his fingers edge higher, just under the fabric of my dress. He stops before anything scandalous, but the promise is clear.

“Tomorrow night?” he says.

I nod.

He lets go, stands, and buttons his jacket. “I’ll text you the address,” he says. Then, to Nate: “You take care of her, yeah?”

“Always,” Nate says, voice rough.

Mike leans in, close enough to brush his lips against my ear. “I can’t wait to taste you,” he whispers. Then he’s gone, a ghost slipping through the bar.

I sit back, breathing hard. Nate watches me for a second, then laughs, shaking his head in disbelief.

“You are fucking incredible,” he says, eyes shining.

I smile, dizzy and terrified and so turned on I can barely sit still. “What if I’m not enough?” I whisper.

Nate leans across the table, grabs my face in his hands, and kisses me—hard, the kind that leaves no room for doubt.

“You’re more than enough,” he says. “You’re everything.”

Tomorrow night. I try to imagine it—Mike’s hands, Nate’s eyes, my body caught in the crossfire. For the first time in years, I feel alive in a way that’s terrifying and beautiful.

When we step outside, Nate presses me against the cold brick of the building, his mouth devouring mine, his hand already sliding under the hem of my dress. I let him take what he wants. Because tomorrow night, I’ll give even more.

And I can’t fucking wait.

We don’t even make it to the elevator before Nate’s hands are on me. He drags me into the glass vestibule and pins me to the wall, tongue in my mouth, body pressing so hard into mine I can feel the bite of his belt buckle through my dress. We barely break contact long enough to fumble with the building fob, and by the time we reach our floor I’m lightheaded and smeared with his spit, my dress rucked up to the top of my thighs. His hair is mussed, eyes crazed, one shirt button torn clean off.

I have never seen him like this. Possessed, or maybe haunted, his hunger sharpened to a point by what just happened at the bar. It’s not just want; it’s need, desperate and impatient. The door to our apartment slams behind us, and suddenly my back is against it, his hand cupping the back of my head as he kisses me so hard my teeth knock together.

“Say his name,” he growls.

I freeze, a coil of heat winding up my spine. He doesn’t let up—his knee parts my legs, thigh shoved until I’m forced to ride it.

“Say it, Lena. Who do you want?”

I almost choked on the answer, but he held me fast, staring at me like he’s trying to burn the truth out of me with the sheer force of his gaze.

“Mike,” I say, and it’s a gasp and a confession and a dare, all at once.

He kisses me again, rougher this time. “You want him to fuck you?”

My hands scrabble at his shirt, trying to find skin. “Yes. Yes.”

He lifts me—just hauls me up like I weigh nothing, my legs around his waist—and carries me down the hall, kicking the bedroom door open with his foot. He throws me onto the mattress and yanks my dress off over my head, leaving me bare except for the black lace bra and panties I picked out with another man in mind. For a second, he just looks at me, jaw flexing, cock straining against the front of his slacks. There’s a flush high on his cheeks and a bead of sweat at his temple.

“I can’t believe how fucking wet you are,” he says, running a thumb along the inside of my thigh, then pushing two fingers straight inside me. “All because of him.”

I moan, hips arching up to meet him. “Because of you, too.”

He smirks. “But you want him. You want both of us.”

I nod, beyond words.

He doesn’t undress, just unzips and frees his cock, the fabric of his pants rough against my skin as he lines up and pushes in. He fucks me hard, bracing one hand on the headboard, the other fisted in my hair, holding me still as he pounds into me.

The whole time, he talks. Dirty, vivid, relentless.

“Tomorrow I’m going to watch you take his cock. I’m going to see his fingers in your mouth, his cum on your face. He’s going to make you scream, and you’ll come so many times you lose count. You’ll look at me the whole time, and I’ll know exactly what you’re thinking.”

His words burn, every syllable driving me closer to the edge.

He pulls out suddenly, flips me over, and enters me from behind, the angle brutal and perfect. His hand slides up the back of my neck, not quite choking but close, and the other hand spanks me—once, twice, until I whimper. Then he’s rubbing my clit, circling it hard, knowing exactly how to make me break.

“You’re mine,” he says. “Even when you’re his, you’re mine.”

I come so violently I scream into the pillow, legs shaking, nails digging into the sheets. He keeps going, drawing it out, making it last until I’m wrung out and boneless. He finishes with a guttural groan, collapsing on top of me, the sweat from his chest slicking my back.

For a minute we just lie there, tangled and gasping, our bodies cooling in the dark. I turn my head and meet his eyes. There’s no anger there, just awe. He strokes my hair, slowly and gently now.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

I nod, unable to speak.

We stay like that, time suspended, until I finally catch my breath.

“I want to do it,” I say, the words trembling out. “I want you both.”

He smiles, not cocky this time but soft, like he’s seeing me for the first time.

“I want it too,” he says. “I want to see you happy. I want to see you lose control.”

He rolls onto his side, pulling me with him, spooning me so close I can feel the flutter of his heartbeat against my back.

“What if I like it too much?” I whisper, not sure if I mean for him to hear.

He kisses the base of my neck. “Then we do it again,” he says. “As many times as you want. As long as you’re mine at the end.”

I close my eyes, letting the words settle. For the first time, there’s no shame. Just hunger.

We talk in the dark—soft, unguarded, the way people do when they know the world will change in the morning.

Nate tells me every detail he imagines: how he’ll sit and watch as Mike undresses me, how he’ll stroke himself as he sees another man make me come. How he’ll fuck me after, taking back what’s his, licking me clean and holding me until I fall asleep. He admits he’s jealous, but also proud. He wants to show me off, to give me what I want, to be the only man who really knows me.

I tell him what I want, too: to be used, to be watched, to let go of all the old rules and just feel. Seeing me when I’m completely out of control is what I want. I want to remember it forever.

We set boundaries, practical and precise. He’ll always be there, watching. “Lighthouse” if we need to stop. We’ll do nothing the other can’t handle. If either of us wants out, it ends.

He listens, nods, and then kisses me so sweetly it almost breaks me.

“You’re brave,” he whispers. “You know that?”

I snort. “I’m terrified.”

“Me too. But that’s why it matters.”

I reach for my phone, hands still shaking. Mike’s last text is waiting: Let me know if you’re sure. I type out a reply, carefully and deliberate.

We’re sure. Saturday, right? What should I wear?

The response comes back almost instantly: Wear what you want. Or nothing at all.

I laugh, burying my face in Nate’s shoulder. “This is really happening,” I say.

He holds me tighter. “I know.”

We fall asleep like that—tangled, sweaty, still faintly vibrating from what just happened. For the first time in years, I dream in color, the edges sharp and impossible.

Saturday can’t come fast enough.


Chapter 2

It turns out there’s no such thing as preparing for a night like this, but I do my best to fake it, anyway. By midmorning I’m already wide awake, my body humming with leftover electricity, my mind a carousel of what-ifs and what-will-bes. Nate is long gone by the time I crack open the bedroom curtains, but he’s left a note on the bathroom mirror in eyeliner—You’re going to ruin him. The lipstick heart under the message is a little much, but I smile anyway.

I run a bath as hot as I can stand, sinking in until only my face is above water. I lie there, blank and boneless, and count my own heartbeats. Before I grab my phone, I last seven minutes, expecting a message from Mike, but there’s nothing new. Instead, there’s a photo from Nate: his hand curled around a mug of coffee, my lipstick print faint on the rim from yesterday. The caption is simple: Counting the minutes.

I don’t text back. I want to, but I want to want it longer, if that makes sense.

After the bath, I stand in front of the mirror, dripping and raw, and try to picture what I’ll look like tonight—face flushed, mouth ruined, hands fisted in someone else’s sheets. I catch myself biting my lip and make a face. I want to be the woman who does this and looks good doing it, who radiates effortless sex, who doesn’t need three hours at an overpriced spa to feel like herself. But today, I need it. I want to be ruined, in a good way.

#

The spa is all warm wood and soundproofed tranquility, thick white robes and quiet attendants who seem to float rather than walk. I sign up for the “restorative luxury” package on a whim, then text Nate, who responds instantly:

Nate: I want to watch you get a massage. Full view. No modesty towel.

Me: You have a problem.

Nate: You made me this way.

A therapist named Mercedes leads me to a treatment room. She’s Swedish, with hands like a concert pianist and an accent that makes everything sound faintly orgasmic. I undress, lie face-down on the table, and let her pour hot oil onto the small of my back. Her touch is clinical at first, but then she works deeper, moving muscle and skin in slow, insistent circles. For the first time since yesterday, I let myself go empty, just for a second, until—

The phone. It’s on vibrate, but the sound is unmistakable. Mercedes murmurs, “It’s okay, you answer if you need,” and turns her attention to my shoulders. I reach for it, fingers slippery with oil.

Mike: Can’t stop thinking about last night.

Me: The s?

Mike: You. The way you looked at me when you left.

I almost dropped the phone. My face is pressed against the crescent pillow, but I can feel my cheeks go hot. I take a breath, then type:

Me: What if I want you to do more than just look?

I leave the phone facedown, heart slamming, and wait. The anticipation is almost as good as the reply. Mercedes kneads my thighs, working perilously close to the edge of what’s acceptable. She tucks the sheet higher, but I know she saw the tremor in my leg, the goosebumps on my skin.

The reply comes after an eternity:

Mike: Then you’ll have to let me. Do you want that?

There’s an image attached—his hand gripping the edge of his desk, knuckles white, a subtle invitation. I don’t answer. I can’t. Not yet.

Instead, I close my eyes and let the hands move me, let the heat in my belly unfurl into something loose and dangerous. I want to text Nate. To tell him what’s happening, but it’s better this way: a secret only I know, for now.

When the massage is over, Mercedes wraps me in a towel and guides me to a dimly lit room with cucumber water and a view of the city. I sit and let my skin cool, scrolling through the messages. I reread the one from Mike over and over.

A new message lights up the screen. This time from Nate:

Nate: Are you thinking about him right now?

Me: Yes.

Nate: Is he better than me?

Me: He doesn’t have to be.

Nate: Fuck, that’s hot.

Me: You want details?

Nate: Yes.

I pause, then type. My thumbs are slow, deliberate.

Me: I want you both at once. I want you to watch him make me come. I want you to tell me what to do. I want you to see everything.

The three dots of his reply linger so long I think he’s given up, but then:

Nate: I want that too. I want to see you lose control. Promise me you’ll tell me everything after.

Me: Promise.

He doesn’t text back right away. I know he’s busy. But it’s enough, the promise hanging in the air, thick as the steam in this room.

#

I walk out of the spa with skin so soft it feels alien. The sun is sharp; the world too bright. I wander into a boutique lingerie store I’ve passed a hundred times but never entered. The clerk is model-pretty and doesn’t hide her appraisal of me: eyes raking my hair, my hands, the bare skin at my collarbone. I pretend to be indifferent, but I know I’m radiating need, a beacon for anyone tuned to the right frequency.

“Can I help you find something?” she asks, voice just this side of flirty.

I think of Mike’s hands. Of Nate’s eyes. Of the way I want to feel tonight.

“I need something that makes me look like I belong in trouble,” I say.

She doesn’t even blink. “What kind of trouble?”

“The kind that ruins marriages.”

She laughs, low and dirty, and leads me to a wall of black lace and strappy things. I run my fingers over the options: mesh, satin, leather, silk. I pick a bra that’s barely there—thin black mesh with a single band across the center, just enough to hold shape. The matching thong is a network of straps and triangles that looks like it would disappear the second I put it on. I add a garter belt, even though I don’t own stockings. The idea is sufficient.

In the dressing room, I strip and slide into the set. It feels like a costume at first—too much, too obvious—but when I turn sideways and see the curve of my breast through the mesh, the long line of my thigh, I believe it. I take a selfie, crop it at the neck, and send it to Nate.

Me: Is this too much?

His reply is immediate:

Nate: Not enough. Lose the panties.

I laugh, then do as I’m told. I pose again, legs parted, and snap another photo, this time from below so the swell of my hips dominates the frame. I send it, hands trembling.

He doesn’t respond, but I know he’s probably in a meeting, trapped at his desk with a hard-on and no way to deal with it. I imagine him shifting in his seat, jaw clenched. I like the idea of him desperate for me, even as I’m planning to give myself away tonight.

Mike texts, just three words:

Mike: I want in.

I read it three times. I picture his face when he sent it—confident, almost cocky, but with a hunger behind it that makes my knees weak. Typing a reply, I delete, then type another and delete again. Finally, I write:

Me: Come and get it.

I’m not even sure if I mean it, but the act of saying it changes me a little. I feel dangerous, invincible, a version of myself I barely recognize.

#

On the way home, I stop at a cafe and order a sandwich I don’t need, just to have something in my hands while I process what’s happening. The city feels different today, every stranger on the street a potential witness to my secret. I check my phone obsessively, needing the validation of a new message, the digital leash pulling me back to the men who want me.

Nate finally replies: Can’t stop thinking about your mouth on him. Are you going to kiss him first, or just let him take you?

Me: Depends on if you want to watch or join.

Nate: Watch, at first.

I read the message under the table, thighs pressed tight together. I feel my wetness, the subtle pulse of my body counting down the hours until tonight.

Another message from Mike, this one more explicit:

Mike: Tell me how you want it. Every detail.

I shiver, then type:

Me: I want you to push me against the wall, slide your hand up my dress and see what I’m wearing underneath. I want you to fuck me while Nate watches, and I want you to make me say your name.

Mike: It’s all I want.

He follows it with a photo—nothing explicit, just the curve of his hand around a glass, the veins in his wrist, the implication of strength. I close my eyes and imagine that hand on my body, rough and deliberate.

I can’t focus. I can barely eat. By the time I get home, my nerves are frayed, but the old fear is gone, replaced by a gnawing need I can’t shake.

I stand in the hallway, shopping bag clutched to my chest, and stare at the closed bedroom door. For a second, I consider locking myself in, hiding until this all goes away. But then I think of Nate’s face when he told me he wanted this, the certainty in his voice, the hunger in his eyes.

I texted him one more time:

Me: I’m home. Should I get ready?

Nate: Yes. But save something for later.

I drop the bag on the bed and pull out the lingerie, laying it across the covers like a promise. I run my hands over the fabric, thinking about how it will feel when someone else strips it off me.

Tonight, I tell myself; you get to be someone new. Someone wild.

I believe it, just a little.

And then, in the last hour of sunlight, I strip down, lie on the bed, and practice saying the names out loud.

Mike. Nate. Lena.

Like an invocation.

Like a prayer.

#

At five-thirty, the sun is hanging low and mean, painting everything in slantwise gold. I’m sitting in front of the bathroom mirror with my hair twisted into a loose knot, dabbing at the edges of my eyeliner with a Q-Tip. I’m aiming for “bedroom eyes,” but there’s a tremor in my hand that keeps ruining the symmetry. The room smells faintly of lavender, but underneath there’s the oily tang of anticipation—my skin’s own perfume, slicked up by nerves and want.

Nate’s watching from the doorway. He’s pretending to read something on his phone, but his eyes flick up every few seconds to trace my outline in the glass. The hunger in his gaze makes the room feel small, the space between us taut as a wire.

“Too much?” I ask, blinking at my reflection.

He sets the phone down, comes up behind me, and cups my chin in one hand. His thumb smears the edge of my lip gloss, then slides lower, brushing the hollow of my throat. “Not enough,” he murmurs, the vibration in his voice giving me goosebumps.

I roll my eyes and shove him away with an elbow. He laughs, not taking the bait. I can see him in the mirror, prowling the edge of the room like he’s waiting for something to happen—something inevitable.

I finish the makeup, then peel off my robe and step into the black lace set. The bra is so sheer it may as well be painted on; the cups lift but do nothing to hide the color of my nipples, already standing out in hard little points. The straps of the thong cut high on my hips, framing the shallow valley of my pelvis. More a suggestion than a utility, the garter belt is decorative, the thin bands crisscrossing my waist.

I catch Nate staring, mouth half-open, hand unconsciously drifting to his own fly. I take my time pulling on the dress—nothing fancy, just a slip of black silk that clings and shimmers in the right light. It’s short enough to show the curve of my thigh, loose enough that the outline of my body is unmistakable.

