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Chapter 1 (Garrett)

I was running out of time.

Not the kind you could track on a calendar or fix with a late night and a strong cup of coffee. This was something heavier than that. Quieter. The kind of pressure that builds in the background until it’s suddenly everywhere, pressing in from all sides, turning every small problem into something that feels permanent.

The numbers didn’t lie.

I stared at my laptop, refreshing my inbox for the third time in five minutes even though I already knew what I’d find…fucking nothing. No responses. No callbacks. No last-minute miracle from a prospect who’d suddenly decided to take a chance on an unknown agent with no track record and no real leverage.

Just silence.

Below the email tab sat a spreadsheet I’d been avoiding all morning. I clicked it open anyway, like poking a bruise just to confirm it still hurt.

One hundred and fifty thousand dollars in student loans. Thirty-seven thousand spread across three credit cards, each one hovering at its limit. Monthly expenses that didn’t make sense anymore, tied to a version of my life that I wasn’t currently living. And yet I couldn’t quite let go of either.

The apartment.

The car.

The image.

I leaned back into the couch, exhaling slowly as I rubbed my eyes. The place looked good. Anyone walking in would think we had it figured out. Clean lines, modern furniture, bright natural light pouring in from the balcony overlooking South Beach. It was the kind of place that said we belong here.

It was also the kind of place that was quietly bleeding me dry.

From outside, I could hear the pool. Laughter. Music. The low hum of people who weren’t worried about things like invoices and interest rates and whether or not they’d made a massive, irreversible mistake.

I used to think I’d be one of them by now.

That was the plan, wasn’t it?

I didn’t come to Miami to play small. I didn’t grind my way through community college, claw into an Ivy League program, and stack a JD-MBA on top of it just to end up sitting on a couch refreshing emails like a desperate freelancer.

I came here to build something.

An agency. A name. A reputation.

I was supposed to be one of the guys players fought to sign with. The one who got the calls, not the one making them. The one inside the rooms that mattered.

Instead, I had two clients. Two.

And if I was being honest with myself—which I tried not to be too often these days—neither of them were going to make it. Practice squad lifers…at best.

Ten percent of practice squad salaries was not going to pay the bills. Not by a long shot.

I closed the laptop halfway, letting it rest on my knees as I stared out toward the balcony.

An empire.

That’s what I’d promised her.

The word sounded ridiculous now.

I dragged a hand down my face, feeling the weight of it settle in my chest again. It wasn’t just about me anymore. It hadn’t been for a while.

It was about her.

Chanel.

She was supposed to be the part of my life that made all of this worth it. The reason the grind meant something. The proof that I was doing something right.

And for a while, she was.

I could still remember the first time I saw her—on campus, late afternoon, sunlight catching in her hair like something out of a movie I had no business being in. She didn’t belong to my world. Everyone knew it. She had that kind of presence. The kind that came from money, from confidence, from never having to wonder if she’d be okay.

And somehow, she picked me.

Not the safe option. Not the obvious one. Me.

I used to think that meant something.

Now, sitting here in a too-expensive apartment I could barely afford, I wasn’t so sure.

The sliding glass door clicked open behind me.

I didn’t turn right away, but I felt it. The shift in the room. The change in energy.

“Hey,” she said, casual, light.

I glanced over my shoulder.

And there she was.

Chanel stood just inside the doorway, a thin sheen of water still clinging to her skin from the pool. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, a few strands falling around her face. She wore a white bikini that somehow managed to look effortless and intentional at the same time, hugging her curves like it had been designed specifically for her body.

She looked…easy.

Relaxed.

Alive in a way I hadn’t felt in weeks.

For a second, I just stared.

Because no matter how bad things got, no matter how much pressure I was under, that part never changed.

She was still the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

“What?” she asked, a small smile tugging at her lips as she caught me looking.

“Nothing,” I said, clearing my throat and turning back toward the laptop like I’d been caught doing something I shouldn’t have been.

“Mm-hmm.”

I could hear the soft padding of her footsteps as she moved across the room. A moment later, she was behind the couch, leaning over it just enough that I caught the faint scent of sunscreen and something sweeter underneath.

“You’ve been in here all day,” she said.

“I’m working.”

“You’ve been staring at your screen all day.”

I exhaled slowly. “Same thing.”

Her fingers brushed lightly against my shoulder, trailing down my arm in a way that was meant to pull me out of my head.

“Come on,” she murmured. “Take a break.”

“I can’t.”

“You won’t.”

There was a difference, and we both knew it.

I shifted slightly, trying to focus on the screen again, but it was pointless. She stepped around the couch, moving into my line of sight, and suddenly the laptop felt like the least interesting thing in the room.

She stood there for a second, studying me.

Not just looking—studying.

It was a look I’d been seeing more of lately.

Assessing.

“You haven’t touched me in…” she tilted her head slightly, pretending to think. “What, six weeks?”

“That’s not—”

“Close enough.”

I opened my mouth to argue, then stopped.

Because she wasn’t wrong.

Not really.

“It’s just been a lot,” I said finally, gesturing vaguely toward the laptop, the apartment, everything.

“Yeah,” she said. “I can tell.”

There was something in her tone I couldn’t quite place. Not anger. Not exactly.

Something softer.

Worse.

She stepped closer, closing the distance between us until I could feel the heat of her body.

“Let me help you relax,” she said.

Her hand came to rest lightly against my chest, then slid down, slow and deliberate.

I swallowed.

“Chanel…”

“What?” she asked, her voice teasing, but her eyes sharp. “You don’t want me?”

That wasn’t the problem.

That had never been the problem.

“Of course I do.”

“Then stop thinking so much.”

She moved closer, one knee brushing against mine as she leaned in, her lips just inches from my ear.

“Just feel it,” she whispered.

My body reacted instantly.

Of course it did.

It always did with her.

But underneath that initial surge was something else. Tight. Coiled. Like my brain hadn’t gotten the memo my body had.

Her hand slid lower, more intentional now, and I sucked in a breath, trying to focus on the moment, on her, on anything other than the constant hum of stress running through me.

This was supposed to be easy.

This was supposed to be the one place I didn’t have to think.

But even as she kissed my neck, even as her fingers tightened slightly, pulling me into it, I could feel it creeping back in.

The pressure.

The doubt.

The numbers.

The failure.

“Relax,” she murmured again.

I tried.

I really did.

But the more I thought about it, the worse it got.

The moment stretched, then stuttered, then started to fall apart in a way I couldn’t stop.

She pulled back slightly, just enough to look at me.

There was a pause.

A small one.

But it was enough.

“Oh my god,” she said softly, not cruel, not mocking—but not hiding it either.

“I’m sorry,” I said immediately, the words coming out before I could stop them.

She exhaled, stepping back, running a hand through her hair.

“Garrett…”

“I just—there’s a lot going on right now.”

“I know,” she said.

But the way she said it…

It wasn’t reassuring.

It was tired.

She turned away, walking toward the kitchen like she needed space, like she needed to reset.

I sat there on the couch, heart still racing, jaw tight, staring at nothing.

This wasn’t supposed to be happening.

Not with her.

Not with us.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, hands clasped together as I stared at the floor.

“I’m gonna fix this,” I said, more to myself than to her.

“I know you will,” she replied from across the room.

But there was something missing from her voice.

Something that used to be there.

I didn’t look up.

Because I wasn’t sure I wanted to see it.