I step into the bedroom, bare feet sinking into the thick rug. Nate is perched on the edge of the bed, tie undone, shirtsleeves rolled. He looks at me as if he wants to eat me alive.

“Turn around,” he says.

I do slowly, letting the hem of the dress ride up just enough. He whistles low and dirty. “You wearing panties?”

I shake my head, a little smile creeping in.

He stands, crosses the room in two strides, and grips my ass in both hands. “You’re fucking dangerous,” he says, voice gone hoarse.

I lean back into him, feeling the ridge of his cock against the curve of my lower back. For a second, I wonder if we’ll even make it out the door.

He spins me, holds my face in his hands, and kisses me so hard my teeth knock together. When he pulls back, his eyes are wild, a little scared, like he can’t believe this is happening.

“You ready?” he asks.

I nod, and for the first time all day, I don’t feel nervous. Just raw, sharpened to a point.

#

The drive to Mike’s loft is silent. Not uncomfortable, just charged. Nate’s hand never leaves my thigh; it’s like he’s staking his claim, tracing lazy circles on my skin, occasionally dipping under the hem to remind me exactly how naked I am beneath the silk. I keep my eyes on the city lights blurring past, but my body is keyed to the heat of his palm, the way it tightens every time we hit a red light.

He parks two blocks away—“To burn off some of this energy,” he says—and we walk the rest of the way, the evening air crisp and sharp against my bare legs. I feel exposed, hyperaware of every passing stranger, but it’s exhilarating. I could be anyone in the dark. Someone new.

Mike’s building is an old warehouse refitted for urban luxury: exposed brick, caged elevators, the faint scent of concrete and old metal. The hall outside his door is dim, lit by a single Edison bulb. I pause, nerves kicking in at the last possible second.

Nate squeezes my hand. “Still want this?”

I squeeze back. “More than anything.”

He knocks. The sound is louder than I expected, echoing down the empty hall. The door opens, and Mike fills the frame—a full six-two of casual dominance, black jeans hugging his thighs, white shirt half-unbuttoned to show a column of muscled chest dusted with black hair. He smiles, slow and deliberately, and the effect is devastating.

“You look incredible,” he says, eyes never leaving mine.

“Thanks,” I manage, my throat dry.

He steps aside to let us in, and I catch the briefest moment of appraisal as his gaze rakes down my body. Nate follows, his own eyes on Mike, the air between them crackling with a strange blend of rivalry and complicity.

The loft is one giant, open room: concrete floors, high ceilings, a wall of windows facing the city. At the far end, a king-sized bed dominates the space, sheets rumpled and inviting, a heavy velvet curtain draped artfully to one side. There are no doors, no hiding places. Everything is on display.

Mike gestures toward a low couch in the center of the room, then crosses to the kitchen island and pours three glasses of whiskey. I take a seat, legs crossed, feeling the cool of the leather against my bare skin. Nate sits beside me, a little stiff, but his hand goes right back to my thigh, gripping tighter this time.

Mike hands us the glasses and settles on the ottoman in front of us, legs spread, forearms resting on his knees. He raises his glass in a silent toast.

“To a night of firsts,” he says.

I clink glasses with both men, the sound brittle and charged. The whiskey burns, but it’s nothing compared to the flush in my cheeks.

We make small talk for a few minutes—work, travel, a movie none of us have seen. Mike is effortless, disarming, every movement designed to put us at ease. But underneath, there’s a current of anticipation, an inevitability that pulls us all forward.

At one point, Mike leans in and says, “I keep waiting for someone to call this off.”

“Do you want us to?” Nate asks, voice steady.

Mike smiles, eyes fixed on me. “Not even a little.”

There’s a pause, the kind that begs to be filled.

Nate clears his throat. “We said there’d be no surprises. If anyone wants to stop, just say it.”

Mike nods, all business for a second. “Lighthouse, right?”

“Right,” I say, surprised at the steadiness in my voice.

Another pause. The city hums outside the window, but in here, the air is thick with unsaid things.

Mike breaks the spell. “Can I kiss you?” he asks, and it’s directed at me, but his eyes flick to Nate as if seeking permission.

Nate nods, just once. “Yeah. I want to see it.”

Mike stands, crosses the few feet between us, and pulls me to my feet. For a second, we just stand there, breathing the same air, bodies close but not touching. Then he cups my jaw and brings his mouth to mine—slow at first, testing, then deeper, more certain. His tongue parts my lips, and I melt, the taste of him dark and unfamiliar.

Nate watches, silent. I glance at him, half-expecting to see anger or regret, but there’s nothing but raw, naked want. He’s transfixed, his pupils blown wide, lips parted.

Mike’s hands slide to my waist, fingers splaying against the silk of my dress. He pulls me closer, and I feel the hard line of his cock pressing against my hip. I moan, involuntary, and he breaks the kiss to whisper, “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

“I don’t,” I gasp, and he smiles against my cheek.

He lowers his hands, bunches the fabric of my dress, and slides it up, slow enough to drive me crazy. I feel the air hit the back of my thighs, then higher, the hem rising to expose the lace and the skin beneath.

He looks down, eyes narrowing as he takes it in. “No panties?” he murmurs.

I shake my head, breath coming fast.

“Fuck,” he says, voice a growl.

Nate makes a sound—half-laugh, half-groan. I glance back, and he’s gripping his own thigh, knuckles white. There’s a bulge in his pants that makes me shiver.

Mike turns me so I’m facing Nate, then kisses the back of my neck, hands never leaving my waist. He moves the straps of the dress aside, exposing more skin with every gentle tug.

“Sit down,” Nate says, and it takes a second to realize he’s talking to me. I do as I’m told, perching on the edge of the couch, knees together.

Mike kneels in front of me, spreading my legs with his hands. He slides his palms up the insides of my thighs, lingering at the very top, his breath warm against my skin.

He looks up at Nate. “Is this okay?”

Nate nods, eyes glazed. “It’s perfect.”

Mike turns back to me. “You tell me to stop, I stop.”

I nod, heart pounding.

He presses his lips to the inside of my knee, then trails kisses higher, each one a shock of heat. By the time he reaches the edge of the thong, I’m shaking. He doesn’t move further—not yet—but looks up at me with a question.

I answer by parting my legs wider, an invitation.

He smiles, wicked, and nips at the lace, then sucks the thin fabric between his teeth. The sensation is electric. I glance at Nate, who is openly rubbing the bulge in his pants, breathing hard.

For a moment, the world narrows to just this: my body, their eyes, the night stretching ahead like an open road.

I lean back, let my head tip against the cushion, and surrender.

Let it happen, I tell myself.

Let it all happen.

#

The day is all nerves. I cycle through the hours in a restless, low-boil panic, pretending to do laundry, pretending to work, pretending not to check my phone every ten minutes in case Mike bails at the last second and I can return to being a theoretical deviant instead of an actual one.

But Mike does not bail. At six-thirty, he sends a single-line text: Door’s open. Come in when you’re ready.

Nate watches me as I read it, as if the words are written across my face. He’s been a study in restraint all afternoon—hovering without hovering, holding my hand for no reason, offering to order dinner and then not being able to meet my eyes when I said I wasn’t hungry. There’s something about the way he hovers at the edge of my line of sight, the way he glances at me sideways, that makes me feel precious and marked at the same time.

We take a rideshare to Mike’s building. Nate wants to drive, but I veto it, worried my shaking hands will give me away. In the elevator, he leans back against the mirrored wall, legs wide, arms folded, watching the numbers tick up as I try to breathe like a normal person.

When the elevator doors part, Mike is already waiting—leaning in the hallway, black t-shirt and ripped jeans, barefoot. His apartment is at the end of a short corridor, and he stands aside as we pass, his eyes burning a hole through my dress. He doesn’t say hi. He doesn’t have to.

Inside, the lights are low, and the air smells faintly of whiskey and something woody—cedar, maybe, or pine. The living room is wide open, the windows exposing the city below, darkness swimming up against the glass. There’s a battered leather couch, a coffee table scattered with camera lenses, and an old, claw-footed armchair that looks like it was stolen from a private club. Nate heads straight for the chair, sitting with his elbows on his knees, watching. He wants to look casual, but the tension in his jaw ruins the effect.

Mike closes the door and turns to me. For a second, all three of us just stand there, breathing.

Then Mike says, “You look incredible,” and the words snap the spell. He crosses the space in three steps, cups my face in both hands, and kisses me like he’s starving.

He tastes of spice and pepper, the heat of his mouth immediate and insistent. His tongue is confident, coaxing mine out, pushing past my lips until my knees buckle and I have to clutch at his shoulders for support. He laughs into my mouth, one hand sliding down to trace the line of my spine, fingers splaying across my lower back.

Behind us, I can hear Nate exhale; the sound is ragged and unmistakable.

Mike’s hands are everywhere—up my arms, along the slope of my neck, under my hair. He finds the zipper at the back of my dress and toys with it, but doesn’t pull. He wants to go slow, or maybe he just wants me to beg. His palm fits the curve of my ass perfectly, and he uses it to tilt my hips against him, making sure I feel how hard he is already.

He breaks the kiss, breathing hard. “You ready?” he whispers, barely audible over the pounding of my heart.

I nod, because words are impossible.

He turns me so I’m facing Nate. My husband is watching with eyes gone dark, his lips parted, one hand already palming the front of his jeans in a shameless, slow circle. I’ve never seen him look at me like this—hungry and proud and almost reverent.

Mike stands close behind me, his chest pressed to my back. His hand slides up my thigh, slow and deliberate, pushing my dress higher. His fingers find the bare skin of my inner thigh, trace a line upward, and pause.

He leans down, lips grazing my ear. “No panties,” he says, voice thick.

Nate groans, low and guttural, echoing the words like a liturgy.

Mike’s fingers slip between my legs, testing, and I can hear the smile in his voice. “Fuck, you’re soaked,” he whispers, and the way he says it makes my head go light.

He pushes two fingers inside me, just like that, and I gasp, knees almost giving way. He holds me up, one arm wrapped around my waist. His other hand works in slow, devastating circles, thumb finding my clit and rubbing until I can’t stand up straight anymore. I look at Nate for permission, for absolution, for anything. He nods almost imperceptibly, and I see him undo the button on his jeans, freeing his cock and stroking it in time with the movement of Mike’s hand.

I come apart a little. The world narrows to the feeling of Mike’s fingers inside me, the heat of his body, the way he murmurs encouragement into my hair. The air is thick with sex, the kind that makes you dizzy with every inhale. Mike walks me forward, step by step, until the backs of my knees hit the edge of the couch. He pushes me down, spreads my legs, and kneels between them.

He doesn’t ask permission—he just slides my dress up, exposing me, and presses his mouth to the inside of my thigh. He kisses, licks, bites a trail up to where I’m wet and open for him. The first touch of his tongue makes me cry out, and I have to clamp a hand over my mouth to keep from screaming.

“Don’t hide,” Nate says, voice gone hoarse. “Let him hear you.”

Mike is relentless. He flicks his tongue over my clit, then plunges two fingers back inside, curling them until I nearly convulse. My hips buck, back arching, toes digging into the cushions. I can’t think, can’t see, can only feel.

I look up at Nate, and he’s stroking himself, eyes locked on mine, mouth set in a hard line of desire. He looks at me like he wants to devour me whole, and the thought makes me come even closer to the edge.

Mike’s fingers are magic—he knows exactly how to move, how to press and curl and grind against the spot that makes my vision go white. He doesn’t let up, not even as my body shakes, not even as I beg him to slow down.

“Let go,” he says, voice muffled against my skin. “Come for me.”

I do. It crashes through me, violent and hot, a shockwave that leaves me gasping and boneless, arms flung wide, eyes squeezed shut against the intensity. My thighs tremble, my chest heaves, and all I can hear is the pounding of my heart and the ragged breathing of both men.

Mike withdraws his fingers, licks them clean, and kisses me softly on the inside of my thigh. He stands, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and grins.

Nate is out of his chair in a flash, crossing to the couch and dropping to his knees at my side. He cups my face, kisses me so fiercely I taste myself on his tongue. He whispers something—mine, always mine—and I believe him.

I realize dimly that I never even thought about the safe word. It floats somewhere in the back of my mind, a lighthouse on the horizon, but I never needed it. Not even for a second.

Mike sits beside me on the couch, hand on my knee, thumb drawing lazy circles. “You okay?” he asks, eyes suddenly gentle.

I nod, still half-stunned by the force of my body.

Nate strokes my hair, voice soft. “You’re amazing.”

Mike looks at him, then at me, and for the first time I see something vulnerable in his face. “You sure you want to keep going?”

I glance at Nate, then at Mike, and the answer is so obvious it doesn’t even need words.

I kiss Mike first, tasting myself on his lips, and then pull Nate down beside me, the three of us tangled together on the battered couch. I laugh, giddy and raw, because I know—without a doubt—that nothing will ever be the same.

And I don’t want it to be.


Chapter 3

Time stops. Or maybe it just stutters, like a scratched record. I’m sitting between Mike and Nate on the battered leather couch, my thighs sticky, my face still flushed with aftershocks, and neither man is looking at the other. Only at me.

Mike is the first to move. He rests a hand on my knee, thumb rubbing slow circles into the bare skin above my garter. There’s a question in his eyes, but the rest of him is all certainty—leaning in, pressing a kiss to the corner of my mouth like it’s an unspoken challenge. I taste myself on his lips, a tangy, bitter aftertaste that makes me want to devour him.

Nate isn’t still for long. He shifts closer, crowding my other side, his hand slipping to the back of my neck and winding in my hair. “Come here,” he says, and I do. I always do. He kisses me too, hard and greedy, tongue pushing in as if to reclaim what’s his. It’s the first time I realized: there’s no jealousy here. Only hunger.

Mike’s hand slides higher, past the hem of my dress, and he palms my inner thigh with a pressure that borders on pain. Nate’s mouth moves to my ear, his breath hot. “Bedroom,” he whispers, and my legs nearly give out.

They led me together, one man on each arm, down a dark hallway to Mike’s bedroom. The door swings open onto a king-size bed dressed in black linen, sheets pulled tight and inviting. There’s a wall of city lights outside the windows, a thousand eyes watching as I let myself be led into the dark.

Nate’s the first to touch me. He stands behind and unzips my dress, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet. His fingers run down my spine, each vertebra counted and cataloged, until he finds the curve of my ass and squeezes, pulling me tight against him. I feel his cock, hard and insistent, through his jeans, and for a second I want to turn, drop to my knees, and take him right there.

But Mike’s in front of me now, watching with a predatory focus. He reaches out, slides the straps of my dress off my shoulders, and lets the fabric fall. I’m left in nothing but the black mesh bra and garter, nipples already peaked through the sheer material, thighs trembling.

Mike doesn’t hesitate. He bends down and kisses my collarbone, tongue darting out to taste the sweat there. He nips his way down to the top of my breast, teeth grazing just enough to make me shudder. Behind me, Nate slides a hand around to cup the swell of my breast, thumb circling the areola in slow, lazy spirals.

“Fuck,” Mike mutters, stepping back to take me in. His hands are at his belt, undoing it in one fluid motion, the sound of the buckle hitting the floor sharp enough to make me flinch. He leaves his jeans half-open, cock straining against the fabric, and pulls me toward the bed.

“Lie down,” he says. I do.

The sheets are cool against my back, but my skin is fever-hot. Nate kneels beside me, leaning over to kiss my mouth, my jaw, my throat. Mike climbs onto the bed and straddles my legs, pinning me in place. He pulls off my bra with a practiced flick, exposing me fully, then lowers his head and takes a nipple between his lips, sucking hard. I arch up, pressing myself into his mouth, and Nate grins, biting my shoulder just hard enough to leave a mark.

The two of them take turns—hands, mouths, teeth—until I’m squirming, fingers clutching at the sheets. Mike moves lower, trailing kisses down my stomach, stopping to tongue the hollow of my navel. Nate’s hands find my wrists and pin them above my head, his grip gentle but unyielding. He stares down at me, eyes locked on mine, as Mike spreads my legs with his hands and buries his face between my thighs.

This time, he doesn’t tease. His tongue is everywhere, fucking me with slow, deliberate strokes, then flicking up to my clit with surgical precision. I try to close my legs, the sensation too much, but his hands hold me open. Nate leans down, whispering filth in my ear.

“You look so fucking good,” he says. “You like him eating your pussy?”

I nod, the answer ripped from me by the way Mike is working me over. I can’t think, can’t speak, can only feel.

“Tell him,” Nate commands.

“Don’t stop,” I gasp, barely able to breathe. “Please don’t stop.”

Mike moans into me, the vibration tipping me closer to the edge. Nate’s free hand slides down to tweak my other nipple, pinching and rolling it until I’m whimpering.

“Open your eyes,” Nate says. “Look at me when you come.”

I do, and it’s almost too much—the intensity of his gaze, the way Mike is devouring me, the helpless way my body is betraying me. My back bows off the bed, every muscle going tight, and then I’m coming, hard, with a sound that’s half-scream, half-sob.

I feel myself gush onto Mike’s face, and instead of stopping, he redoubles his effort, lapping up every drop. Nate holds me down, whispering, “That’s it, baby. Show us how pretty you are when you come.” I can’t stop shaking, the aftershocks rolling through me in waves.

When it’s over, I collapse, limp and ruined. Mike climbs up beside me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and kisses me slow and deeply. I taste myself on his lips, salty and sweet.

Nate lets go of my wrists and strokes my hair, his expression softer than I’ve ever seen it. “You’re fucking beautiful,” he murmurs, like it’s a secret.

I lie there, gasping, with the two of them propped up on either side, watching me recover. The city glitters outside, indifferent, but in here, I’m the center of the universe.

And I never want it to end.

I can hear my pulse, fast and ragged, as Mike moves above me. He wipes his mouth, tosses a hungry grin at Nate, and then shifts onto his knees between my legs. For a second, I’m frozen—caught between the memory of his tongue and the reality of what’s coming.

Mike opens the nightstand drawer. There’s a moment of domestic comedy as he fumbles the little foil square, then peels it open with a practiced flick of his thumb. He rolls the condom on in one motion, then strokes himself, slow, watching me with a steady, predatory stare. The length and thickness are almost intimidating, even with my brain still scrambled from the last orgasm. I feel a tightness in my chest—part fear, part excitement.

He leans in, bracing his hands on either side of my hips. “Tell me you want it,” he says, voice low and sandpaper-rough.

I do more than anything, but the words tangle in my throat. I look at Nate. He’s sitting at the edge of the bed, stroking himself, his eyes locked on me with a naked intensity that makes my skin prickle.

He nods. Just once.

“Please,” I say, and it’s a whisper, but both men hear it.

Mike laughs, a hot gust of breath against my thigh. “That’s better.”

He lines himself up, rubs the head of his cock against my slick entrance, and pushes in with a single, relentless thrust. The stretch is incredible, almost too much, but I gasp and lift my hips, greedy for every inch. He fills me, slow at first, then faster, his hands gripping my thighs to anchor me in place. I feel him everywhere—in my belly, in my spine, in the sharp, almost electric ache where our bodies meet.

“Oh, fuck,” Mike says, gritting his teeth. “She’s so tight.”

Nate lets out a guttural sound—half approval, half jealousy—and scoots closer, his cock flushed and swollen, fist working it in steady, hungry strokes.

Mike’s rhythm picks up, each thrust deeper than the last. He keeps his eyes on me, daring me to look away, daring me to take it all. I can’t—I don’t want to. Every nerve ending is on fire, every muscle taut with pleasure and the desperate need for more.

He fucks me like he owns me—like I’m not just allowed to want this, but born for it. The bed rocks, the sheets twisted under my clutching hands. I bite my lip, struggling to stay quiet, but the sounds keep leaking out—moans, gasps, the occasional whimper when he bottoms out and holds there, savoring the way I shudder around him.

Nate is right beside my head now. He grabs my hair, gently but firmly, and pulls my face toward his cock.

“Suck,” he says. “You can take both of us.”

I don’t hesitate. I open my mouth and let Nate slide in—hot, salty, familiar. The angle is awkward but perfect; every time Mike drives into me, the force pushes Nate deeper down my throat. They’re in sync, fucking my mouth and cunt together, a tandem rhythm that leaves no part of me untouched.

“Jesus,” Mike groans, watching the way my lips stretch around Nate. “You look incredible like this.”

Nate’s hand is tight in my hair. “You enjoy being shared?” he asks, voice harsh.

I nod, best I can. He pushes in deeper, holds me there until my eyes water, then lets go so I can breathe.

“Tell us,” Mike demands, not slowing down. “Say you love it.”

My mouth is full, but I force out a “Yes. Yes, I love it.” Spit and pre-cum drip from my chin, mixing with the sweat on my neck. I feel dirty, exposed, perfect.

Mike leans over, his lips at my ear. “You ever been fucked like this before?”

I shake my head. No one has ever even tried.

“Good,” he says, and slams into me harder, making my whole body jolt.

They keep at it, switching up the tempo, keeping me guessing. Sometimes they both slow down, teasing me, letting the tension build until I’m thrashing on the bed, begging for more. Sometimes they speed up, Nate fucking my mouth raw while Mike’s cock pounds my cunt with the force that leaves bruises.

My orgasm builds slow this time, coiling deep in my belly. I’m desperate for it, but also afraid—afraid I’ll break, or maybe that I’ll never be able to go back to the way things were before. I glance up at Nate; his eyes are locked on mine, all possessive pride. He’s watching his wife being ruined by another man, and he loves it. The knowledge makes me dizzy.

Mike fucks me harder, sweat dripping down his forehead. “I want to feel you come again,” he says. “Clench down on me, sweetheart. Show us how good you are.”

Nate pushes his cock into my mouth, right to the back of my throat, holding me there. I choke on it, eyes spilling tears, but I love the way it makes him groan.

The pressure in my core explodes. I come with a violence that scares me, my whole body seizing, mouth screaming around Nate’s cock. My pussy milks Mike, squeezing him so tight he swears and nearly loses his rhythm. I’m clawing at the sheets, at Mike’s arms, at anything I can reach, desperate to anchor myself as the orgasm rips through me.

Mike lasts just long enough to pull out, stripping off the condom and stroking himself to climax. He finishes in hot, thick spurts across my back, groaning so loud I’m sure the neighbors can hear.

Nate is right there, hand on his cock, face twisted in pleasure. He strokes himself fast, then yanks my face up so he can watch my lips, my tongue, as he explodes across my cheek and chin and breasts, marking me as his.

They both collapse beside me—Mike on one side, Nate on the other, their breathing loud and ragged in the quiet. I’m sticky, shaking, utterly spent.

For a long time, no one speaks. Mike kisses my shoulder, soft and almost reverent. Nate pulls me close, tucks me against his chest, and whispers, “You’re mine.”

I believe him. But now I know—I can be theirs, too.

I close my eyes and let the sweat cool, let the night settle over us like a second skin. There’s no going back, not after this. I’m ruined, remade, and I don’t want to be fixed.

Never.


Chapter 4

It starts again before any of us has fully caught our breath. Maybe that's the point—no time to process, just momentum and want. I'm sprawled on the sheets, sweat cooling in the air, and I think for a second I could drift off and sleep for days. But then Nate sits up, brushes hair out of my face, and says, "You're not done yet, are you?" as if the thought of stopping is absurd.

I smile, or try to, but my whole body is quivering. Nate tastes salt on my neck, kisses his way down my collarbone, and then swings his legs off the bed. He stands, stretches—towering over me, cock already half-hard, hanging heavy between his legs. His chest is slick with sweat, and there's a red mark on his shoulder where I bit him earlier.

Mike is on the other side of the bed, face unreadable, the city lights casting harsh lines across his jaw. He watches me, not moving, not speaking, just letting the anticipation build. When he finally stands, he doesn't hide the way he's staring—eyes tracing every inch of my body, as if he's memorizing the aftermath of what we've just done.

Nate returns with a glass of water, holds it to my lips as I drink, then tips the rest over my chest and licks it off, slow and possessive. I giggle, half-crazed, and he grins at Mike like a man who just hit the lottery and can't quite believe his luck.

"Up," Mike says, voice soft but final.

I crawl to the edge of the bed, dress long gone, hair sticking to my neck in sweaty ropes. He positions me on all fours, my ass facing him, my face level with the edge of the mattress. Nate stands in front of me, stroking himself, his gaze gentle but loaded.

"Open your mouth," he says.

I do, and he slides in—slow at first, letting me get used to the taste, the heat. He fists a hand in my hair, guiding me, but never forcing. His other hand caresses my cheek, thumb tracing the line of my jaw, reminding me he's still the one in charge.

Behind me, I hear Mike tear open a condom with his teeth. I shudder, every nerve ending on high alert, knowing what's coming but not really ready for it. He spreads my legs wider, hands rough on my hips, and lines himself up. For a second, he just teases, running the head of his cock up and down my slit, letting me feel every inch of him before he enters.

When he finally pushes in, it's all at once—no warning, no hesitation. I gasp, the sound muffled around Nate's cock, and the stretch is exquisite: pain and pleasure braided together. Mike is bigger than I remember, or maybe it's just the angle, but he doesn't wait for me to adjust. He fucks me in long thrusts, each one driving me forward on Nate's cock, which makes him hiss through his teeth and hold my head tighter.

"That's it, baby," Nate says, voice shaking. "Take us both."

Mike grips my hips like he's anchoring himself, fingers digging into the flesh so hard I know I'll wear the bruises for days. He sets a rhythm, unyielding, and the sensation of being filled from both ends is overwhelming—a kind of pleasure that has no name, that short-circuits my brain and leaves me clinging to the mattress for dear life.

Nate slides in deeper, hips flush to my face, his cock hitting the back of my throat. "Relax," he says, but he's trembling too, and I know it's taking everything he has not to lose control.

The room is all noise and heat: the slap of skin, the wet sounds of my mouth, the gasps and grunts of the men as they use me. Sweat drips from Mike's forehead onto my back, slicking our bodies together. My hair is plastered to my face, pulled tight by Nate's fist, and my own moans vibrate up the length of his cock, making him curse and fuck my mouth harder.

They sync, Mike's thrusts driving me forward just as Nate pulls back, a perfect, merciless rhythm. My body goes limp, muscles seizing and releasing in time with them. My knees are burning against the sheets, but I don't care—I'm somewhere outside myself, floating, every sense amplified.

"Look at her," Mike pants, his voice sharp. "She fucking loves it."

Nate looks down, meets my eyes, and something passes between us—a spark of pride, or maybe something darker. He brushes a thumb across my cheek, wipes away a smear of spit, and says, "You can come, Lena. Let him feel it."

Mike's hand snakes around, finds my clit, and rubs circles so fast and precise I nearly black out. I arch my back, try to scream, but the sound is swallowed by Nate's cock as he shoves it deep, holding my head in place. My whole body locks up, pleasure detonating from my core, every muscle clenching around Mike as I come harder than I ever have in my life.

Mike groans, the sound guttural, and slams into me, hips jerking as he comes. I can feel the heat of it through the condom, the way he pulses and throbs inside me. Nate isn't far behind—he pulls out just in time, jerking himself in tight, desperate strokes before spilling across my lips and chin, some of it catching in my open mouth.

The three of us collapse in a heap on the bed, bodies tangled and spent. I can't move, can't think, just lie there and listen to the sound of our breathing, the wild, impossible echo of what just happened.

Mike rolls onto his back, arms flung wide, sweat gleaming on his chest. Nate lies next to me, gathers me up in his arms, and kisses my forehead, then my lips, licking away the remnants of himself with a kind of reverence.

For a long time, none of us spoke.

Finally, Mike props himself on an elbow, surveys the scene, and grins. "You were right," he says to Nate. "She is fucking amazing."

Nate only smiles, holds me tighter.

There’s a silence that isn’t awkward, only full. Mike reaches out and draws lazy lines on my thigh, and when I look up, he’s exchanging a look with Nate—a glance full of satisfaction and something like respect. It’s wordless, but it says everything: We did this, we survived it, and we want more.

I close my eyes and let the feeling settle. My body is a constellation of aches and afterglow, every nerve humming.

And all I can think is: I’m not done yet, either.

It’s like coming up for air after a long, reckless dive. The entire room smells of sweat and come and something elemental—a scent that will never come out of the sheets no matter how many times you wash them. Nate is draped on his back, one arm flung over his eyes, chest rising and falling as he catches his breath. Mike lies sideways, propped up on an elbow, just watching me as if I might dissolve if he looks away for even a second.

For a moment, none of us moves. The only sounds are the hum of the city leaking in through the windows and the thud of my pulse in my ears. I’m stretched out across the mattress, muscles loose, skin tingling with a constellation of fresh bruises and bite marks. My throat is raw and my lips are swollen, but I don’t care. I could stay like this forever.

But of course, I can’t. Nate opens his eyes and looks at me with a different hunger—the kind that’s not satisfied, no matter how much you feed it. He rolls over, pins my wrists above my head, and kisses me hard, his teeth grazing my lower lip.

"Think you can ride me?" he asks, a dare disguised as a question.

I nod, because I have no words left.

Nate lies back and pulls me onto his lap. I straddle him, thighs aching in the best way, and feel his cock stiffen against my ass. He lines himself up, slides in, and I gasp—the angle is new, deeper, grinding against something that makes me whimper. He holds my hips, guiding me up and down, his hands greedy and sure.

Across the room, Mike sits in the big leather armchair. He’s naked, legs splayed wide, stroking himself lazily as he watches. There’s no attempt to be subtle; his gaze is laser-sharp, devouring every movement, every sound.

The knowledge that I’m being watched sends a jolt through me—nerves and want braided together. I move for them both, arching my back, tossing my hair, making a show of grinding down onto Nate. My breasts bounce with every thrust, nipples still swollen and sensitive. I reach up and pinch them, just to watch Mike’s face as I do.

Nate’s eyes are locked on mine, and there’s something wild in his smile—a kind of pride or maybe disbelief that this is real, that I’m here, that I want it this much. He fucks up into me harder, hands bruising my hips as he sets the pace.

"You love showing off for him, don’t you?" he growls.

I nod, hair plastered to my forehead. "Yes. I want him to see."

Nate’s hand snakes around to my ass, spreading me wider, letting Mike get a perfect view of everything. I can feel the air on my skin, the flush creeping up my chest. Mike is stroking himself faster now, knuckles white, eyes glued to the place where Nate disappears into me.

It’s a performance, but it’s not fake. Every gasp, every moan is real. The heat builds until I’m shaking, unable to keep my rhythm, nails digging into Nate’s chest as I ride the edge.

He pulls me down, kisses me like he’s trying to brand me, and whispers against my lips, "You’re still mine."

The words push me over—I come hard, hips jerking, vision going fuzzy. Nate follows, groaning my name, his grip tight enough to leave fingerprints. I collapse on top of him, boneless, my sweat mixing with his.

Mike stands, crosses the room in a few quick strides, and kneels beside the bed. He touches my face, brushes a strand of hair from my cheek, and kisses me—soft, careful, like he’s afraid I’ll break. Then he runs his hands down my back, soothing the trembling muscles.

"Can I have her now?" he asks, looking at Nate.

"Only if you make her scream," Nate replies, and rolls out of the way.

Mike lifts me, arranges me how he wants—on my back, legs spread, arms pinned above my head. He enters me slowly, stretching me open again, and the burn is immediate, electric. His hands roam everywhere: cupping my breasts, gripping my thighs, tracing circles on my stomach. He never looks away from my face, not once.

Nate kneels by my head, kisses me tender, then offers his cock again. I take it gladly, hungry for the taste, the salt and heat of him. Mike fucks me with increasing speed, one hand pressing down on my lower belly to make me feel every inch. His thumb finds my clit and rubs until I’m shaking again, unable to control the noises spilling from my mouth.

It’s too much—I can’t handle it, but I don’t want it to stop.

Nate feeds himself into my mouth, groaning as I suck him down, while Mike pounds into me, relentless. The men exchange glances over my body, a wordless pact: don’t stop, not until she’s finished.

I come again, a tidal wave that leaves me sobbing and clinging to the sheets. Mike pulls out, finishing across my stomach, then collapses beside me, pulling me into the circle of his arms.

We don’t stop. Not even close.