And for the first time since we got here, since I convinced her to take this leap with me, to believe in something that didn’t exist yet—

I felt it.

Not just the pressure.

Not just the stress.

But something worse.

The quiet, creeping realization that I wasn’t just running out of time to build the life I promised her.

I was running out of time to be the man she thought I was.


Chapter 2 (Chanel)

I had always been good at reading men.

Not because I was some kind of genius. Not because I thought I had some magical feminine intuition no one else possessed. It was simpler than that. Men were usually easier to understand than they wanted to believe. Most of them built entire identities around being complicated, powerful, unreadable—then gave themselves away in a glance, in a pause, in the way their attention shifted when they saw something they wanted.

Garrett used to be harder to read.

That was part of what drew me to him in the first place.

When I met him in college, he didn’t look at me the way other men did. Not exactly. Oh, he noticed me. Of course he noticed me. I was a blonde girl from old money walking through campus in white jeans and a tennis skirt, and he was a scholarship kid from the Bronx who’d learned very young how to clock a room in half a second. But Garrett didn’t stare. He didn’t posture. He didn’t turn himself into an idiot trying to impress me.

He watched.

Then he listened.

Then, when he spoke, he did it like he expected me to listen back.

That was rare.

The men I grew up around had all been the same in the way privileged men often are. Polished, entitled, carefully raised to slide into the lives their fathers had prepared for them. They were handsome in the same interchangeable, country-club way. Safe. Predictable. They talked about internships and family offices and summering in places no one really liked but everyone insisted were important. They knew exactly which wine to order and exactly how to shake a hand and exactly what kind of woman they were supposed to marry.

Then Garrett showed up with a cheap watch, impossible eyes, and a kind of ambition that felt almost violent.

He didn’t come from money. He didn’t come from connections. He came from hunger.

That was what I married.

Not the promise of success, exactly. Not the fantasy of being swept into some glamorous, self-made empire. It was the force of him. The way he moved through the world like it owed him nothing and he was going to take what he wanted anyway.

Back then, it was intoxicating.

Now, sitting by the pool in a building we could barely afford, it was starting to feel like a story we used to tell ourselves.

I adjusted my sunglasses and looked out across the water, letting the heat settle over my skin. South Beach was beautiful in the kind of way that felt almost fake if you looked at it too long. The water glowed. The buildings gleamed. Even the people seemed lit from the inside, all of them tanned and tightened and curated into versions of themselves that looked effortless from a distance.

I understood that world. I understood image. Presentation. Performance.

Garrett liked to think those things were secondary. Decorations. Surface-level nonsense that didn’t matter if you had substance.

That was one of the things I still found strangely endearing about him.

It was also one of the reasons he was failing.

Because in Miami—especially in the world he was trying to enter—image wasn’t separate from power. It was power. Access was power. Perception was power. Making people want to be in a room with you, want to be seen with you, want to believe your success before you’d technically earned it—that was power too.

Garrett kept trying to win on merit alone.

It would have been noble if it weren’t so naive.

I took a sip from my drink and watched a group of women laugh at something one of the men beside them said. They weren’t really laughing because he was funny. They were laughing because he owned three restaurants and a condo in Brickell and because everyone around him was pretending not to notice how badly he needed the room’s approval.

That was another thing men never understood.

Need made them obvious.

Garrett had become obvious lately.

Not to everyone. Not in the way those men were. But to me? Yes. Very.

He was fraying.

It was in the way he stared too long at his laptop without actually seeing what was on the screen. The way he answered simple questions like they were accusations. The way he touched me less and apologized more. The way every silence between us now seemed to arrive with its own explanation attached.

He thought I was frustrated because we weren’t having enough sex.

That was part of it, sure.

But it wasn’t the real thing.

The real thing was harder to say out loud. Even to myself.

I missed him.

Not physically. Not just physically.

I missed the version of him who made me feel like I’d chosen movement over safety. I missed the man who had sat across from me in a library café when we were twenty and told me—without embarrassment, without hesitation—that one day his name would matter in rooms full of rich men who would never see him coming.

I believed him.

That was the embarrassing part. I really did.

And maybe that was why the last few months had been getting under my skin so badly. Because I could feel him changing in all the wrong ways. Not softening. Not growing. Shrinking.

There was nothing less erotic than a man folding in on himself.

I stood from the lounge chair and wrapped a towel around my waist, my phone warm in my hand. Two texts sat unanswered in a group chat from friends back in California, women who had married men with names that opened doors and portfolios that made them yawn. Sometimes I thought they envied me for choosing passion over pedigree. Sometimes I thought I had imagined that.

I made my way back upstairs, the cool hallway air kissing my damp skin as I walked.

By the time I opened the apartment door, I already knew exactly what I would find.

Garrett on the couch.

Laptop open.

Jaw tight.

Body present, mind somewhere else.

I leaned against the door for a second before he noticed me, just watching him. He didn’t see me at first. He was too deep in it. His brow was furrowed, one thumb tapping absently against the edge of the computer like he could force a response into existence through irritation alone.

He looked tired.

Still handsome, of course. Garrett in a white shirt with his sleeves pushed up would have done unfair things to me for the rest of my life if he’d only learned how to stay inside his own body. But there was a strain in him now that hadn’t been there before. It made him look older. Not in years. In disappointment.

“Hey,” I said.

He looked up, and for a moment something warmed in his face. Reflexive. Male. Genuine.

Good, I thought. So that part still works.

I stepped inside, letting the door click softly behind me.

There were moments when I knew exactly how much power I had over him, and this was one of them. Not because he was weak. Garrett wasn’t weak, not really. But because I knew him. Knew where his eyes went first, knew how quickly desire could override his self-control, knew the difference between the way he looked at me when he was distracted and the way he looked at me when he remembered I was his wife.

Sometimes it thrilled me.

Sometimes it irritated me.

Lately it had started doing both.

He said something about working. I teased him about staring at his screen all day. The exchange was light on the surface, but I could feel the strain under it immediately, like a piano wire pulled too tight.

I crossed the room slowly. Not seductively, exactly. More like I wanted him to feel me entering his space before I touched him.

He still watched me.

Good.

I stopped at the couch and looked down at him. He tried to sit straighter, as if posture alone could restore whatever authority he thought he’d lost in the last six months.

“Have you eaten?” I asked.

He blinked, like he hadn’t expected the question. “Not yet.”

“Shocking.”

That got the smallest hint of a smile out of him.

There he was.

Only for a second, but still.

I put my hand on his shoulder and let it linger. He exhaled under my touch, almost imperceptibly. Garrett had always responded to touch like it was truth. More than words. More than reassurance. If I touched him with intention, he believed me.

Maybe that was why I’d started being more careful with it.

Or less careful.

I still hadn’t decided.

“You can’t sit in here and spiral all day,” I said.

“I’m not spiraling.”

“You’re refreshing an inbox that isn’t going to change just because you stare at it harder.”

He let out a humorless breath and looked away.

There it was again. That slight collapse. That retreat.

If I’d been in a softer mood, maybe I would have pitied him.

Instead, I felt something sharper.

Because I had not left my father’s world for this. I had not taken the calls, endured the judgment, sat through the silences that followed my marriage like a low-grade social scandal, just to watch the man I chose turn into someone afraid of his own ambition.

“You know what your problem is?” I asked.

He looked up at me, almost wary. “That sounds promising.”