The night blurs into a series of bodies and hands, tongues and teeth. Sometimes I’m sandwiched between them, sometimes I’m riding one while the other fucks my mouth or strokes my hair or whispers filthy encouragements in my ear. They use me, but never cruelly—it’s worship disguised as debasement, and I can’t get enough.

By the time the sky outside the windows goes from pitch black to slate blue, all three of us are wrecked. My hair is a bird’s nest, my thighs are sticky with come, and my skin is covered in bruises and hickeys and bite marks.

Nate lies on his side, spooned up behind me, one arm slung across my waist. Mike is in front, pillowed on my chest, hand absently playing with my nipple as he dozes.

I am the filling in this depraved, beautiful sandwich, and I have never been so content.

I watch the sunrise over the city and think: if this is wrong, I never want to be right.

Eventually, the men stir. Mike kisses my shoulder, Nate nuzzles my neck, and for a minute we just exist—no talking, no expectation, just the comfort of skin on skin.

Finally, Nate breaks the silence. "You okay?"

I laugh, a deep, satisfied sound. "I’m more than okay."

Mike smiles, eyes lazy. "You going to want this again?"

I glance at Nate. He smirks, then kisses my temple.

"She’ll want it," he says, confident. "We all will."

And I know he’s right.

We lie there until the sun is high, tangled and sticky and perfectly spent, and when we finally get up, I can feel their marks on me with every movement. I don’t hide them. I wear them like a trophy, like a promise.

I am changed. I am awake. And I am so fucking ready for more.

#

The morning after is always the hardest. Not because of guilt—there’s none left in me—but because bodies don’t bounce back the way they did at twenty-three. I wake in Mike’s bed, sheets twisted around my legs, and every inch of skin feels raw, marked up with proof of the night before. My thighs ache, my voice is raspy, and there’s a dull, pleasant burn at the base of my spine.

Nate is still sleeping, an arm thrown over my waist, his breath steady and warm on the back of my neck. Mike is gone from the bed, but I can hear him in the kitchen, clattering dishes and humming under his breath. The smell of coffee and burnt toast is enough to make me smile.

I untangle myself and find the nearest piece of clothing—one of Mike’s old flannel shirts, the fabric soft against my bare skin. My hair is a disaster, makeup long since smeared off, and there’s a perfect red ring of beard burn at the corner of my mouth. I look like I survived a minor car accident, and I love it.

Nate wakes as I stand, pulls me back down for a lazy, open-mouthed kiss, and then lets me go. I hear the shower start up a moment later; he’s never been one to linger in bed. I pad barefoot into the kitchen, where Mike is pouring three mugs of black coffee, his torso bare, plaid boxers slung dangerously low.

He glances up, gives me a crooked grin. "Morning, gorgeous."

I roll my eyes and slide into a chair at the tiny kitchen table. The surface is scattered with empty takeout boxes and a Polaroid camera, a relic from some past party. The window is open, and sunlight slices across the linoleum, making dust motes float like tiny, indifferent satellites.

Mike sits across from me, cradling his coffee. He’s covered in fresh scratches, including one on his collarbone that’s already scabbed. His hair is wild, and his eyes are darker than usual—less playful, more searching.

For a minute, neither of us says anything. We just sip and watch each other. There’s a question in the air, a next step we’re both pretending not to see.

Nate enters a few minutes later, towel around his waist, hair still dripping. He grabs a mug, sits beside me, and slides his hand under the table to rest on my bare thigh. He’s casual about it, but I can feel the possessiveness in his grip.

The silence is almost comfortable. Almost.

Mike is the first to crack. "So," he says, voice careful, "what happens now?"

He looks at Nate, then at me. His thumb drums a steady beat against the ceramic, but his other hand is clenched tight around the handle.

Nate shrugs, takes a long sip, and sets the mug down. "I don’t know. What do you want to happen?"

There’s a long pause. Mike shifts in his seat, leans forward, elbows on knees. "I thought it would just be sex," he admits. "But last night didn’t feel like just sex."

The words hang there, raw and unfiltered. My stomach flips.

Nate’s jaw flexes, a brief flash of tension. He looks at me, then back at Mike. "You’re not the only one," he whispers.

Mike laughs, not unkindly. "Didn’t think I would catch feelings. But here we are." He looks at me again, softer now. "Is this weird for you?"

I don’t know how to answer. I’m wired for awkwardness, my default setting. But I like the way they look at me—like I’m some rare, precious thing, even with my hair a mess and my lips raw.

"I enjoy being wanted," I say, surprised by how true it feels.

Mike nods, relief washing over his face. "Good. Because I want you. Both of you."

Nate squeezes my thigh, not letting go. "I’m not giving her up," he says, and the edge in his voice is both a warning and a promise.

Mike raises his hands, grinning. "Wasn’t planning to steal her. Not my style."

They hold each other’s gaze for a long moment, then laugh, the tension breaking.

We talk for real after that—about what we want, what we’re afraid of, how to make this work. We talk boundaries: no secrets, no drama, no falling in love unless we all agree first. We agree on rules for next time—who calls the shots, what’s off-limits, and what happens if someone gets jealous.

I listen to them, chiming in when I have to, but mostly I’m content to be the object of their attention. The coffee is strong; the air is bright, and for the first time in ages, I feel like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.

Mike leans in whenever he talks to me, eyes never leaving my face. Nate keeps his hand on my thigh, sometimes stroking, sometimes just holding. I watch the play of emotion on their faces—the desire, the uncertainty, the thrill of something new.

I finish my coffee and lean back, stretching my legs out under the table. Mike’s foot finds mine, toes running up my calf. Nate’s fingers dig in just enough to remind me who’s boss.

I smile at both of them, feeling a pulse of heat in my chest.

"Next weekend?" I ask, almost shy.

"Yes," they say, in perfect unison.

And just like that, the awkwardness is gone.

We finish our coffee in silence, not needing to say anything else. There’s a new understanding between us—a kind of reckless hope that maybe, just maybe, this could be more than a onetime thing.

I let myself believe it.

I let myself want it.

And I know they want it too.

#

It’s been two weeks, but the memory hasn’t faded—not even a little. Sometimes, in the dead time between meetings or in the shower or on the subway, I’ll feel the echo of Mike’s hands on my hips, or the phantom tingle of Nate’s breath on the back of my neck, and I’ll have to stop and let the feeling pass before I can go on with my day.

Nate says I’m insatiable. He’s not wrong.

We’ve spent the time well, though. Three sessions with Dr. Hayes—once alone, once together, and once as a couple. She’s efficient, no-nonsense, and she has a knack for steering us back to the root of things. I tell her the truth, mostly: that I feel awake for the first time in years, that I’m terrified of ruining what I have, that I crave the approval of both men and don’t know how to stop.

Nate is honest too, in his way. He admits to jealousy, but also to pride—he loves showing me off, loves knowing I’m desirable to someone else. Dr. Hayes tells us we’re not broken, that all relationships are negotiations, and I believe her. I want to believe her.

Tonight, Nate and I walk into the same cocktail bar where it all started. He’s in a new suit, charcoal gray, and he holds my hand the whole way down the block. I’ve dressed for the occasion: silk blouse, tight skirt, heels that threaten to kill me but make my legs look incredible. My makeup is flawless, my hair sleek, and I’m acutely aware of the matching lingerie beneath my clothes.

Mike is already there, waiting at a corner booth. He’s dressed up too, navy button-down and dark jeans, a look that makes him seem older, more dangerous. He sees us and stands, smiling with a confidence that borders on arrogance, but I can tell he’s nervous. There’s a glint in his eye I didn’t notice before, something vulnerable and hopeful.

The air between us is electric. Nate and Mike shake hands, the gesture lingering just a second longer than necessary. I slip into the booth between them, the three of us forming a small, private universe at the edge of the room.

For a few minutes, we talk about normal things: work, movies, a new ramen place Nate wants to try. But there’s a current running underneath, pulling us toward the inevitable.

Mike leans in first. "So," he says, voice low, "we doing this again?"

Nate looks at me, letting me answer. He’s gotten good at that—stepping back and letting me steer when it matters.

"Yes," I say, clear and steady. "But I want to set some rules first."

Mike’s eyebrows go up, intrigued. "What rules?"

I glance at Nate, then back at Mike. "I liked when you both focused on me," I say, the words thrilling even as I speak them. "But I want to try new things—different positions, maybe a little more… direction."

Nate smirks. "You want to be bossed around?"

I feel my cheeks heat, but I nod. "Sometimes."

Mike grins, wide and feral. "I think we can arrange that."

I lean forward, elbows on the table. "Also, I want more aftercare. No leaving right after—if we do this, we stay together until morning. Deal?"

Both men nod, almost in unison.

"Deal," says Mike, reaching across the table to take my hand. His palm is warm, and the contact sends a spark up my arm.

Nate rests his hand on my thigh, just below the hem of my skirt. "Anything else?" he asks, voice teasing.

I shake my head. "That’s it. For now."

Mike raises his glass. "To negotiations," he says.

For a minute, all three of us just bask in the moment, the newness, the promise of what’s coming.

As we leave the bar, Nate’s arm is around my waist, and Mike walks just a half-step behind, close enough to touch but not quite daring it. The three of us move down the sidewalk like a unit, and for the first time, I don’t care who sees.

The anticipation is delicious. Every nerve in my body is tuned to the possibility of next weekend, of what we’ll do, of what we’ll become.

I let myself imagine it—three bodies tangled together, no shame, no guilt, just the pure, animal pleasure of giving in.

And I know without a doubt that next time will be even better.

The city feels different tonight. Maybe it’s the crisp air, or the sharp edge of anticipation, or the way Nate keeps his hand planted on my ass as we walk—fingers splayed, thumb tracing lazy circles through my skirt.

We don’t talk at first, just drift in and out of the streetlights, weaving around late-night dog walkers and couples out for a last drink. Nate is still buzzing from the bar, from the way I took charge. He glances over at me every few steps, a look that says he’s not sure if he should be scared or turned on.

I decide for him by stopping at the corner, grabbing his lapel, and kissing him hard. There’s nothing soft about it—just teeth, tongue, and the raw need that’s been building.

When I break away, I keep my hand on his chest, feeling his heart race. "You good?"

He grins, cocky. "Better than good."

We keep walking. Nate’s hand migrates lower, squeezing just enough to make me shiver.

"You enjoyed being watched," he says. It’s not a question.

"Yeah," I admit. "Did you?"

He doesn’t answer right away, just tugs me closer. "Only because it was you."

The honesty in his voice almost stops me cold. I slide my hand into his, threading our fingers together.

As we wait at the next crosswalk, I catch his profile in the streetlight's glow and decide to push my luck.

"So, what if we… invited a woman next time?"

Nate nearly trips off the curb. He whips his head around, eyes wide. "You’re joking."

I shake my head, slow and deliberate. "Just something to think about," I say, watching his reaction.

His mouth works soundlessly for a second, then: "Fuck. That’s… wow."

"Would you like that?" I prod.

His ears turn red. "Are you kidding? I’d lose my mind."

I laugh—really laugh—and the sound echoes down the street. I feel reckless, alive, a little dangerous. "Guess you’ll have to keep up, then," I say, and pull ahead, swaying my hips just enough to let him know I’m in charge.

Nate catches up in two strides, grabs my hand, and leans in to whisper, "Who are you and what have you done with my wife?"

I look up at him, eyes bright. "Maybe I was like this all along. You just never asked."

We walk the last blocks home in peaceful silence, bodies pressed close, futures unraveling in front of us like a red carpet. For the first time, I’m not scared of what comes next.

I’m hungry for it.


Her Turn to Lead


Chapter 1

It starts with a moan, low and throaty. My own. Even now, alone on the couch, I’m startled by how easy it is to make myself shudder. It takes so little—just a flash of memory, a slide of a fingertip along the inside of my wrist, the knowledge of what’s coming.

Our apartment is glass and shadow at this hour: late afternoon blurs the city into gold and blue, and the light hits the kitchen like a stage. Nate is humming something from a Spotify playlist, chopping onions with his back to me. His reflection moves in the window, ghostlike and doubled.

I should be helping, but I’m scrolling. My tablet glows in my lap, feeding me a carousel of male torsos and practiced smirks and “6’2” because apparently that matters.” It does matter, if you’re me. It matters because Nate is six foot two, and I like the way he looks at me from up there, the way he can pin me with nothing but a glance. It matters because I want something familiar and strange at the same time.

The app’s called Discreet. Its logo is a demure pair of lips, and I swipe through messages with the guilty glee of a child digging into forbidden Halloween candy. I’m searching for men—actual men, not boys or flakes—who will do more than pose in gym mirrors. But also, if I’m being honest, men who will play the game the way I want it played this time.

The smell of browning meat crawls into the living room. I can hear the sizzle, the wooden spoon clacking against the skillet.

I can see his shoulders flex as he lifts the pan, tattoos shifting under the plain white tee he always ruins when cooking. He’s careful, though. Always careful. We used to joke about his obsession with control, but lately, it’s not so much a joke.

A new match pings on the tablet. I swipe it open. Dark hair, unreadable eyes, a two-day stubble. I barely glanced at the name. My brain overlays it with all the others: the personal trainer, the finance guy, the tattoo artist who turned out to be afraid of his own shadow. All of them, in their way, a blur of muscle and anticipation and a slightly desperate, competitive edge. All of them eager to get picked. None of them remotely like Nate.

I set the tablet on my knee and exhale. I can feel my pulse in my neck, a little jumpy. It’s not nerves, exactly. I’ve been down this road before, and nothing about it is new. But there’s a sharpness tonight, a clarity that wasn’t there the last time I dipped into the pool.

Last time. My cheeks go warm. That night comes back with embarrassing force: the way Nate had watched from the armchair, fingers digging into his thigh, barely blinking as the stranger’s mouth opened over my nipple. The stranger’s name—I’ve already lost it—wasn’t important, but the feeling was. Exhilaration mixed with a mortifying sense of performance. Like I was the lead in a one-woman show, and my audience was my husband. And even as the stranger’s cock pushed inside, Nate’s eyes never left mine.

I scroll, scroll, scroll. Every profile blurs into the next. I’m searching for a trigger, an ignition. Instead, I find a mirror. My reflection in the tablet’s black edge, eyes hungry and wild, mouth parted in the way Nate says is my tell.

He says it as if it’s adorable. Sometimes I hate how well he knows me.

He’s finished cooking, and I hear the thump of the skillet on the stove, the scrape of the oven mitt. His footsteps are confident but soft—Nate could sneak up on a cat burglar. He peers around the island, his blue eyes sharp in the late sun. “You’re deep in thought over there. Trouble at work?”

“No,” I say, and I try for casual, but it’s clear I’m lying. Nate’s always been able to read me, but lately he’s been trying less to analyze and more to savor. He leans his elbows on the counter and just watches me, letting me fill the silence. I wonder if he knows exactly what’s on my screen.

“Food’s ready in five,” he says. “Or we could—” He waggles his brows. “Order in and do something more interesting?”

I laugh, and the sound is a little too loud, a little too eager. He grins, but there’s a question in it.

I tap the tablet screen dark and set it aside, then stretch my legs out along the couch. My skin tingles where my jeans brush my thighs. It feels like anticipation, like I’m seconds from blurting out something I can’t take back. I run a finger around my wedding band, slow, deliberate. The gold is warm on my skin.

This is what I remember best from our last experiment: the after, when I climbed off that stranger and Nate kissed me so hard I tasted blood. He pushed me onto the bed and fucked me as if he was the one trying to leave a mark, as if he could overwrite every memory with sheer force of will. I’d never felt more wanted in my life, but also never more confused about what I wanted.

That’s the part I keep coming back to. The thrill wasn’t just in being watched, or being shared. It was the look in Nate’s eyes—a mix of pride and ownership and some darker thing that I haven’t named yet. It made me want to push further, to see how deep the hole goes.

The city is humming, the end-of-day rush just a layer beneath the glass. Our apartment is on the 23rd floor, high enough to feel insulated but low enough that if you listen, really listen, you can hear people living. I close my eyes and let it sink in: the distant siren, the elevator’s soft ding, the drone of someone’s TV a few doors down. And underneath it all, the sound of Nate’s humming as he pours two glasses of wine. I know he’s pouring me one, no matter what I said.

I open my eyes. The tablet is blinking with another new message, and I can feel my nipples tighten under my t-shirt, a traitorous echo of last time. My fingers itch to respond, but I don’t want to get sucked into a chat session before dinner. Or maybe I do, but I’m trying to pretend I have boundaries.

The kitchen is brighter now, as if the sun itself is daring me to make a move. Nate stands there, a hand resting on the hip of his jeans. He looks like he stepped out of an ad for domesticated alpha males. I almost laugh, but I hold his gaze.

“What are you thinking about?” he asks, voice lower, serious now.

I consider telling him the truth. I want to do it again, but differently. The last time, I realized I was just an actor in his fantasy, and this time, I want to be the one in charge. That I want to pick the guy, set the rules, maybe even make him watch from another room.

But I say, “I’m thinking about dessert.”

He smiles, slow and dangerously. “You always get what you want, Lee.”

“Not always,” I say, and there’s an edge I can’t hide.

He leans forward, elbows still braced on the marble. “So, what do you want?”

You. And someone else. And for it to be real this time.

I toy with the frayed hem of my shirt. “I want something… different.” I wait for him to push, but he just watches, patient as ever. I wonder if he’s remembering last time too, the way he fucked me after, the way I clung to his shoulders.

I realize my hand has drifted between my legs, just resting there. Casual, but not. Nate’s pupils dilate, and I see the shift in him, the way he clocks my body before my words.

“Dinner’s going to burn,” I say, not moving.

He doesn’t move either. “It’s worth it.”

I lick my lips. The taste is coppery, electric.

This is how it always goes: a slow, circling build, a game of chicken to see who will break first. Sometimes I wonder if our whole marriage is an experiment in brinkmanship.

I pick up the tablet, thumb hovering over the message. “Can I show you something?” I ask.

He nods instantly interested and crosses the space between us in three long steps. He settles next to me, our knees touching, his body heat a living thing. I flip the tablet around and show him the profile.

He whistles, impressed. “He looks intense.”

“He messaged me three times,” I say, trying not to sound flattered. “I think he really wants in.”

Nate looks at the profile, then at me. “You want him?”

I pause, then nod. “Yeah. I think I do.”

He leans back, eyes never leaving mine. “Then set it up. Whatever you want. I’m in.”

The words hit me with a jolt, and for a second, I’m not sure if I’m scared or turned on. Probably both. My pulse hammers, and I bite the inside of my cheek.

The sun is down now, and the city outside glows with a million tiny lights. Nate takes my hand and squeezes it, and for the first time all day, I feel like I’m the one in control.

I close the app, set the tablet aside, and pull Nate onto the couch with me. His lips find mine, hungry and hot, and I taste the future—sharp and unfamiliar, but so fucking alive.

Somewhere in the kitchen, the timer goes off, shrill and insistent. I ignore it. We both do.
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I let Nate kiss me until my head spins. He’s always been an expert at this—knowing exactly when to go soft, when to bite, when to press his tongue just far enough that I gasp. But tonight, I don’t want to surrender. I want to keep my footing, my voice. I want to savor the heat without drowning in it.

He tastes like Cabernet and hunger.

I pull back, grinning, and immediately Nate looks for my eyes, as if he’s afraid he overstepped. I love that about him, the way he checks in without ever saying a word. I brush his jaw with my thumb, and he closes his eyes, exhaling hard.

“That timer’s still going,” I say, teasing. “We’re going to get evicted for setting off the smoke alarm again.”

He laughs, but his hand is already on my thigh, possessive. “It’ll keep.” Still, he gets up, reluctantly, and pads barefoot to the kitchen. I hear the oven door squeak, then the clatter of potholders. He’s muttering to himself—fuck, fuck, fuck—and I picture him flustered, apron less, shirt riding up as he moves.

It gives me time to gather my thoughts.

I can feel the conversation about to break the surface. My hands are sweating, and I wipe them on my jeans, embarrassed even though I know what we’re about to do is what we both want.

He does, balancing two plates. With flushed cheeks and mussed hair, he looked out of breath. He sets everything on the coffee table. “Dinner is served,” he says, and bows. A bead of sauce clings to his lower lip.

I lean forward and lick it off, just to watch him freeze. He doesn’t move, doesn’t breathe. For a moment, I feel like I have the entire world wrapped around my tongue.

We eat without talking, shoveling food between kisses, wine sloshing dangerously close to the edge of our glasses. There’s a lazy intimacy in it, but also a tension—I can feel Nate waiting for me to say something, to clarify what exactly I want from tonight. I want to drag it out, to watch him squirm. But I also want to get the words out before I lose my nerve.

He finishes first, sets his plate aside, and runs a finger along the back of my hand. “You’re miles away,” he says, voice thick.

“Not really,” I say. “Just thinking.”

“About him?” He nods at the tablet.

I shake my head. “About us.”

He seems relieved, and slides closer, his hand resting on my bare knee. I let him, but I don’t let him steer.

“I’ve been thinking about last time,” I start, careful. “And what I liked. What I didn’t like.”

He tenses, just a fraction. I can see the worry flicker in his eyes.

“It wasn’t bad,” I clarify. “Not even close. But it felt like… like I was onstage. Like I was doing it for you.”

He tries to protest, but I cut him off with a look. “It’s not a complaint,” I say. “Just an observation. And this time, I want to try something different.”

He relaxes a little, but there’s still a line in his brow. “What do you want to do?”

I sit up straighter, shoulders squared. My heart pounds, but I keep my voice steady. “I want to be in control,” I say. “All the way. I want to pick the guy, set the rules, decide what happens and when. I want you to watch, but only on my terms. If I say stop, we stop. If I want you to join, you join. But it’s all mine, Nate. I want to own it this time.”

The words hang in the air, sharp and impossible to take back. I expect Nate to laugh, or maybe challenge me. But he doesn’t. He just stares, pupils blown wide, breath shallow. His hand trembles on my knee.

He swallows. “Okay,” he says, and his voice is so rough I barely recognize it. “Whatever you want, Lee. I mean it.”

There’s a power in that, a rush I wasn’t expecting. I feel taller, brighter. “You’re sure?” I press. “I mean, really sure.”

He nods so fast it’s almost funny. “Fuck yes. You know how hot it is, watching you take over?”

I grin, feeling a thrill in my chest. “Good. Because that’s what I want. I want you to see me, Nate. All of me. Not just what you want.”

He’s silent for a beat, then leans in, voice barely more than a growl. “I want all of you, always. Even the parts you try to hide.”

I push him back onto the couch, straddling his lap. He lets me, arms going limp at his sides. He’s hard already, pressing up through the fabric of his jeans. I run my hands over his chest, feeling his heart kick beneath my palms.

“Do you trust me?” I ask, lowering my mouth to his ear.

He shudders. “You know I do.”

“Then let me lead.” I bite his lobe, and he gasps.

For the next few minutes, I push him. I run my nails down his arms, pin his wrists above his head. I make him beg for every touch, every inch of friction. He groans, hips bucking, but I hold him in place, watching his face as he fights not to come too soon.

He’s never looked more beautiful to me.

When I finally let him go, he’s breathless, sweat slick on his forehead. I lean down and kiss him, slow and deep, tasting salt and surrender.

He looks at me, eyes glassy, and says, “I’m yours, Lee. Always.”

It should sound cheesy, but it doesn’t. It feels true.

I smile, knowing I have him exactly where I want him.

“Remember that,” I whisper. “Because next time, I will not be gentle.”

He laughs, shaky, and pulls me close. “Promise?”

I promise.

I don’t give Nate time to recover from my last words. I drag my nails down his chest, over his stomach, and then hook my fingers in his belt loops, yanking him forward so he nearly loses his balance. There’s a heat in me, a sureness I’ve only ever faked before. Now it feels real. Like I’ve stepped into the body of a woman I’ve always envied—some movie villainess with a black dress and a bloodred smile.

I slide off his lap and kneel between his knees, cupping his cock through the rough denim. He’s already hard, straining, and the knowledge that I’ve done this—made him need it so badly he’s shaking—makes me bolder. I press my lips to the outline and watch his eyes flutter shut, a moan slipping out like he’s forgotten how to keep it in.

“Take these off,” I say, voice flat, a command.

He fumbles with the button, hands clumsy, and I watch him struggle. I let him, just to see what he’ll do. He looks at me with almost pleading desperation, and I nod. He strips, cock bobbing, flushed and angry, wet at the tip. I want to taste him, but not yet.

I stand, peel off my own jeans—slowly, letting him watch. My thighs are damp with want, but I ignore it. He reaches for me, but I step back and shake my head.

“Sit,” I say, and he does, hands gripping his knees like a scolded schoolboy.

I sink onto his lap, facing him, pinning his wrists above his head with both hands. He tries to kiss me, but I dodge, nipping his jaw instead. He gasps, hips rolling up, desperate for friction.

“Not yet,” I say. “You’re not allowed to come until I say.”

His pupils go wide, and he nods. I can see his pulse thudding in his throat.

I grind against him, slow and mean, just enough to keep him begging. His cock is trapped between our stomachs, slick and hot, and I move my hips so it slides along the length of me, catching on the damp cotton of my panties. I can feel him twitch every time I lift, every time I pull away.

He tries to grab my ass, to steer me, but I tighten my grip on his wrists. “I said don’t move.”

He freezes, surrendering completely.

I lower my mouth to his ear, letting my breath tickle him. “Tonight is just a preview,” I whisper. “If you can’t follow orders, you don’t get the real thing.”

He whimpers. He’s never made a sound like that before. I love it.

I let go of his wrists, and he keeps them in place, obedient. I reward him by raking my nails down his back, then sliding my hand between us to cup his balls, rolling them gently. He’s so fucking sensitive right now, it almost breaks him.

“Beg for it,” I say.

He does, voice hoarse. “Please, Lee. Please fuck me. Please.”

I line him up and push down, inch by inch, just enough to feel the stretch but not enough to let him all the way in. I hold it there, clenching, making him groan. He tries to move his hips, but I slap his thigh, sharp.

“I said wait.”

He’s panting now, sweat beading on his lip.

I slide off, letting his cock slap against his stomach, then do it again, and again, teasing him with every stroke. My clit is throbbing, and I want so badly to grind down and finish myself off, but I won’t let myself—not yet. This is his. All his.

When I can see he’s right at the edge, shaking and nearly in tears, I slam down, taking him all the way. He lets out a shout, raw and ragged, and I clamp a hand over his mouth to muffle it.

“Come for me,” I say, looking him dead in the eye.

He does, hips bucking, cock pulsing deep inside. His whole body arches, and I hold him there, feeling every spasm, every tremor. It’s the most intense orgasm I’ve ever seen him have, and I ride it out, savoring the loss of control on his face.

When he’s done, I pull off, stand, and smooth my shirt. He’s slumped on the couch, breathless, eyes closed, a stupidly blissful smile on his face.

I look down at him, hands on my hips. “That’s just a taste of what’s coming,” I say.

He laughs, dazed, and reaches for me, but I stay just out of reach. He knows not to push.

My body is buzzing, unsatisfied but not frustrated. I like this—being in control, denying myself until it’s the right time.

I grab the wine glass and take a long drink, then settle in next to him, resting my head on his shoulder. He wraps an arm around me, and we sit there, quiet, the city alive outside our window.

I think about what’s next, about the stranger on the app and the rules I’ll set, and I feel powerful. For the first time, I don’t just want it. I’m ready to take it.

And I know from the look on Nate’s face, he can’t wait to watch.


Chapter 2

My office is a fishbowl of glass and chrome, soaked in the morning light that makes everything look suspiciously honest. It’s Saturday, so the streets below are slow, almost tranquil, but I’m sitting at my desk like the world is on fire. In a way, it is.

The Discreet app asks for my username. My hands tremble on the tablet, but only a little—barely enough to slosh the dregs of my coffee. I type “ControlFreak32” and stare at it for a full minute before hitting save. It’s only funny because it’s true.

The profile photo is next. I scroll through the camera roll, skipping anything with Nate in the frame, anything from holidays or family events, anything that hints at my real life. I settle on a candid from last summer—bare shoulders, hair in a messy bun, my expression somewhere between coy and clinical. Alluring, but not desperate. I sent it up.

Then the bio. I draft, delete, rewrite. Every word is a battleground. “Seeking a confident, respectful, drama-free man to join me and my husband for mutually pleasurable exploration. I’m selective, serious, and direct about boundaries. Experience with couples is a plus.” I reread it three times. There’s a phrase I hate—“exploration”—but I can’t find a better euphemism that doesn’t sound like a punchline. I leave it in, then tag the account with the interests and location.

By the time the profile is live, my jaw aches from clenching. I lean back and let my head thump softly against the glass. The city glows blue and white all around me, reflecting a dozen versions of my face. Everyone looks more anxious than the last.

Within five minutes, the notifications start. The app is a casino—endless spinning, bells and badges and the next hit always waiting. I scroll through the first round of messages. It’s exactly what I expected: a deluge of gym rats, finance bros, and men who think a blurry dick pic is a flex.

I swipe left on anything that feels like a dare. Too forward, too scripted, too pretty. I’m looking for something different. Not better, just… less expected.

My criteria, in order of importance:

1. Has done this before, and isn’t coy about it.

2. Respects boundaries—even ridiculous, arbitrary ones.

3. Is willing to be told exactly what to do.

4. Isn’t a close cousin of Nate, in looks or affect.

There’s an entire genre of men who orbit women like me. They want the experience of being a third, but they also want to rewrite the rules halfway through. I can see it in the language: “Can I break you?” “Bet you can’t handle me.” I delete, delete, delete.

Hours pass in fragments. By the end of day one, my shortlist is down to five. Two of them make it to video chat, where I get to watch their eyes dart nervously between the camera and their own reflection. It’s amazing how quickly bravado dies in the harsh light of a live call.

I don’t tell Nate I’m doing this today. Not because it’s a secret—he’ll be thrilled, honestly—but because I want it to be real before I share it. I want to hand him a result, not a process.

On Sunday morning, I take the tablet into bed. Nate is still asleep, back turned, mouth open a little. I scroll through messages, looking for someone who’s interesting but not exhausting. I pause on a profile: “James, 37. Project manager. 6’0”, 190, lean muscle, sleeve tattoo, dry sense of humor.” His first message is a question, not a monologue: “What’s your ideal first meeting?”

I reply: “Coffee. Public. No surprises.”

He answers instantly: “Smart. When are you free?”

We volley back and forth, twenty minutes of banter that never turns crude, never gets clingy. I do my research—reverse image search, LinkedIn, the usual. He’s real. His photos are current, not five years or twenty pounds ago. He’s exactly my type, but not in the way that’s dangerous.

I scheduled coffee for Thursday, neutral territory. I tell him what I’ll be wearing, so there’s no chance for games.

All week, I watch the days tick by in meetings and emails, but my mind is on the coming Thursday. Every hour brings another round of anxiety: What if he ghosts? What if he’s perfect and then ruins it with one dumb comment? What if I ruin it?

By Wednesday night, I hadn’t told Nate. He senses the shift in me—he always does—but he doesn’t push. He gives me space, which is the most erotic thing anyone can do for me.

On Thursday, I wake up at 5:45. I shower, exfoliate, shave everywhere that matters, then spend a solid forty minutes debating which bra to wear under a crisp white shirt. I go with the black lace. Obvious, but not desperate.

I take a cab to the café, then loop the block twice before going in. I check every reflection to make sure I’m not red-faced or sweaty. When I step inside, the blast of espresso and burnt milk is comforting, almost grounding.

He’s there. At the corner table, facing the door. He stands when I approach—a move so rare it nearly short-circuits me—and waits for me to sit first.

“Hi, Lena,” he says, and his voice is exactly what I expected. Calm, a little dry, not eager.

I shook his hand. He doesn’t linger or squeeze too hard. Points right off the bat.

We talk. Small stuff at first. His job is exactly as boring as it sounds, but he makes it sound like an adventure. He asks about my work, but doesn’t pry into Nate. I appreciate that more than I can say.

After twenty minutes, I test him. “So, why couples?”

He sips his coffee, shrugs. “I like the rules. No one’s pretending. It’s transactional, but in a good way. I enjoy watching people get what they want.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Most men want to be the star.”