“You still think somebody’s going to reward you for being the smartest guy in the room.”

His expression hardened slightly. “I am the smartest guy in most rooms.”

“I know,” I said. “That’s not the same thing.”

He stared at me.

I folded my arms beneath my chest, more out of habit than calculation, but the effect was immediate enough that I noticed his eyes drop before they came back up.

There it was again.

That tiny thrill.

That tiny annoyance.

“You want this world to make sense the way school made sense,” I said. “Work harder, prepare more, be better than everyone else, and eventually someone important notices. But that’s not how this works.”

“And you think you know how it works?”

I smiled.

It wasn’t a kind smile.

“I know how men work.”

That landed.

Not because it was flirtatious. Because it was true.

He looked at me for another moment, then reached for his laptop again, an unconscious move that told me I’d gotten too close to something real.

I put my hand on the screen and pushed it gently shut.

His jaw flexed.

“Chanel.”

“What?” I asked. “You needed a break.”

He looked at me the way he sometimes did when he couldn’t decide whether I was helping him or humiliating him.

The answer, of course, was both.

I moved around the couch and sat beside him, close enough that our thighs touched. The apartment was quiet except for the faint sound of music outside and the soft hum of the air conditioning. I could feel the tension coming off him in waves.

For a few seconds, neither of us said anything.

Then I turned slightly toward him.

“You know I still believe in you, right?” I asked.

The question softened him instantly. I watched it happen.

His eyes dropped. His shoulders loosened.

Garrett loved confidence, but what he needed—especially now—was belief. He could survive criticism. He could fight the world. But he could not bear the idea that I might be done seeing him as exceptional.

That was useful information.

It was also true, in a way. I did still believe in him. Just not in the same uncomplicated way I used to.

“I know,” he said quietly.

“Do you?”

He didn’t answer right away.

I leaned in and kissed him, slow at first, letting the moment build without forcing it. He kissed me back almost immediately, his hand finding my thigh with the kind of instinct that made me think maybe I’d misjudged the day.

I wanted him. I did.

Not just because I was horny, though I was. Not just because I missed being touched by someone who knew my body like it was his first language. I wanted him because I wanted to feel us again. Wanted proof that all this pressure hadn’t hollowed him out beyond recognition.

My hand slid to the back of his neck. His fingers tightened on my leg.

Yes, I thought. There you are.

I deepened the kiss. Felt his breathing change. Felt him responding.

Then, just as quickly, felt something in him go somewhere else.

It was subtle at first. A hesitation. A lag in his body like his mind had stepped out of the room without permission. I pulled back half an inch, searching his face.

He was trying.

That was the problem. I could always tell when Garrett was trying. Desire with him had never used to require effort. It used to take him over. Used to sharpen him, animate him, make him feel dangerous in a way I loved.

Now it felt like he was performing the memory of wanting me.

My stomach tightened.

“Don’t think,” I murmured, more command than comfort.

He nodded once, but his eyes gave him away. He was already gone—back in his head, back in the numbers, back in whatever private courtroom he’d built for himself where every failure was evidence.

I kissed his jaw, his neck, gave him every chance to come back to me.

He didn’t.

Or not enough.

Frustration flashed through me, quick and hot. Not because I thought this was about me being undesirable. I was not insecure about that. But because I could feel, with humiliating clarity, that I was losing a fight to things I couldn’t touch. To emails. Debt. Fear. His own ego.

I sat back.

He opened his eyes fully then, seeing my expression, and I watched the shame hit him before he even spoke.

“I’m sorry.”

Of course.

Always that.

I stood and walked a few steps away before I trusted myself to turn around. The apartment suddenly felt smaller, hotter, charged with all the things neither of us wanted to name.

“Stop apologizing,” I said.

My tone came out flatter than I meant it to.

He looked stricken anyway.

“I just have a lot going on right now.”

I let out a breath and glanced toward the window. Palm trees moved lazily in the distance. Somewhere below us, someone laughed like life had never cost them anything.

I turned back to him.

“I know you do.”

And I did.

That was what made it so complicated.

Because I wasn’t angry that he was stressed. I wasn’t some cartoon wife counting orgasms and rolling my eyes because ambition was inconvenient. I understood pressure. I understood what he was trying to do. Maybe better than he did. I knew what it meant for a man like Garrett to come into a world built to keep men like him outside of it and insist he would matter anyway.

That was why I had chosen him.

But understanding his pressure didn’t make it any easier to watch him drown in it.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor. “I’m gonna turn this around.”

I believed that he believed it.

I just wasn’t sure belief was enough anymore.

“I know,” I said.

But even to my own ears, there was a hollowness to it.

Not because I wanted to hurt him. Because I was tired of lying in exactly the same way.

A silence settled between us then, and I let it. Some silences are useful. They force things to reveal themselves.

I looked at him sitting there—still handsome, still bright, still so full of unrealized force that it was almost infuriating—and a thought moved through me with sudden, crystalline clarity.

He was not going to solve this by working harder.

Not alone.

Not the way he thought.

Garrett still believed success would come if he just kept proving he deserved it. But men at the top of the world he wanted to enter did not make decisions based on deserving. They made decisions based on appetite. Ego. Vanity. Chemistry. Access. Whoever made them feel strongest, safest, most important.

I understood that world instinctively.

Maybe because I’d grown up adjacent to it. Maybe because I’d spent my whole life being watched by men who assumed beauty made women simple, only to tell me everything I needed to know while trying to impress me.

Whatever the reason, I could see something Garrett couldn’t.

He thought he needed a better pitch, more time, more planning, more leverage.

What he really needed…was to take action.

I just hadn’t been able to figure out how to help him break through and do it.


Chapter 3 (Garrett)

I didn’t believe it at first.

I was halfway through a cold email I’d already sent twice—rewriting it for the third time like wording was the problem—when the notification popped up on my phone. A tweet. Then another. Then three more.

Same name every time.

Ricky Francis.

I frowned, picked up my phone, and opened it.

For a second, I just stared at the screen, rereading the headline like it might change if I looked at it long enough.

BREAKING: Ricky Francis parts ways with representation just days ahead of draft.

My heart kicked.

“No way,” I muttered under my breath.

I clicked into the article, scanning fast, eyes jumping from line to line.

Top wide receiver in the class. USC. Record-setting season. Projected top ten pick. Still unsigned weeks after the draft. Reportedly “re-evaluating his options.”

Which, translated, meant one thing:

He didn’t think his current agent was big enough.

Or aggressive enough.

Or connected enough.

Or maybe he just wanted more attention.

Didn’t matter.

What mattered was this:

He was available.

I leaned back slowly, my mind already racing ahead of itself, connecting dots that didn’t quite connect yet but felt like they could.

This was it.

This was the kind of client that changed everything.

Not just money—though yeah, the money would be insane. Rookie deal, endorsements, long-term upside. But more than that—

Credibility.

Access.

One name like Ricky Francis on my roster, and suddenly I wasn’t the guy begging for callbacks anymore. I was the guy other players had to at least consider. The guy who’d landed a first-rounder out of nowhere.

The guy who belonged.

I stood up without realizing it, pacing once across the living room as the energy hit me all at once.

“Holy shit,” I said, louder this time.

This was it.

It had to be.

Because if this wasn’t—

I cut the thought off before it finished forming.

No.

I wasn’t doing that.

This was opportunity. That’s all.