He smiles, all teeth. “That’s why most men are boring.”

We talk about logistics. Safe words, expectations, what turns us on and what’s strictly off-limits. He tells me he’s been the third for three other couples, that every experience is different. He’s never had a couple where the woman was in charge.

“You sure you’re up for it?” I ask.

He leans in, lowers his voice. “I wouldn’t have come if I weren’t.”

We finish our drinks. I feel a buzz—not from caffeine, but from the pure, unfiltered potential of it.

He stands to leave, and I do too. We walk out together, shoulders brushing but not touching.

At the corner, I stop. “Tomorrow. 8 p.m. I’ll text you the address. Don’t be early.”

He grins, and I see the tiniest flicker of nerves. “Yes, ma’am.”

He walks off, hands in his pockets. I watch him go until he’s swallowed up by the city.

When I finally turn to head home, I realize my hands are shaking again, but not with fear this time.

I can’t wait until tomorrow.
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The next day, I’m at the café ten minutes early. The patio is glassed in, warm and bright even in late October. I take the table by the corner window, where I can see everyone who comes in. It’s a risk—someone from work might see me here, or worse, one of Nate’s friends—but risk is the spice right now.

I’m sipping my Americano when James arrives. He’s not late. In fact, he’s so precisely on time it’s a little unsettling. Maybe it’s his project manager energy. He’s tall but not overwhelming, body language controlled, zero trace of predatory swagger. He clocks me, hesitates a half-second, then walks over, weaving through the crowded tables with a kind of loose certainty.

He’s wearing a dark henley, sleeves pushed up to show the full ink of his right arm: an abstract sleeve, mostly black with geometric bursts of red. He looks like a man who plays guitar badly and reads a lot. His face is sharper in real life, jawline like a sketchbook line, eyes somewhere between slate and gray. I take it all in as he approaches.

“Lena,” he says, and gives me a nod like we’re old colleagues about to share a secret.

“James.” I motion to the chair, and he sits, careful not to sprawl. There’s an easy restraint to the way he moves. I notice his hands: neat nails, no rings, a tiny burn mark on his thumb.

He orders a black coffee and nothing else. I appreciate the lack of fuss.

We talk about the weather, then work, which is a flex for both of us—making sure the other is employed, has a life, isn’t a disaster. He tells me about his job in the way people do when they’re trying not to sound self-important. I tell him about the boutique marketing firm and the chaos of ad deadlines. He laughs at the right places.

I can feel the eyes of the barista, a college kid with a man bun and an unfortunate mustache, but I tune him out. My focus is on James: how he answers questions, how he watches me when I talk. He’s good at listening, and not in that fake, therapist way. More like he’s cataloging me.

I decided to cut to the chase. “So. Why this?” I ask, voice low.

He doesn’t miss a beat. “Normal dating is tedious. I’m not looking for a relationship. I like the intensity couples bring.” He gives a small smile. “Plus, I’m a middle child. I’m good at being in the middle.”

I laugh, despite myself. “You’re not nervous?”

He shrugs. “Not really. Maybe a little. It’s not every day I get an interview for this position.”

He’s direct, which I like. But not reckless. I sense a current beneath his calm.

I lean forward, my voice serious. “Let’s get specific. I need to be completely in control. My husband will be there, but this night is about my pleasure, my rules. I need you to respect that, even if it feels… staged. Can you?”

He holds my gaze, with no trace of mockery. “Absolutely. That’s what I want, actually.” He pauses, then adds, “And if it isn’t what I want, I say so. I’m not shy.”

The bluntness makes my pulse jump. “I’ll be honest—last time, I felt like a prop in someone else’s fantasy. I don’t want that again.”

“I wouldn’t either,” he says. “That’s not why I’m here.”

“Why are you here, then?” I push.

He thinks about it, looks away, then back. “Because I enjoy seeing what happens when you give up control. Not my control. Yours.” He holds up a hand, like a disclaimer. “I mean, if you want it. If it’s not just an act.”

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from grinning. “I want it. More than you probably think.”

He sits back, lets the moment stretch, then: “Good. I can work with that.”

We outline the terms. No strings, no drama, no post-game texts unless all parties agree. Everything was discussed in advance. I tell him what I’m into, what’s off-limits, what turns me on. He listens, asks clarifying questions, but doesn’t over-share. I can tell he’s done this before—there’s no breathless curiosity, no jockeying for the starring role.

He asks about Nate, and I give a sanitized version: supportive, a little competitive, likes to watch. “He’s not threatened by you,” I add.

James snorts, then covers it with a sip of coffee. “Noted.”

There’s a charge in the air, but it’s not sexual, not yet. More like a negotiation, both of us setting boundaries, circling the perimeter to see where the edges are.

At one point, I ask: “You ever had a woman set all the rules?”

He grins. “Not until now.”

“Does that bother you?”

“Not at all. Honestly, it’s hot.”

I let myself relax a little, body sinking into the chair. I feel taller, sharper. The last vestiges of self-doubt slough off like old skin.

We’re almost done. I suggest a time—Friday night, 8 p.m.—and he accepts without hesitation.

“No prep work?” I ask, teasing. “Don’t need to psych yourself up?”

He leans in, a challenge in his voice. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

The moment hangs there, stretched thin, and I realize I’m grinning for real now.

We pay separately—another point for him—and walk out together into the churn of pedestrians and traffic. There’s a brief, awkward moment where we almost hug, but we shake hands. His grip is firm, but not macho.

“See you tomorrow night,” I say.

“Looking forward to it,” he answers, voice even.

He walks away first, and I watch him for a moment. I can tell he will not text tonight. He’s playing the game exactly the way I want him to.

On the train home, I replay the conversation. My skin is hot under my coat, but not from embarrassment. I feel like I’m wearing new armor.

When I walk in, Nate is stretched out on the couch, watching a documentary about coral reefs and drinking club soda with lime. He sits up, searching my face for clues.

“How was it?” he asks, tone casual.

I toss my bag on the chair, slip out of my shoes. “Better than I hoped,” I admit.

He grins. “Told you. You always get what you want.”

I sit on the edge of the couch, close enough to feel his knee against mine. “Not always. But tomorrow night, I will.”

He kisses my shoulder, lets his lips linger on the bare skin just above my shirt.

I close my eyes, already picturing tomorrow—already planning every second.

I’m not afraid anymore. I can’t wait.

#

I take Friday off. I tell my boss I have a dental emergency, but the only thing getting drilled today is my fantasy of total, surgical control.

By noon, the apartment is a surgical theater. I start by stripping the bed. The old sheets go in a trash bag—I want nothing to do with memory tonight. I walk three blocks to a boutique that smells like amber and ozone, where I splurge on the most decadent silk sheets I can find: deep burgundy, the color of arterial blood and desperate sex. The clerk asks if it’s a gift. I say, “Yes. For my husband.” The lie leaves a metallic taste.

Back home, I pull the sheets out, the fabric so soft it seems to slip through itself. I make the bed twice, smoothing every wrinkle with the flat of my palm. The rest of the room gets a transformation. I dim the overheads, light two pillar candles on the dresser, and string a set of battery-powered lanterns along the window ledge. They glow amber, warming the walls and making my skin look expensive in the mirror.

I queue up a playlist of heavy, sexual, bass-driven tracks—songs that don’t sound like fucking, but make you want to. I test the volume until the subwoofer vibrates in my chest. There’s a physical comfort in it, a sense of being insulated from the outside world. I want to feel like I’m in a den or a cage.

The kitchen gets minimal attention; I’m not planning to eat tonight. I arrange a few bottles of wine and a tray of perfectly aligned glasses. Every detail, from the angle of the couch to the scent diffused in the air (clove and cedar), is measured and controlled. By 3 p.m., the place is ready for a magazine shoot—or an interrogation.

I texted James the address. He responds with a thumbs up, no flourish. Perfect.

For the first time in a week, I let myself think about how I want tonight to go. Not the logistics, but the feeling. I imagine myself in the center of the bed, silk clinging to my skin, eyes locked with Nate as he watches. I want him to see the transformation, to witness the woman he’s always wanted and feared at the same time. I want to look back at him and know I’ve won.

The afternoon drags. I wear dark purple, almost black nail polish. I take a hot shower, being careful shaving. I pick out lingerie: nothing with lace, nothing frilly. Just a slick, midnight blue slip and matching thong, both almost sheer.

By the time Nate gets home, I’ve been pacing the apartment in bare feet for an hour. He steps through the door, and I’m waiting for him in the living room, lit by the faint gold of dusk and the track lighting I spent fifteen minutes positioning. I’m wearing a slip, my hair up, lips painted the color of spilled wine.

He stops dead, keys dangling from his fingers. “Holy fuck,” he says.

I don’t move. “You’re early.”

He sets the keys down, eyes scanning the room like he’s seeing it for the first time. “What is all this?”

“Preparation,” I say, and beckon him over with a single finger.

He comes to me, but doesn’t reach. He’s waiting for a cue.

I take his face in my hands, kissing him hard. He tastes of city air and the sweetness of anticipation. I let my hands roam, digging into his hair, scratching lightly at his scalp. He shudders.

Without a word, I unbuttoned his shirt. He’s still wearing the undershirt, which I yank upward so it rides up his torso. I push him down onto the couch, then climb into his lap, knees digging into the cushion on either side. He groans low in his throat as I grind against him, silk slip teasing the rough denim of his jeans.

Grabbing his wrists, I pin them behind his head, stopping him from touching me. He’s strong, but he doesn’t resist. He lets me have my way, and that makes me want to destroy him.

“Tonight is mine,” I whisper into his ear.

He nods, breath hot against my neck. “Yours. Always.”

“Tomorrow,” I say, dragging my nails down his jaw, “you’re going to watch me fuck someone else. You’re going to see exactly what I want, and you won’t do a thing to stop it.”

He squirms under me, cock straining against his jeans. “You think that’s punishment?”

“I think you like to watch. But tonight, you’re not allowed to come until I say so.” I punctuate it by squeezing his wrists harder. He moans, and the sound goes straight to my cunt.

He watches as I make a show of undressing him, one button at a time, and slide off his lap. I leave him in his briefs, the outline of his erection obvious and obscene. I palm it, stroking lightly, then pull away.

He whimpers. Actually whimpers.

I push him back onto the couch, climb on top, and grind down, my slip bunched up around my hips. Every movement is deliberate. I roll my hips, just enough pressure to make him gasp, then pull away. He tries to chase, but I pin his thighs with my knees.

I reach behind his head, grab a pillow, and shove it between his teeth. “Bite,” I order.

He does.

I take his cock out, stroke it slowly, letting pre-cum smear along my palm. I hover over him, so close he can feel my breath, but don’t let him inside. He looks up at me, eyes pleading, and I shake my head.

“Not yet,” I murmur. “You don’t get to finish until I’m done with you.”

I jerk him off slowly, then fast, then slow again, watching the tension build and break on his face. Each time he gets close, I stop, slap his cock lightly, then start again. He’s trembling now, with a sheen of sweat on his chest.

I whisper everything I want into his ear: how tomorrow he’ll see me spread wide for someone new, how he’ll have to watch, powerless, as I use another man. I tell him how it feels to be full, to be in charge, to own every gasp and moan.

He’s nearly in tears by the fifth round of edging. I almost feel bad. Almost.

When I finally let him in, it’s only after I’ve wrung every drop of control from him. I ride him slow at first, then faster, never breaking eye contact. His hands are still behind his head, fists clenched.

He begs. “Please, Lee. Please let me.”

“Not yet,” I say, even though I’m close myself.

I grind down hard, slip clinging to my nipples, thighs shaking with the effort. I can feel him swelling inside me, desperate to finish, but I hold back, counting the beats of his pulse against my clit.

When I’m sure he’s about to break, I slam down and whisper, “Now.”

He comes so hard he nearly blacks out, vision gone glassy, body stiff as a plank. I milk him for every pulse, savoring the sensation of power, of being the reason he loses control.

I pull off, leave him panting on the couch, and go to the bathroom to clean up. With wild hair and swollen lips, my eyes shine in the mirror. I want to come, but I don’t let myself. Not tonight. I want to be starving for it tomorrow.

When I come back, he’s still slumped on the couch, cock softening, skin flushed. He reaches for me, but I dodge, letting my slip fall back into place.

“Tomorrow night,” I say, “you’ll watch me take exactly what I want.”

He nods, still catching his breath.

I sleep alone that night, stretched across the new sheets, naked and unsated. I want to be hungry when James arrives, want to make him work for it. I want Nate to see it all, to know exactly what he’s unleashed.

In the dark, I picture myself at the center of everything; the men orbiting around me, powerless to do anything but watch as I burn.

Tomorrow can’t come fast enough.


Chapter 3

It’s a waiting game, the last hour before the doorbell. I go over the checklist in my head, reciting it like a prayer or a confession: Sheets—check. Candles—check. Lingerie smooth, no lines or loose threads. I have brushed my teeth twice, shaved every inch I can plausibly reach. The playlist is set to a low purr, bass vibrating the floor just enough to be felt in the soles.

Nate is pacing, which he never does. He tries to play it cool—stretches, checks his phone, pretends to watch something on TV—but every time he thinks I’m not looking, he glances at the clock. It’s not nerves, exactly. More like readiness. He is wound so tight I can almost see the tension in his shoulders, the cords of his neck flexing with every swallow. I wonder if he’ll explode or melt when the moment comes.

I check myself in the mirror one last time. My hair is up, fastened with a single gold clip. My makeup is heavier than usual—cat eyes, lips a shade between bruised and bitten. The slip clings in all the right places, the dark blue nearly black in this light. I have painted my nails obsidian, and every finger feels like a weapon.

Five minutes before the hour, I line up three wine glasses, rinsing each under cold water so they glisten. I stand them at parade rest, perfect triangles on the counter. So that I can see the bedroom from the entry, I open the door between the living room and hall. I want the first impression to be indelible.

At precisely eight, the doorbell rings. Not early. Not late. I let it buzz twice before I open.

James stands in the hallway, hands at his sides, a half-smile that’s neither shy nor smug. He’s taller than I remember from the café, but that might be the boots—black, clean, a little worn at the edges. The jeans are dark, fitted, but not sprayed on. The shirt is charcoal, sleeves rolled to the forearms, top two buttons left open. There’s a hint of something underneath—maybe a thread of ink, collarbone to sternum.

I feel the urge to say, “Right on time,” but bite it back. Instead, I just step aside. “Come in.”

He glances past me, scans the apartment with the swift, cataloging gaze of someone who works in logistics. I wonder how many tiny details he clocks in the first ten seconds—the candles, the glassware, the absence of clutter. He doesn’t stare, but he doesn’t play coy, either. He walks in, sets his bag discreetly by the door, and stands in the center of the living room, hands loose, waiting.

Nate is on the far side of the room, leaning on the edge of the couch. He looks at me for a cue. I give him a tiny nod. He straightens, squares his shoulders, and walks over, offering a hand.

“James, right?” Nate’s voice is steady, but I catch the telltale flick of his jaw, the way he flexes his fingers after the handshake.

“Yeah. Good to see you, Nate.” There’s a firmness to James’s tone that I respect. He doesn’t dominate the space, but he isn’t deferential, either. There is no whiff of “alpha,” no hint of challenge. It’s all business.

I watch them size each other up, two animals in a neutral zone. I almost laugh. If I weren’t in the room, they’d probably bond over craft beers and end up swapping recipes. But I am in the room, and I set the rules.

For a moment, we stand in a triangle—me, James, and Nate, the geometry of anticipation. There’s no small talk. I decided to dispense with the entire prelude and move directly to act one.

“Follow me,” I say, and head down the hall. Neither man hesitates. I hear two sets of footsteps, one a touch heavier than the other.

The bedroom is perfect. With promise, the new sheets shimmer, catching the candlelight. The air is warm, thick with the scent of clove and a trace of my perfume. I have placed the candles so that the only shadows are the ones I want. The playlist thrums in the background, steady as a second heartbeat.

I walk to the far side of the bed, then turn and face both men. Nate stands at attention, his eyes locked on my face. James is more relaxed, hands still at his sides, but his pupils are wide, the whites almost gone.

I gesture to the bed. “James, sit. Top corner, by the pillows.”