I grabbed my laptop, dropping back onto the couch and immediately opening a new tab. Ricky’s stats. His highlights. Interviews. Anything I could use. Anything I could turn into a pitch.

My fingers started moving, typing fast, faster than they had in weeks. My brain clicked into a rhythm I hadn’t felt in a while—sharp, focused, alive.

This was what I was good at.

This was what I’d built all of this for.

I pulled up his contract projections, started mapping out angles. Negotiation points. Branding strategy. Long-term positioning. I could see it already—how I’d sell it, how I’d frame it, how I’d make myself sound like the exact kind of agent he needed.

Hungry. Strategic. Willing to fight.

Different.

I paused for half a second.

Different.

Yeah.

That had always been the pitch.

The outsider. The guy who would outwork everyone else. Who would care more. Who would go further.

It just…hadn’t worked yet.

I pushed that thought aside and kept typing.

This time it would.

It had to.

I didn’t hear Chanel come in.

Not at first.

I was too deep in it, too locked in, building something in my head that felt real enough to almost touch. It wasn’t until she spoke that I snapped out of it.

“You look intense.”

I glanced up.

She was leaning against the wall, arms crossed, watching me.

Not casually.

Focused.

“What?” I said, a little sharper than I meant to.

She raised an eyebrow slightly. “I said you look intense.”

I exhaled, dragging a hand through my hair.

“Ricky Francis just fired his agent.”

That got her attention.

I saw it immediately—the way her posture shifted, the way her eyes sharpened just a fraction.

“Seriously?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

She pushed off the wall, walking toward me.

“That’s big,” she said.

“He’s going to be a top ten pick,” I said.

She nodded slowly, processing.

“That’s big money,” she said.

I looked at her.

“Yeah, the draft is next week…” I said, “I can’t believe it.”

We held eye contact for a second.

There was something in the way she said it.

Not surprised.

Not impressed.

Just…aware.

She stepped closer, glancing at my screen, then back at me.

“So,” she said. “What are you going to do?”

I let out a short laugh.

“What do you think I’m going to do?”

“I think,” she said, “you’re going to overthink it.”

I smirked faintly. “Helpful.”

“I’m serious, Garrett.”

She moved around the couch, coming to stand in front of me now.

“This isn’t one of your practice squad guys,” she said. “You don’t get five chances to get this right. You get one. You need to act. Move fast and break things.”

“I know that.”

“Do you?”

I sat up straighter.

“Yes, I do.”

She studied me for a moment.

Then she tilted her head slightly.

“So what’s the plan?”

I hesitated.

Just for a second.

Which was enough.

Her expression shifted.

“There’s no plan,” she said.

“There’s a plan,” I shot back, a little defensive now. “I’m putting it together.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“I am.”

She smiled slightly.

Not in a way that reassured me.

In a way that told me she wasn’t convinced.

“You’re going to send him an email,” she said.

“I’m going to reach out, yeah.”

“With what? Your résumé?”

“With a pitch.”

“With no leverage.”

I clenched my jaw.

“That’s how this works.”

“Is it?” she asked.

I didn’t answer.

Because suddenly, I wasn’t sure.

She let the silence stretch just long enough to make it uncomfortable.

Then she stepped closer.

“You’re not competing with guys like you,” she said quietly. “You’re competing with guys who already have everything you’re trying to get.”

“I know that.”

“So why would he pick you?”

“Because I’m better.”

She held my gaze.

“That’s not how men like him make decisions.”

There it was again.

That tone.

Not dismissive.

Certain.

I felt something tighten in my chest.

“Then how do they make decisions?” I asked.

Her lips curved slightly.

Just then my phone began buzzing.

My assistant.

“I should take this,” I said. Chanel went into the kitchen to pretend to not eavesdrop on my conversation.

“Hello?”

“Garrett? Hey - it’s Miles…”

“I know who it is, Miles — speak…”

“Well, did you see the Ricky Francis news?”

“Of course, it’s every where.”

“Yeah, well — I just heard, he’s in South Beach. Like right now. This second. At Prime Steakhouse…right down the street from your apartment.”

“How do you know this?”

“It’s what you pay me for,” he said, then waited a moment, “boss, this the opportunity of a lifetime. You have to try.”

Then hung up.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath.

“What is it?” Chanel asked.

“That was Miles — apparently Ricky Francis is at Prime. Right now.”

Chanel’s eyes lit up.

“Like, Prime down the street?”

I nodded.

She looked at me like I was the dumbest person alive.

“What the hell are you waiting for? Go talk to him…”

“Chanel, it’s not that simple,” I began to protest.

“Garret, grab your jacket. Let’s go, I’ll drive you.”

“Are you serious right now?” I said, still staring at my laptop screen.

“Dead serious,” Chanel replied. She was already grabbing her purse from the counter, keys jingling in her hand. “This is exactly what you need.”

“It’s not that simple,” I repeated, but I was already standing up. “I can’t just walk into Prime and ambush the guy while he’s eating dinner. That’s not how this works.”

“Then how does it work, Garrett? Please, enlighten me.” Her voice had that edge to it again. The one that made me feel like I was being tested. “Because your current approach doesn’t seem to be working so well.”

I winced. That stung because it was true.

“What would I even say to him?” I asked, already knowing I was going to do this. Already feeling my heart rate kick up another notch.

Chanel walked over and straightened my collar, her eyes fixed on mine. “You’ll figure it out. You always do when your back’s against the wall.”

Five minutes later, we were in the elevator heading down to the garage. I kept running through scenarios in my head, discarding each one as quickly as it formed. What the fuck was I gonna do? What the fuck was I gonna say?


Chapter 4 (Chanel)

I knew he was going to hesitate.

That was the problem.

Not that Garrett didn’t want it badly enough. Not that he wasn’t smart enough or driven enough or capable of outworking anyone in the room.

It was that he still believed there was a right way to do things.

And men who win in rooms like Prime Steakhouse?

They don’t wait for the right way.

They take their moment.

I could see it on his face the second he got off the phone with Miles. That flicker of adrenaline, of possibility—followed immediately by doubt. Calculation. Overthinking.

By the time he said, “It’s not that simple,” I already knew exactly how this was going to go if I didn’t step in.

He’d sit back down.

Open his laptop.

Convince himself he needed a better angle. A cleaner approach. A more strategic way in.

And by the time he figured it out?

The opportunity would be gone.

That was Garrett’s pattern.

Not failure.

Delay.

Hesitation dressed up as preparation.

I grabbed my purse before he could talk himself out of it.

“Garrett, grab your jacket. Let’s go.”

He looked at me like I’d just suggested something insane.

Which, in his world, I had.

In mine?

This was obvious.

…

The elevator ride down was quiet.

Not peaceful.

Tense.

I could feel the energy coming off him in waves, sharp and restless. He kept running his hand through his hair, shifting his weight from one foot to the other like standing still was physically uncomfortable.

“What am I even supposed to say to him?” he muttered.

I didn’t answer right away.

Because the truth was—

It didn’t matter.

Not in the way he thought.

Garrett was already trying to script it. Structure it. Turn it into something controlled, something safe.

But men like Ricky Francis didn’t respond to scripts.

They responded to presence.

To confidence.

To someone who walked up to them like they belonged there.

“You’ll figure it out,” I said finally.

He looked at me.

“That’s not helpful.”

“It’s not supposed to be,” I replied.