He complies without a word, perching on the edge, spine straight. His jeans stretch over his thighs, and I see the tension in his jaw. He is waiting, not with resignation, but with a kind of earned patience.

“Nate, other side. Same position.”

Nate obeys, his body language a mirror image. For the first time tonight, I am the center of their world. I can feel it in the way the air shifts, how their breathing syncs to my movements.

I stand at the foot of the bed, letting them see me. Really see me. The slip rides high on my thighs; the fabric is so thin it’s practically illegal. My nipples are already hard, poking through the silk. I don’t hide it. I want them both to want.

“Tonight,” I say, “you both follow my rules.”

I let the sentence hang, watching it land on their bodies. James’s hands curl, then uncurl. Nate licks his lips, a nervous tic he can’t suppress.

“You watch. You wait. You touch only when I say.” My voice is low, but it carries.

Both men nod, almost in unison.

I approach the bed, standing between them, close enough to touch but not touching. I look at James first, then Nate. I want to make it clear: I see both of you. I want both of you.

“Is that clear?” I ask, my gaze hard on James.

“Crystal,” he says, and there’s a hint of heat in his voice.

I pivot to Nate. “And you?”

He answers, voice rough: “Yes, Lee.”

“Good.” I smile, slow and wicked. “Then let’s begin.”

The anticipation is so thick, it feels like a storm about to break. I am the conductor, and they are the symphony, waiting for my cue.

“Hands on the bed,” I say.

They obey, palms flat, muscles tense.

“Don’t move until I tell you.”

Two men, obedient. I have never felt more in control, more desired, more utterly alive.

I stand at the foot of the bed, savoring the power, and wait for the perfect moment to start the actual show.

I let the silence work on them. The only sounds are the slow pulse of the music and the faint, uneven breathing of the two men on my bed. I can almost feel the charge as it arcs from one body to the other, crackling in the air between them.

I start with my fingers on the slip, at the hem. My goal is to draw out every microsecond of attention, not rush it. I step between them, close enough that each man could touch me if he leaned in, but they both stay obedient, hands flat on the mattress as instructed.

My knees brush the edge of the bed. I focus on James first, letting him see my eyes as I run my nails up the length of my thigh, slow enough that he tracks the movement like a cat watching a red dot. He’s so locked in, I doubt he’s aware of anything but the drag of silk over my skin and the dark promise underneath.

I move to Nate, shift my gaze deliberately, and watch his reaction. He is biting the inside of his lip, jaw clenched, blue eyes wide and ravenous. He’s seen me strip before, countless times, but never like this—never with another man close enough to taste the heat rolling off my body.

The slip has tiny buttons at the shoulder, nearly invisible. I unfasten the first one, then the second, letting the fabric gap just enough to tease the shadow of cleavage. My heart is racing, but I keep my face neutral, clinical, like a surgeon peeling back the first layer of skin.

“Eyes up,” I say, and both men obey.

I unfasten the next button, then the next, until the top of the slip drapes off my collarbones, threatening to fall but not quite ready to surrender. I slide a hand beneath the neckline, fingers skimming the edge of my bra. The lace is navy, almost black; the cups sheer enough that you can see the perfect outline of my nipples underneath. I pinch the strap and let it snap back into place, the tiny sound impossibly loud in the stillness.

James inhales, sharp and involuntarily. I look him dead in the eye, and he doesn’t flinch.

I step out of the slip, letting it pool at my feet. I stand before them in bra and thong, heels still on. The candlelight throws golden licks across my skin, and I am suddenly aware of how naked I am, how absolutely exposed. I love it.

I turn, letting them see the curve of my ass, the long stretch of thigh above the stocking line. Slowly and deliberately, I bend to pick up and fold the slip. I want them to know nothing about tonight is careless.

When I face them again, both men are visibly affected. James sits ramrod straight, hands pressed so hard into the mattress his knuckles are white. There’s a bulge at his crotch, pressing against the dark denim, straining for release. Nate is fidgeting, feet flexing and un-flexing, his cock tenting the thin fabric of his boxers. I feel a jolt of satisfaction. Good boys.

I cross to the bed and crawl up between them, moving slowly, savoring the way their heads pivot to follow my every shift. I settle on my knees, one thigh brushing against each man’s leg.

“Remember the rules,” I say, soft but iron-edged. “Look as much as you want. But if you touch, it’s because I allow it.”

They nod in perfect synchronization.

I lean in toward James first. I can smell his cologne—a woodsy, peppery note that’s unfamiliar but not unpleasant. With lips inches from his ear, I bring my face close. “You want to touch me, don’t you?”

He nods, throat working to find words.

“Say it.”

“I want to touch you,” he whispers. There is nothing theatrical in his voice, just pure, channeled want.

I pull back, gratified, and turn to Nate. His hands are gripping the mattress, muscles standing out like ropes.

“You too?”

He nods, unable to speak, but his gaze is molten. He’s desperate for this, for me, and for the permission to show it.

“Patience,” I say, savoring the word.

I sit back on my heels and run both hands over my body, down my ribcage, over the gentle curve of my belly, then up to cup my breasts. I squeeze them together, arching my back so the lace strains against my skin, nipples pressing even harder at the thin fabric. Both men watch, unmoving, barely breathing.

James breaks first. He shifts, ever so slightly, his hand twitching on the bedspread. I see it, and so does Nate. The tension goes up a notch.

I look at James, raising one eyebrow in warning. “Did I say you could move?”

He flushes, and for a second I see a crack in his composure. “No, ma’am,” he says, voice small.

I lean in, one hand on his shoulder, the other pinning his wrist flat against the mattress. “Then don’t.”

He swallows, and the heat of his embarrassment radiates up my arm.

I turn to Nate, whose eyes are glued to the tableau, the power struggle, the thrill of seeing another man disciplined for breaking my rules. His own hands haven’t moved an inch, but he’s practically vibrating with the need to touch, to be touched, to have my approval.

“Good boy,” I say to him, and his cock jumps in response.

I let the moment stretch, savoring the throb of my pulse, the ache building between my thighs.

I stand up, roll my shoulders, and step back off the bed. “Take off your shirts,” I instruct.

Nate rips his tee over his head, tossing it aside. James is slower, more deliberate, unbuttoning his shirt with trembling fingers. I watched the reveal: pale chest, lean muscle, the sleeve tattoo I glimpsed in the café now fully exposed. It’s beautiful, dark lines and red angles wrapping his arm and shoulder.

I circle the bed, let my fingers trail over Nate’s chest, then over James’s. Their skin is hot to the touch. I can feel the power in each man, the way they’re holding themselves back, denying the urge to just grab and devour me.

I step between them again, and this time, I lean forward, pressing my breasts into James’s face, letting the scent and warmth overwhelm him. I feel his breath, hot and desperate, through the thin lace. But he doesn’t move his hands. He’s learned.

I straighten and turn to Nate, giving him the same. His eyes close, and he inhales deeply, savoring the closeness, the scent of my skin. He shudders, and I know he’s holding back a moan.

“Look at me,” I say, and both men obey.

“This is my game,” I remind them. “I call the shots.”

They nod, eyes locked on me.

I smile, all teeth, and slide a hand between my thighs, pressing just hard enough to make myself gasp. Both men watch, mesmerized.

For a moment, I let them see me unravel, just a little. Then, I pull my hand away and bring my finger to my lips, sucking the tip clean. I make a show of it, moaning softly, and the men nearly break.

James can’t help himself—his hand leaves the mattress, just a fraction, reaching for my thigh.

I catch his wrist hard and lock eyes with him. “No,” I say, firm. “Not yet.”

He pulls back, shame and arousal mingling on his face. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I whisper, and plant a kiss on his cheek, close to his mouth but not there.

I do the same to Nate, who is panting now, sweat gleaming on his forehead.

I step back, taking in the scene: both men shirtless, hard and wanting, totally at my mercy.

I have never felt so alive.

“Hands behind your backs,” I say.

They obey, no hesitation.

I stand there, half-naked and electric, knowing I am the center of gravity in this room. The world outside might as well not exist.

I look from one man to the other, and for a moment, let myself imagine what comes next.

I’m ready.

For a long moment, I just stand there, letting them stew. I can see the yearning in their eyes, the question hanging unspoken in the air: What next?

I give them the answer.

“James. Nate. Get on your knees. At the edge of the bed, facing me.”

They move at the same time, knees sinking into the mattress, arms still locked behind their backs. Their bodies are so different—James, all muscle and ink and measured self-control; Nate, familiar and feral, his skin peppered with the goosebumps of anticipation. The sight of them side by side, stripped of any pretense, is almost enough to make me forget my script.

But I don’t. I approach, planting one knee between each man’s spread legs. I stand above them, letting the power differential settle over the room like a fog. I run my fingers through their hair, slowly, alternating, letting each man feel the same weighted pause before my touch.

“Hands in your laps,” I say, and they both obey.

I take James’s hand first. His fingers are strong, calloused, with the palm warm and dry. I place it on my thigh, right at the edge of the stocking line, then guide it upward, over the curve of my hip, then down again. “Gentle,” I instruct, and he listens. I can feel the tension in him, the effort it takes not to squeeze, not to clutch.

I do the same with Nate, placing his hand on my other thigh, tracing the same path. He is less hesitant, more sure of my body, but I make him match the same deliberate pace. For a few seconds, I am held in the balance—one hand from each man moving up and down, alternating, never overlapping. It’s like they’re playing an instrument, and I’m the song.

“Now both at once,” I say, and let go.

They coordinate instinctively, four hands moving in sync. I guide them with a glance, a tilt of my head, a sharp inhale when someone strays too close to forbidden territory. I savor the sensation—so many points of contact, all devoted to me, all utterly under my command.

“Go slower,” I tell James, as he speeds up. “I want to feel every inch.”

He obeys, stroking my thigh with a feather-light touch, his eyes never leaving my face.

“Nate, harder.” I want to feel the grip, the press of his fingers just shy of a bruise. He ramps up the pressure, digging in just enough to make my pulse jump.

“That’s perfect,” I say, and watch them glow with the praise.

I step back, shake out my hair, and climb up onto the bed, kneeling between them.

“Hands behind your backs again,” I order. They do it, quick and eagerly.

I face James first, tilting his chin up with my thumb. “Kiss me,” I say.

He does, at first tentative, then bolder as he senses I won’t pull away. His lips are soft, his tongue gentle, exploring the line of my jaw, the shell of my ear, the hollow at the base of my throat. He stops, waiting for a cue.

I turn to Nate. “Your turn.”

He dives in, urgent and greedy, biting my neck just hard enough to send a flash of heat through my whole body. I let him for a few seconds, then push him back.

“Good boys,” I say again, and both men preen under the compliment.

I hook my thumbs into the band of my thong, peel it down, and let it slide to the floor. The air on my bare skin is sharp, electric.

“Now, use your hands. Both of you. Everywhere.”

There’s no hesitation. Four hands attack my body, kneading and stroking, mapping every inch with absolute devotion. James’s hands roam up my ribs, cup my breasts, thumbs circling the stiff peaks of my nipples. Nate works my hips, my ass, pulling me closer until I am straddling his thigh, grinding down, lost in the friction.

I am burning up, but I keep my wits. I want more.

I take James’s hand, guide it between my legs. His fingers are hot, shaking with anticipation. I show him exactly where to touch, exactly how to press. “Right there,” I moan, and he keeps the rhythm, steady and slow, the way I like it.

“Nate,” I say, “mouth.”

He gets it. He dives for my breasts, latching on to a nipple and sucking, then biting, then sucking again. The stimulation is overwhelming, and I am rocking against James’s hand, fucking myself on his fingers while Nate’s mouth drives me wild.

I close my eyes, let the pleasure crest, but I don’t let go. Not yet.

“James. Nate. Stop.”

They freeze.

I slide off the bed, legs shaking, and lie back, arms stretched above my head. I am open, on display, and both men are staring like I am the sun and they are dying to burn.

“James. I want your mouth. But listen to me. Exactly the way I tell you.”

He nods and crawls onto the bed, settling between my thighs. I rest a hand in his hair, grip tight, and pull him to me.

“Start slow,” I say. “Small circles. No tongue yet.”

He obeys, lips tracing feather-light circles around my clit, teasing but not quite touching. I shudder, the anticipation as sharp as a blade.

“Now tongue. Gentle.”

He flicks, light and tentative, waiting for feedback. I give it, with a moan and a tighter grip on his hair.

“Faster. More pressure.”

He ramps up, and the sensation explodes through me, electric and precise. I arch my back, pull him closer, grind against his mouth until I am whimpering, desperate for release.

“Nate,” I gasp. “Come here.”

He does, kneeling by my head, stroking my cheek with trembling fingers. I grab his wrist and suck two of his fingers into my mouth, biting down, tasting the salt of his skin. He moans, and the sound vibrates through my bones.

“Don’t stop, James,” I say, voice shaking. “You’re doing so fucking good.”

I feel the orgasm building, slow at first, then roaring up, a freight train of sensation. I keep my eyes open, locked on Nate’s, never breaking contact even as my body convulses, muscles clenching around James’s tongue.

When I come, it’s with a cry, guttural and raw. My hands twist in both men’s hair, anchoring me to the moment. I ride the wave until it breaks, then collapse, breathless, between them.

The room is spinning. My heart is a drum. I look at Nate, see the pride and awe in his face. I look at James, his lips slick with my arousal, eyes glazed but triumphant.

I pull both men to me, one on each side, and hold them close.

For a moment, none of us speaks. There’s just the sound of the playlist, the heavy breathing, the candles guttering against the dark.

I am at the center of their universe. And I never want to give that up.

“Good boys,” I whisper, and this time, they both laugh.

It is a sound of surrender, of victory, of belonging.

And it is finally mine.


Chapter 4

I take longer than it should to recover, sprawled between two men with my pulse thudding in my ears. The room smells like sex and candle wax; the playlist ticks down to a remix with the exact BPM of my aftershocks. Nate lies on his side, blue eyes fixed on me, half a grin etched into the sweat on his face. James wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, glancing at me for a cue. He’s still kneeling, waiting.

I don’t rush to fill the silence. I want them to stew.

After a long minute, I sit up, breasts heaving, thighs sticky, and hook a finger at James. “Lie back,” I tell him. My voice is lower than I expect—a command, not a question. “Dead center.”

He obeys, drifting, a study in tension and compliance. The silk sheets ripple beneath him, so bright and lush they make his skin look pale, almost luminous. I catch a whiff of his aftershave and underneath it, the tang of my arousal. He props his head on the pillows, arms loose by his sides, cock already stiffening again. I make him wait, taking inventory of his entire body: the red streaks I left on his chest, the slow rise and fall of his stomach, the precise quiver in his thigh as he tries not to squirm. He’s perfect.

Nate, meanwhile, is caught somewhere between pride and hunger. He sits on the edge of the mattress, elbows on his knees, watching me with the look of a man at both a poker table and a firing squad.

I move to the foot of the bed, standing above them. I let my hands slide over my hips, down to my thighs, slowly and deliberate. I feel their gazes, twin searchlights burning tracks up and down my body. I relish it.

“Spread your legs,” I tell James. He does, and I climb onto the bed, straddling him at the knees. The sheets are cool on my calves, but his skin radiates heat. My slip is still halfway up my torso, clinging to the swell of my hips. I let it ride high, teasing the outline of my cunt. I see James’s eyes flicker to it, then back to my face, as if he’s afraid to miss my reaction.

“Hands above your head,” I add. He complies, fingers laced behind the pillows. I can see the tendons in his forearms tighten as he resists the urge to grab me.

I look over at Nate, who is now openly stroking himself through the fabric of his boxers, eyes glued to the show. He is so hard it looks painful. I want to make him wait.

I lower myself onto James, one knee at a time, then plant my hands on his chest for balance. Beneath my palm, I can feel his heart hammering. I look down at him, and he meets my gaze, not blinking.

“Do you want me?” I ask, not as a tease, but as an assertion of ownership.

“Yes,” he says, and the word is a surrender.

I reach between us, grasp his cock at the base, and line him up. He’s thick and hot, twitching in my grip. I rub the tip against my clit, just enough friction to make us both gasp. I tease him—up and down, side to side—until he’s whining, barely audible.