The doors opened.

…

The garage was cooler than the apartment, the air heavy with the faint smell of concrete and oil. I clicked the unlock button and the headlights flashed, cutting through the dim light.

Garrett hesitated for half a second before getting in.

That was all it took.

That tiny pause.

That tiny window where he almost stopped.

I saw it.

Filed it away.

Because that was the difference between us.

He still needed to convince himself.

I had already decided.

. . .

I pulled out of the garage smoothly, merging onto the street as the city moved around us—cars, lights, people spilling out of restaurants and bars like the night was just getting started.

Prime was five minutes away.

Maybe less.

Garrett leaned back in his seat, then forward again, then back, like he couldn’t find a position that felt right.

“Okay,” he said, more to himself than to me. “Okay, I can do this.”

I didn’t respond.

Because I could hear it.

He was trying to become confident.

And that was exactly the problem.

I glanced at him briefly.

“You’re already in your head,” I said.

“I’m not in my head.”

“You are.”

He exhaled sharply, staring out the windshield.

“I just need to not screw this up.”

There it was.

That word.

Not.

Everything about the way Garrett approached this was framed around avoidance.

Don’t screw it up.

Don’t say the wrong thing.

Don’t come off the wrong way.

Men like Ricky?

They weren’t thinking about what not to do.

They were thinking about what they wanted.

I slowed at a light, turning slightly toward him.

“You’re not going in there to not screw it up,” I said. “You’re going in there to get him.”

He let out a short, humorless laugh.

“Yeah, okay.”

“I’m serious.”

“I know you are,” he said. “That doesn’t make it any less insane.”

The light turned green. I pressed the gas.

“This whole thing is insane,” I said. “That’s the point.”

We drove in silence for a minute.

But it wasn’t empty.

It was full of everything neither of us was saying.

I thought about earlier that day.

About the way he’d looked at me—and then looked away.

About how quickly he’d lost himself the second pressure crept in.

About how much I still loved him.

And how dangerously close that feeling was starting to sit next to something else.

Frustration.

Not because he was failing.

Because he was making it harder than it had to be.

I tightened my grip on the wheel slightly.

He doesn’t understand this world.

That thought came clean.

Not cruel.

Just true.

Garrett understood contracts. Negotiations. Strategy.

But this?

This part?

The part where deals actually started?

Where relationships were built in seconds, not spreadsheets?

He was out of his depth.

And the worst part was—

He didn’t know it yet.

“Prime’s right up here,” I said, easing the car toward the valet line.

Garrett straightened beside me immediately, his entire body tightening as the restaurant came into view—soft golden lighting, polished glass, the low hum of money and conversation spilling out onto the sidewalk.

This was his world.

Or at least… the world he wanted to be his.

I pulled up to the curb, the valet already moving toward us, but I didn’t get out right away.

Because I saw him.

Outdoor seating wrapped along the front of the restaurant, tucked under soft lighting and palm shadows—and right in the center of it, like the space had been designed around him—

Ricky Francis.

He wasn’t hard to spot.

He didn’t blend.

He anchored.

Tall, relaxed in his chair, one arm draped casually across the back, a drink in his other hand like he had nowhere else to be and nothing to prove. Around him—three, four people, maybe more. A couple guys. Two women leaning in close, laughing a little too easily at something he’d just said.

Everything about it was effortless.

That was the difference.

Not loud. Not flashy.

Certain.

I felt it immediately.

That pull.

That awareness of where the center of the room was—and why.

Garrett hadn’t seen him yet.

Of course he hadn’t.

He was still in his head.

“What?” he said, catching the way I’d gone still.

I didn’t answer right away.

I was watching.

Because something had already shifted.

Ricky looked up.

Not scanning.

Not searching.

Just…aware.

His eyes moved across the valet line, past a couple stepping out of a Porsche, past a group laughing too loudly—

And then they landed on us.

On me.

It wasn’t dramatic.

Wasn’t exaggerated.

But it was immediate.

Interest.

Measured.

The kind of look that didn’t need to linger to say everything it needed to say.

I held it.

Just for a second.

Didn’t smile.

Didn’t look away too fast.

Just…met him there.

Then I turned to Garrett.

“He’s here,” I said.

Garrett’s head snapped toward the patio.

“Where?”

I nodded subtly.

“Front. Outside.”

He leaned forward slightly, trying not to make it obvious—but he was already too late for that. His energy shifted instantly. Focused. Sharp. Nervous.

Different.

I glanced back one more time.

Ricky was still there.

Still relaxed.

But now—

he wasn’t just talking to his table.

He was aware of us.

Of me.

I felt it again.

That quiet, electric confirmation.

This is how it works.

Not emails.

Not pitches.

Moments.

Presence.

“Good luck, babe,” I said, pushing him out of the car.

I watched him in the rearview as I pulled away from the restaurant and smiled. Because as he stood there, just a few steps away from the opportunity he’d been waiting for—

I already knew something he didn’t.

We had his attention. We had leverage.

The question wasn’t whether Garrett could get it.

The question was—was he willing to use it? Were we?


Chapter 5 (Garrett)

I stood there frozen as Chanel’s car pulled away, feeling like I’d been thrown into deep water without warning. The evening air was thick with humidity, clinging to my skin like a second thought I couldn’t shake.

Ricky Francis. Right there.

Not on a screen. Not in an article. In the flesh, lounging at a table twenty feet away like he owned the whole damn street.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I straightened my jacket. This wasn’t how I did things. I planned. I prepared. I crafted the perfect approach. I didn’t just...ambush people while they were having dinner.

But Chanel’s words echoed in my head: “That doesn’t seem to be working so well.”

I swallowed hard, glancing back at the disappearing taillights of our car. She’d left me no choice. No retreat. No time to overthink.

Maybe that was the point.

I took a deep breath and moved toward the restaurant entrance, trying to walk like a man who belonged. Like someone who did this every day. Like someone Ricky Francis would want to talk to.

“Sir? Do you have a reservation?” The hostess appeared in front of me, clipboard in hand, the restaurant’s sleek logo emblazoned on her fitted black dress.

For a split second, I almost retreated. Almost told her I was meeting someone else. Almost took the easy way out.

But I didn’t.

“No,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “I’m actually here to speak briefly with Ricky Francis.”

Her expression shifted subtly—polite but guarded. “Mr. Francis is dining with guests at the moment. I’m afraid—“

“I understand,” I cut in, channeling a confidence I didn’t entirely feel. “I only need two minutes of his time. It’s regarding his representation situation.”

She hesitated, glancing toward Ricky’s table. I followed her gaze.

He was looking right at us.

Not just in our general direction—directly at me. His expression was unreadable, but there was something in it that made my pulse quicken. Recognition? Interest? Annoyance?

Before the hostess could respond, Ricky made a small gesture with his hand. The movement was casual, almost imperceptible, but its effect was immediate. The hostess nodded once and stepped aside.

“It looks like Mr. Francis is willing to speak with you,” she said.

My mouth went dry. This was happening. Actually happening.

I nodded, trying to look like this was exactly what I’d expected. “Thank you.”

As I walked across the patio, I felt like everyone was watching me—the other diners, the waitstaff, probably even the palm trees swaying overhead. Twenty feet had never felt so far. I kept my eyes locked on Ricky, refusing to let my gaze wander or my confidence falter.

Up close, he was even more imposing than he appeared on TV. Six-foot-three at least, with shoulders that filled out his tailored shirt in a way that screamed elite athlete. His dark skin gleamed under the patio lights, and when he turned those eyes on me—sharp, assessing, completely unimpressed—I felt like he could see straight through my bullshit.

“Mr. Francis,” I said, extending my hand. “Garrett Underwood. I apologize for interrupting your dinner.”

He took my hand, his grip firm but not aggressive. Testing, not proving.

“I like bold moves,” he said, his voice deeper than I’d expected.

“But this feels like desperation,” he added, eyes still locked on mine. The smile that followed wasn’t friendly—it was evaluative.

I kept my hand steady, refusing to flinch. “Not desperation. Recognition of opportunity.”

Ricky leaned back in his chair, assessing me. The two women at his table exchanged glances. One of them—tall, model-thin, with skin like burnished copper—whispered something to the other. They both laughed softly.

“You know who I am,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“Everyone knows who you are,” I replied. “Top receiver in the draft class. Broke eight USC records. Vertical that makes defensive coordinators lose sleep.”

He took a slow sip of his drink, ice clinking against crystal. “And you are?”

“Garrett Underwood. I run Underwood Sports Management.”

“Never heard of it.”

The words landed like a slap, but I kept my expression neutral. “That’s why I’m here.”

Something flickered across his face—interest, maybe. Or just amusement at my audacity. Around us, the restaurant continued its elegant dance of wealth and status.

“But I’ve heard of you,” I countered, maintaining eye contact. “And I know you’re looking for representation that matches where you’re headed, not just where you are.”

Something shifted in his expression—subtle, but there. The corners of his mouth tightened slightly, his eyes narrowing just enough to tell me I’d landed on something real.

One of the women at his table leaned in. “We’re kind of in the middle of something here.”

I acknowledged her with a quick glance but kept my focus on Ricky. This was my shot. My one chance. I couldn’t afford to be derailed.

“Five minutes,” I said. “That’s all I’m asking. Five minutes to show you why your instinct to make a change was the right one.”

Ricky studied me for a moment longer, then gestured to an empty chair at a nearby table. “Get that. Bring it over.”

My heart hammered in my chest as I grabbed the chair and pulled it up to their table. The group around Ricky shifted slightly to make room—not welcoming, just accommodating. I could feel their eyes on me, evaluating, probably wondering who the hell I was to interrupt their night.

“I appreciate the initiative,” he said, motioning to the empty chair across from him. “Sit. Let’s talk. I’ve got five minutes.”

My pulse quickened. This was working. I actually had Ricky Francis’s attention. I settled into the chair, trying not to look as desperate as I felt.

“So, Underwood Sports Management,” he said, rolling the name around in his mouth like he was tasting an unfamiliar wine. “How many first-rounders you represent?”

The question hit exactly where it was meant to. “We’re a boutique agency,” I said, dodging. “Focused on quality over quantity.”

Ricky’s smile widened, showing perfect teeth. “So none.”

“Not yet,” I admitted. “But that’s why I’m here.”

The women at his table exchanged another glance. One of them leaned forward, her dress dipping dangerously low. “Ricky doesn’t need another agent begging for his attention,” she said, her voice honey-sweet but eyes cold. “Do you, baby?”

Ricky didn’t look at her. He kept his eyes fixed on me, calculating, amused. “You’ve got three minutes left, and I haven’t heard anything that makes you special.” He leaned forward slightly. “Why should I sign with you instead of CAC, Crunch Time, or any of the other agencies blowing up my phone right now?”

I launched into my pitch—the one I’d been crafting in my head for years. About personalized attention. About hunger. About how the big agencies would treat him like another asset while I would build my entire business around making him a star.

But I could see it wasn’t landing. Not really.

Ricky’s eyes had that glazed look people get when they’re physically present but mentally gone. He nodded at the right moments, made the appropriate sounds of acknowledgment, but I could feel him slipping away with each word I spoke.

“Time’s up,” he said suddenly, cutting me off mid-sentence.

“I was just getting to—“

“Look,” he said, leaning back and spreading his arms along the back of his chair. “I appreciate the hustle. Really. Coming here took balls.” His eyes narrowed slightly. “But I’ve got twenty agents with actual track records fighting for my signature. What makes you think I’d risk my career on someone who has zero track record and is so desperate he’s literally crashing my dinner?”

The words stung, but I kept my expression neutral. I’d been preparing for this moment too long to crumble now.

“Because I’ll work harder than anyone else,” I said, leaning forward. “Because I’ll be available day or night. Because—“

Ricky held up his hand, cutting me off. His eyes had that look I’d seen in a thousand meetings before—polite disinterest masquerading as consideration.

“Listen, man. I respect the hustle. I do.” He glanced at his companions, who were watching our exchange with barely concealed amusement. “But I’m not interested.”

I could feel it slipping away. Everything—the opportunity, the client that could change everything, the chance to prove to Chanel I wasn’t just talk.

“Give me one shot,” I said, the words coming out more desperate than I intended. “One meeting. Formal. Professional. On your terms.”

Ricky took a long sip of his drink, eyes never leaving mine over the rim of the glass. When he set it down, he smiled—not the warm, friendly smile I’d been hoping for. It was something else. Something calculating.

“You know what?” he said, leaning forward. “I’m gonna be straight with you, because I respect the balls it took to walk in here.”

My heart jumped. Maybe this was it. Maybe I’d gotten through.

“You got nothing I need, man,” he said flatly. “Nothing. You’ve got no clients that matter, no connections that help me, and no track record I can trust.” He gestured around the restaurant. “You see where I’m at? This is my world now. I don’t need someone learning on my dime.”

The finality in his tone hit me like a physical blow. I felt my future collapsing in real time.

“Mr. Francis—“ I started.

“We’re done here,” he said, turning slightly toward the women beside him. “Enjoy your night.”

Desperation clawed up my throat. This couldn’t be it. This couldn’t be how it ended. Not after everything. Not with Chanel waiting to hear how I’d done.

“Please,” I said, the word coming out before I could stop it. “One more minute. Just tell me what it would take.”

Ricky stared at me for a long moment, then his eyes flicked up, past my shoulder, like he was remembering something. The corner of his mouth curved into a slow, deliberate smile that made my stomach tighten.

“Actually,” he said, leaning back in his chair, “there might be one way I’d consider signing with you.”

Hope surged through me so fast it made me dizzy. “Name it. Anything.”

His eyes locked with mine, calculating, testing. “That woman who dropped you off. Your wife?”

I blinked, thrown off balance. “Yes. Chanel.”

“Chanel,” he repeated, rolling her name around in his mouth like expensive whiskey. “Here’s my offer—you let me have one night with that smokeshow, and I’ll sign with your agency tomorrow morning.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. I stared at him, certain I’d misheard.

“You’re joking,” I said, my voice hollow.

Ricky’s smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth.

“Never," he said. I never joke about gettin’ pussy —” then he gestured to his table, “guys, do I ever joke about gettin’ pussy?”

One of the women at his table laughed and answered, looking at me.

“He doesn’t,” she said, then looked at her friend, “trust us.”

I stood up so quickly my chair wobbled. “I think we’re done here.”

“You don’t like my offer?” Ricky asked, feigning offense.

“There is no offer,” I said through clenched teeth. “My wife isn’t part of this conversation.”

Ricky shrugs.