I keep my eyes locked on Nate as I sink down, inch by inch, taking James inside me with excruciating slowness. I watch Nate’s pupils dilate, the way his mouth falls open, the way his breathing stutters when I bottom out and grind my hips in a slow circle.

James arches beneath me, fighting to stay still. His hands clench into fists above his head. “Fuck,” he whispers, eyes rolling back. I clamp down, squeezing him, just to hear it again.

I don’t let him thrust. I set the rhythm, slow and controlled, rolling my hips in a way that lets me ride the edge of sensation. With every movement, I can feel both men’s attention on me, like spotlights. I close my eyes for a second, basking in it, then open them again—hungry for the next reaction.

I lean forward, hands braced on James’s chest, and move faster. The friction is perfect, silk sheets shifting underneath, the air heavy and hot. I can feel every vein, every twitch, every ounce of want. I clench around him, and he shudders, mouth open, breath ragged.

I tilt my head and lock eyes with Nate. He is transfixed, hand still wrapped around his cock, thumb stroking the head through the fabric. His chest rises and falls in shallow bursts. He looks at me as if I am both his wife and a stranger, as if he’s seeing me for the first time.

“You like this?” I ask him, voice sharp.

He nods, unable to speak.

“Say it,” I demand.

“I love watching you,” he gasps. “I want to see you come on his cock.”

The words shoot through me, electric.

I redouble my efforts, grinding down harder, letting my nails dig into James’s chest. He moans, the sound vibrating up through my palms, and I relish the control—the knowledge that I am doing this to him, that Nate is forced to watch, powerless.

I ride James with relentless precision, building the pressure in my body, keeping myself just shy of the edge. I want to drag this out, make it last, but the sensation is too much. I lose myself in the rhythm, in the heat, in the way James’s cock fills me and Nate’s eyes consume me. It is everything I imagined, and more.

I let myself go, head thrown back, hair wild. My orgasm crashes through me, hard and bright, and I ride it out, grinding against James until he is shaking, desperate to come.

I slow, just to torment him, then lean down and bite his shoulder. “Not yet,” I whisper, voice ragged. “You don’t get to finish until I say.”

He whimpers, but obeys.

I lift off, slick and trembling, and crawl over to Nate. I kiss him deep and punishing, tasting his need. His cock is leaking, straining against the waistband of his boxers. I palm it, feeling the heat, but don’t let him out.

“Do you want me?” I ask, echoing myself.

“Yes,” he moans, “please.”

“Beg,” I tell him.

He does, and the sound is enough to push me right back to the brink.

I straddle Nate this time, grinding against the fabric, letting the wetness soak through. I watch his face as I ride him, hips moving in the same relentless rhythm. He is undone, completely at my mercy.

I look over at James, still lying on the bed, hard and wanting, eyes glued to my every movement.

“Do you want to watch me fuck my husband?” I ask James.

He nods, jaw slack, sweat glistening on his chest.

I rip Nate’s boxers down, freeing his cock, and sink onto him with a guttural moan. The sensation is distinct, sharper, more desperate. I ride him hard, not caring about noise or neighbors or anything but the animal want in both men’s eyes.

Nate grabs my hips, trying to control the rhythm, but I slap his hands away.

“My turn,” I remind him. “You come when I say.”

He laughs, a wild, broken sound, and surrenders.

I fuck him hard and fast, locking eyes with James the entire time. I want him to see, to know exactly what he’s missing.

When I feel Nate getting close, I slow, teasing him, bringing him to the edge and backing off. He groans, fists clutching the sheets.

I let the moment stretch, savoring the power. Then I slam down, taking him all the way, and whisper, “Now.”

He comes with a shout, hips bucking, hands gripping my ass so hard I think I’ll bruise. I milk him for every drop, then slide off, breathless.

I collapse onto the bed, sandwiched between two men, both ruined and worshipful.

For a while, no one speaks. The only sounds are the soft tick of the playlist, the candles guttering, the pulse in my own ears.

I look at Nate, then at James, and smile.

“I think that’s enough for round one,” I say, and both men laugh.

For the first time in my life, I feel completely, utterly satisfied. And I know—without a doubt—I am in control.

#

I don’t let them touch me for a long time.

After round one, I stretch out on the new sheets, skin hot and shivery, catching my breath. Nate wipes his face on the back of his hand, eyes never leaving me. James props himself up on one elbow, cock resting against his thigh, not soft but not demanding yet. For the first time in years, I don’t feel the need to apologize for taking up space.

“Don’t move,” I tell them both, just to hear the words. It works: they freeze, two bodies aching for instructions. I take a slow drink of water, letting the ice clink against my teeth. I want to see how long I can make them wait.

I sit up, roll my shoulders, and straddle James again. This time I don’t even touch his cock; I grind my slick cunt against his stomach, making a mess on him, teasing the length of him with my thigh but never quite letting him inside. He groans, low and desperate, but doesn’t break formation.

“Nate. Come here,” I say, crooking my finger.

He crosses the room in two strides, standing by the side of the bed, muscles flexed, hard again and leaking. His need is written all over his face, but he doesn’t beg. Not yet.

“Get the lube,” I say. I make it sound like an order, and it is.

Nate doesn’t hesitate. He grabs the bottle from the nightstand—one of those oversized pump dispensers, pale blue with a medical label. His hands are shaking, barely, but I notice. I love it. He stands there, bottle in hand, waiting for the next step. My perfect soldier.

I let James’s cock nestle between my thighs; the head sliding against my clit as I rock back and forth, using him but not letting him in. He is so still beneath me, white-knuckled with restraint. I lean over, hand on his chest, and bite his collarbone, just to mark him.

“Nate, kneel,” I say, and he does, lowering himself until he’s at eye level with my ass.

“Open it,” I command, nodding to the bottle.

He squirts a generous amount into his hand, the slick sound loud in the quiet. The candlelight glints off his forearm, every muscle tensed.

“Start slow,” I say. “I want to feel every second.”

He nods, then spreads my cheeks with his thumbs. The first touch of lube is cold, a shock against my overheated skin. He runs a finger along my crack, then circles my asshole, slow and steady. I shiver, but don’t look away from James’s eyes. He’s watching, transfixed.

Nate works the lube in, gently at first, then with more pressure, one finger then two, scissoring, prepping me for what’s next. The sensation is strange but electric. I clench around him, and he moans, pressing his face close, inhaling like he can’t get enough of the smell.

I keep my gaze on James, watching his reactions. His chest rises and falls faster. His cock twitches, so close to slipping inside me, but he holds still.

“Does it turn you on?” I ask him, voice clinical, “Seeing my husband finger my ass while you wait your turn?”

He nods, lips parted, words gone.

“Good.” I turn back to Nate, who is up to three fingers now, stretching me, opening me. The burn is sweet, a line of fire that makes my whole body tighten.

“Add more,” I say, and he obliges, slicking his cock until it glistens, ready.

I lean forward, palms flat on James’s chest, and lift my hips just enough for Nate to line up. I can feel his cock nudging, probing. He’s trembling—either from the strain or the nerves, I can’t tell.

“Slow,” I remind him. “Just the tip first.”

He pushes in, millimeter by millimeter, stretching me with a pressure so exquisite I almost lose focus. I let my head drop, hair in my eyes, and just breathe through it, savoring the way it hurts and doesn’t, the way it makes me feel so fucking alive.

“Deeper,” I say, and he pushes until the head is inside. I freeze him there, bracing against the urge to clench, forcing myself to relax and open up. My whole body feels like a live wire.

James is still beneath me, staring up at the tableau, his own cock pressed between my thighs, hard and leaking. I want all of it—Nate inside my ass, James inside my cunt, the world narrowed down to this single, impossible moment.

I look back over my shoulder at Nate, meeting his eyes. “You ready?” I ask just to see him nod.

“James,” I say, “now.”

He thrusts up, cock sliding into my cunt, the double sensation almost enough to knock the air out of me. For a second, I see stars, every muscle in my body spasming at the intrusion. It’s too much, too perfect.

“Stop,” I whisper, and they both freeze. I need a second to adjust, to let my mind catch up to what my body is doing. I savor the moment: two men, both inside me, both helpless to do anything but wait for my orders.

“Don’t move until I say,” I tell them, and they nod, sweat beading on their foreheads.

I take a few breaths, rocking just slightly, letting the fullness settle in. The music on the playlist drops to a heavy, pulsing track, bass vibrating the headboard.

When I’m ready, I move, slowly at first, then faster. The sensation is overwhelming—every nerve ending lit up, every inch of me claimed. I ride James, feeling Nate slide deeper with every stroke, the friction building until I’m keening, raw and desperate.

“Harder,” I say, and they oblige, moving in tandem, thrusting into me from both directions. I brace myself on James’s chest, nails digging crescent moons into his skin. I am open, exposed, the center of everything.

I hear myself begging, but it’s not weakness—it’s a weapon. I tell them exactly what I want, exactly how to fuck me, every word a lash and a benediction. They obey, and I am queen.

The orgasm sneaks up, then hits like a fist. I scream, arching off the bed, both men locked inside me. The world goes white, then gold, then back to the red of the silk sheets.

I collapse, trembling, and feel them both slide out, hot and slick and perfect. For a long time, I can’t move.

Nate pulls me into his arms, stroking my back, voice soft in my ear. James props himself up, watching, waiting for a signal.

I look at them both, and for the first time, I feel more than just wanted. I feel necessary.

“Good boys,” I say, and they both smile.

This is mine. All of it.

#

I should be in control of this.

I am in control. The entire night was spent scripting every move, dictating every touch, every gasp, and every inch of skin. I have bent two men to my will and made them worship me.

But now, with both of them inside me, my composure shreds like tissue.

Nate’s cock slides in, slow and thick, filling my ass until I can barely breathe. James’s cock is already buried in my cunt, and for a second I think my body will split in two. The pressure is a star collapsing, an ache so sharp it blanks my mind. All my preparation—every list, every boundary—melts to nothing. I want it, more than I’ve ever wanted anything.

I brace both hands on James’s chest, nails digging crescent moons into his skin, anchoring myself. I reach back with one hand and grab Nate’s thigh, holding him in place, needing him to stay just like this, impaled in me, keeping me open. They both groan in unison, low and reverent, the sound vibrating up my spine.

James looks up at me, eyes wide, almost frightened. He is sweating, hair stuck to his forehead, hands braced on the bedsheets. His self-control is hanging by a thread; I can see him fighting not to thrust, not to lose himself.

I let myself settle, my breathing shallow, clit throbbing with every heartbeat. I force my analytical mind to the front, try to catalog the sensations, make sense of the flood. The burn, the stretch, the way both cocks grind together inside me through the thin wall of flesh. It’s obscene. It’s perfect.

I rock my hips, just a fraction, and feel a jolt all the way to the back of my skull.

“Jesus,” I hiss. It’s not a command; it’s a surrender.

“Too much?” Nate whispers, his voice hoarse.

I shake my head. “Don’t stop. Never.”

James shudders. “Tell me what to do.”

I smile, even as my body trembles. “Deeper, James. But slow. Nate, stay exactly where you are.”

James thrusts up, just a little, his cock pulsing inside me. The friction is blinding. My ass clenches around Nate, and he moans, forehead pressed to my back. He is sweating so hard it drips onto my skin, rolling down the curve of my spine.

I move, setting the tempo—up and down on James’s cock, each bounce driving Nate deeper into my ass. The fullness, the pressure, is a constant white-hot shock. I grit my teeth and keep going, riding the edge of pleasure and pain.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” James groans, his hips bucking despite himself.

“Don’t move unless I say,” I remind him, voice sharp, but I’m losing the edge. I want to let go, to be wrecked.

Nate’s hands are on my waist, holding me steady. He is barely moving, just in small circles, but every shift feels seismic.

I speed up, using both men, slamming myself down on their cocks. The sound is obscene—wet, primal, bodies colliding over and over. I can’t think; I can only feel.

I hear myself talking, not even sure what I’m saying. “More. Harder. Don’t you dare stop.” The words are slurred, half-moan, half-threat. I want them ruined. I want to be ruined.

James is panting, muscles straining, eyes locked on mine. “Please,” he begs, “please let me come.”

I nod, barely able to speak.

Nate digs his fingers into my hips, and I know he’s close, too. The three of us are a single animal, moving in sync, every nerve ending on fire.

The orgasm builds slowly, then slams into me all at once, violent and overwhelming. I scream, actually scream, my body convulsing, muscles milking both cocks as I come. I claw at James, reach back and scratch Nate, desperate for anything to hold on to.

James shouts, hips jerking, cock pulsing deep inside me. I feel the heat, the way his whole body tenses and then shudders in relief.

Nate lasts a few more seconds, then lets go, groaning into my shoulder as he empties himself in my ass. The sensation is blinding—so full, so claimed, so fucking complete.

I collapse forward, face pressed to the sheets, both men still inside me, both utterly spent. I can’t move. I can barely breathe.

We stay like that for a while, bodies tangled, sweat pooling beneath us. The candles have burned low; the room is bathed in soft gold and shadow. The playlist has ended, and all I can hear is the pounding of my heart.

Finally, I roll off, every muscle shaking. I curl up between the two men, limbs entwined, with no sense of where I end and they begin. For the first time all night, no one speaks. There’s no need.

I look at Nate, at James, and realize I have never felt so seen. So known.

Whatever I was before, whatever walls I built, they’re gone now. I am bare, rebuilt, new.

And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

We lie tangled on the ruined silk sheets; the room cooling down as our sweat dries, the air thick with salt and old candle smoke. My body still hums with aftershocks—tiny, involuntary spasms that make my limbs twitch and my breath catch at odd moments. There’s a soreness, too, deep and satisfying, a bruise blooming on my inner thigh where someone (Nate? James? Both?) gripped me too hard. I savor the ache.

Nate is behind me, an arm wrapped around my waist, his chest pressed to my back, hand curled possessively on my stomach. I feel the stubble on his jaw, the damp of his hair against my shoulder. James is sprawled in front, face in the crook of his elbow, his breathing slow and even. Now and then, his hand finds my calf or my ankle, as if reminding himself that I’m still here, that he’s allowed.

The candles are almost gone, leaving pools of wax on the dresser. The playlist ended somewhere in the middle of the last act; now it’s just the city’s hush, the far-off whoop of a siren, the pulse of blood in my own ears.

I don’t know what I expected to feel in this moment. Victorious? Exposed? Maybe both. There’s a lightness in my chest—an impossible, helium clarity. I did it. I set the rules and enforced them. I took exactly what I wanted.

But underneath is something raw, a vulnerability I can’t dismiss. I remember the way my voice broke when I begged them to fuck me harder, the way I lost my edge and just let go. I didn’t plan that. Do I like it, or need more, or will I regret them seeing me undone?

I turn my head, meet Nate’s eyes. They’re softer than I’ve ever seen, blue gone silver in the low light. He brushes a strand of hair off my face and kisses my temple, slowly and deliberate.

“You okay?” he whispers.

I nod, but it comes out shaky. “Yeah. You?”

He grins, lazy and wide. “Never better.”

I reach back, run my fingers through his hair, savor the feel of him. There’s no resentment, no awkwardness, not even a hint of competition. Just comfort.

James shifts, sits up on one elbow. His eyes are still cloudy, the tattoo on his arm dark against his pale skin. He looks at me, then at Nate, and smiles. Not a smug smile—something more like relief.

“Do you want me to go?” he asks, voice gentle.

I think about it. About how the rules said no sleeping over, no blurred lines. But right now, I don’t want him to leave. I want to float in this strange new peace a little longer.

“Stay,” I say. “If you want.”

James nods, settles back down, and closes his eyes.

Nate squeezes my waist, drawing me closer. “You really are something else, Lee.”

For a second, I want to deflect, to make a joke or brush it off. But I don’t. I just let it settle in, let myself be exactly who I am, here in this bed, with two men who saw all of me and wanted more.

I close my eyes and drift, safe in the glow of the last guttering candle. Outside, the city doesn’t care what happened in this room. But I do. I know I’ll wake up tomorrow changed—maybe not better, maybe not worse, but more.

And that’s all I ever wanted.


Thank You




Thank you for reading this complete collection.
If you enjoyed Lena's journey, I'd love to share more stories with you.




Want more stories?
I keep a rotating collection of free reads here:
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