“But it would solve all your problems…seems like a good trade to me,” then he turned away dismissively as if I was just a stupid, lost cause and went back to enjoying his evening at Prime.

I decided to walk home rather than have Chanel pick me up. I needed to clear my head.


Chapter 6 (Chanel)

I paced anxiously in our apartment, biting my thumbnail and checking my phone every five seconds hoping for a text or call…something with good news or at least a message from Garret asking me to come pick him up.

But then I heard the door to our apartment open and my heart sank. Garrett walked in, sweaty and dejected. He’d walked home from Prime. A terrible sign.

I stepped forward immediately, my heart racing. The look on his face told me everything I needed to know, but I still held out hope.

“What happened?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Garrett wouldn’t meet my eyes. He tossed his keys on the counter with more force than necessary and headed straight for the liquor cabinet.

“It didn’t work out,” he said flatly, pulling out a bottle of bourbon.

I watched him pour a generous amount into a glass, no ice. Not a good sign. Garrett was meticulous about his drinks—measuring pours, using the right glass, always with exactly two ice cubes. This was desperation drinking.

“That’s it? ‘It didn’t work out’?” I pressed, following him as he moved to the couch. “You were gone for over an hour. What happened?”

He took a long swallow, wincing slightly as the alcohol hit his throat. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Garrett.”

“Chanel, please.” His voice had an edge I rarely heard. “Not right now.”

I sat beside him, close enough that our thighs touched. He shifted away slightly—another bad sign. I studied his profile, the tight set of his jaw, the way his hand gripped the glass too hard. Something had happened beyond just getting rejected.

“I know you don’t want to talk about it,” I said softly, “but I need to understand what went wrong.”

Garrett took another long swallow of bourbon and stared straight ahead. “What went wrong is that I never should have gone in the first place.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one you’re getting tonight.”

I felt frustration rise in my chest. This wasn’t just about his pride. This was about our future—our livelihood. I placed my hand on his arm, feeling the tension in his muscles.

“Garrett, please. I’m your wife. We’re in this together.”

He laughed, a hollow sound that sent a chill down my spine. “Are we?”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

He finally turned to look at me, his eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite read. “Nothing. Forget it.”

I studied him for a long moment. There was something more here—something he wasn’t telling me. I could feel it hanging in the air between us like a storm cloud. I reached for his glass and took it from his hand, setting it on the coffee table.

“Talk to me,” I said firmly. “What happened with Ricky Francis that has you walking home and drinking like this?”

Garrett rubbed his face with both hands, like he was trying to physically wipe away whatever had happened. “He wasn’t interested.”

“That’s not everything,” I pressed. “Something happened. I can see it all over you.”

“Just drop it, Chanel.”

I felt my patience wearing thin. “No, I won’t drop it. This matters too much—to both of us.”

Garrett stood abruptly and walked to the window, his back to me. The city lights created a halo around his silhouette, and for a moment, he looked smaller against the Miami skyline.

“He made an offer,” he finally said, his voice so quiet I almost missed it.

I straightened. “An offer? What kind of offer?”

When Garrett turned around, his face was a mask of conflicted emotions. “Not a professional one.”

“I don’t understand.”

“He said he’d sign with me on one condition.”

“And you couldn’t meet it?”

Garrett chuckled.

“We couldn’t meet it…” he said.

“We couldn’t meet it?” I repeated, my voice rising slightly. “What does that mean, Garrett?”

He turned away from me again, his shoulders tense. The silence stretched between us, thick with whatever he wasn’t saying.

“Tell me,” I demanded, standing up and moving toward him. “What was his condition?”

Garrett took a deep breath, then let it out slowly. When he spoke, his voice was so quiet I had to strain to hear it.

“You.”

I froze. “What?”

“You,” he repeated, finally turning to face me. “That was his condition. You.”

My mind struggled to process what he was saying. “I don’t understand.”

Garrett’s laugh was bitter. “Don’t you? He saw you when you dropped me off. He said if I...” he swallowed hard, “if I let him have one night with you, he’d sign with me tomorrow morning.”

The words hung in the air between us, electric and dangerous. I felt a strange heat rush through my body—not just anger or shock, but something more complicated.

“He said what?” I asked, my voice coming out softer than I intended.

“You heard me.”

I stood there, my pulse suddenly racing in a way I couldn’t quite understand. The words hung between us, heavy and electric. Garrett was watching me carefully, his eyes searching my face for a reaction.

“One night,” I repeated, the words feeling strange on my tongue.

Garrett’s expression darkened. “Yes. One night. With you.” He turned away, taking another long swallow of bourbon. “And I told him to go to hell, obviously.”

I moved to the couch and sat down, trying to process what I was hearing. My mind was spinning, conjuring images I shouldn’t have been imagining—couldn’t stop imagining. Ricky Francis. His confidence at that table. The way he’d looked at me when we drove up.

“Wow,” I said, unable to muster anything more. A sudden heat flashed over me and settled between my thighs.

I tried to hide my reaction by staring at my hands, but I could feel Garrett’s eyes on me, probing, suspicious. My mind was racing with images I couldn’t control—Ricky’s confident smile, his large hands, his body over mine...

“That’s it?” Garrett asked, his voice sharp. “That’s all you have to say? ‘Wow’?”

I looked up at him, trying to arrange my features into something resembling shock or outrage. “What do you want me to say? That’s... that’s disgusting. Completely unprofessional.”

But even as I said the words, I felt a treacherous heat spreading through my body. The raw audacity of it. The pure, animal confidence it would take for a man to make that kind of offer.

“He wasn’t joking,” Garrett continued, pacing now. “He was dead serious. Like it was the most normal thing in the world to proposition a man’s wife as part of a business deal.”

Then I said something that changed our lives forever.

“Well, he only said one night with me. That could just mean like a date, right? Doesn’t necessarily have to be something physical…”

I couldn’t believe it. That I said it out loud. I almost covered my mouth but it was too late. It was out. Hanging in the air between us.

“Channel? You’re joking right? He definitely, definitely meant something physical.”

“Well, how do you know?”

“He said, and I quote, ‘I never joke about getting pussy’.”

Getting pussy.

The phrase coming out of Garrett’s mouth sends a peculiar thrill down my spine and suddenly I’m acutely aware of how badly I need to get laid. It’s been almost two months since Garrett and I did anything vaguely sexual and suddenly the warmth between my tights is turning into a burning, aching hunger that has me contemplating something I’d never in a million years thought I’d consider: cheating on my husband.

But it would be for a good cause. The ultimate cause. Our futures were at stake.

“Garrett,” I said slowly. “Let’s just take a minute here and think…”

Garrett looked at me with wild, confused eyes.

“Channel, you’re not —”

I reached out and put a hand on his forearm.

“Let’s take this out to the balcony, get some fresh air, and talk,” I say, a sudden cool and calm decisiveness coming over me.

The night air hit me like a shock of cold water as we stepped onto the balcony. Miami spread out beneath us, a glittering carpet of lights and possibilities. I moved to the railing, needing something solid to hold onto while my thoughts spun wildly out of control.

Garrett followed, keeping a careful distance between us. I could feel his eyes on me, watching, evaluating.

“What exactly are we talking about here, Chanel?” His voice was tight, controlled.

I stared out at the city, gathering my thoughts. The breeze lifted my hair slightly, cooling my flushed skin. Below us, cars moved through the streets, people living their normal lives, making normal decisions. Not contemplating what I was contemplating.

“I’m just saying we should consider all our options,” I said finally, my voice steadier than I expected.

Suddenly, I was seeing the whole board clear as day…


Chapter 7 (Garrett)

“This is insane,” I hissed, turning away from the view to face her. “We’re not even discussing this. It’s not happening.”

But Chanel’s expression stopped me cold. There was something in her eyes I’d never seen before—or maybe I had, but never directed at me. A calculation. A consideration.

“Garrett,” she said, her voice unnervingly calm. “We need to be practical here.”

“Practical?” I repeated, my voice rising despite my effort to control it. “There’s nothing practical about pimping out my wife for a client!”

She winced slightly at my phrasing, but didn’t back down. “That’s not what this is.”

“Then what exactly is it?” I demanded. “Because it sounds a lot like you’re actually considering sleeping with Ricky Francis.”

Chanel leaned against the railing, the city lights illuminating half her face while leaving the other in shadow. “I’m considering saving our future.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. I stared at her, trying to reconcile the woman in front of me with the one I thought I’d married.

“Our future doesn’t need saving like that,” I said, but even to my own ears the words sounded hollow.

Chanel’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Really? Have you looked at our bank account lately? At your client list? At how close we are to losing everything we’ve built?”

“I can fix this,” I insisted, my fists clenching at my sides. “The right way.”

“The right way,” she repeated, her voice softening. “The right way hasn’t been working, Garrett. That’s what you’re not seeing.”

I turned away from her, unable to process what was happening. My wife—my brilliant, beautiful wife who I’d sworn to protect and cherish—was actually considering sleeping with another man to advance my career. Our life had somehow twisted into something unrecognizable, and I couldn’t pinpoint exactly when it had happened.

“This isn’t who we are,” I said finally, my voice barely audible over the night sounds of the city below.

“Maybe it needs to be,” she replied. “Just once.”

I spun back to face her. I couldn’t believe she was entertaining this idea.

“Chanel, listen to yourself,” I said, running my hands through my hair. “You’re talking about sleeping with a stranger. For a business deal.”

She stepped closer to me, her expression softening. “For our business, Garrett. The one we moved here to build together.”

“I don’t care!” My voice came out louder than I intended. I lowered it, glancing at the neighboring balconies. “I don’t care how much it could help. Some things aren’t worth it.”

Chanel’s eyes flashed with something—disappointment? Frustration? I couldn’t tell anymore.

“And what if I told you I wanted to?” she asked quietly.

The question hit me like a punch to the gut. I felt my body go cold despite the Miami heat.

“What?”

“What if I told you I was willing to do this? Not just for our business or our future, but because...I can’t…”

She stopped. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“I can’t risk it anymore, Garrett, I can’t wait anymore for you to take action. I’ll take action. I’ll do it.”

I couldn’t speak. My mind went blank as I stared at my wife, trying to process what she was saying. The Miami night suddenly felt too hot, too close, like all the oxygen had been sucked off our balcony.

“What are you saying?” I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

Chanel stepped closer, her eyes never leaving mine. “I’m saying that I’m tired of watching us sink, Garrett. I’m tired of seeing you torture yourself with spreadsheets and unanswered emails while opportunities slip away.”

“So your solution is to sleep with Ricky Francis?” The words tasted bitter on my tongue.

“My solution is to do whatever it takes to save what we’ve built.” Her voice was steady, certain in a way that terrified me. “One night. That’s all. And then you’d have the client that changes everything.”

I turned away, gripping the railing so hard my knuckles went white. Below us, Miami continued its nightly parade—people laughing, cars honking, music thumping from clubs. Normal people living normal lives. Not having conversations about their wives sleeping with potential clients.

“I can’t believe we’re even discussing this,” I said.

Then she lowered her voice to a whisper.

“We’re not discussing this. Not anymore…”I’ve made up my mind.”

I couldn’t breathe. The world around me seemed to blur at the edges as Chanel’s words hung in the air between us.

“What do you mean you’ve made up your mind?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She turned to face the skyline, her profile illuminated by the city lights. “I’m going to do it, Garrett. One night with Ricky Francis, and our problems are solved.”

“Our problems?” I repeated, incredulous. “This would create a whole new set of problems. This would destroy us.”

“Would it?” She turned back to me, her eyes searching mine. “Or would it save us?”

I stepped away from her, needing distance, needing air. This couldn’t be happening. Not with Chanel. Not with us.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, but there was something in her expression that told me she was deadly serious.

“I’ve never been more serious about anything,” she replied, her voice eerily calm. “We’re drowning, Garrett. Our credit cards are maxed out. The rent is due in two weeks. Your business is failing.”

Each word landed like a blow. Not because they weren’t true because they were false, but because they were true. Painfully, undeniably true.

“This is insane,” I repeated, but the conviction in my voice was waning. “You’re my wife.”

“And I’ll still be your wife,” she said, stepping closer to me. “Before, during, and after. This doesn’t change that.”

But it would. We both knew it would. One night with Ricky Francis would alter something fundamental between us, something I wasn’t sure we could ever get back.

“Chanel,” I said, my voice breaking slightly. “If you do this…I don’t think we’ll survive. We can’t, I won’t…if you do this, I’m done.”

Chanel put a hand on my shoulder.

“Garrett,” she said, “I’m willing to take that chance.”

And then she pushed passed me toward the door.

“Where are you going?”

“Prime,” she said, “without looking back. I’m going to do what needs to be done and let the chips fall where they may…don’t wait up.”

And with that she left.


Chapter 8 (Chanel)

My whole body was shaking as I heard the door shut behind me. But I felt strangely calm and powerful at the same time.

I stepped into the elevator, my heart hammering against my ribs as the doors closed behind me. The rage and hurt on Garrett’s face was seared into my mind, but I couldn’t turn back now. This was about more than just us—it was about survival.

My hands trembled slightly as I pressed the button for the lobby. What was I doing? Was I really going to offer myself to Ricky Francis—a complete stranger—to save our future? The thought should have disgusted me, but instead I felt a dangerous thrill coursing through my veins.

The elevator descended, and so did my inhibitions. By the time I reached the lobby, my resolve had hardened. I walked through the marble-floored atrium with purposeful strides, ignoring the doorman’s polite nod as I stepped into the warm Miami night.

The valet brought my car around, and I slid behind the wheel, checking my appearance in the rearview mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my eyes bright with a strange intensity I barely recognized. I looked... alive. More alive than I’d felt in months.

The drive back to Prime took less than five minutes, but it felt like crossing a threshold I could never return from. Each street light I passed seemed to illuminate a different version of myself—the loyal wife I’d been, the desperate partner I’d become, and now this new person emerging—someone willing to trade her body for security.

I pulled up to the valet stand, my hands steadier than they had any right to be. The restaurant’s golden light spilled onto the sidewalk, and I could see diners through the windows, laughing and drinking as if the world wasn’t shifting beneath my feet.

“Welcome back to Prime, ma’am,” the valet said, opening my door.

I handed him my keys and smoothed down my dress—a simple black one that hugged my curves in all the right places. I’d changed before leaving the apartment, slipping into something that felt like armor and invitation all at once.

“Thank you,” I replied, my voice surprisingly steady.

I walked toward the entrance, scanning the outdoor seating area where Ricky had been earlier. His table was empty. My heart sank—had I missed my chance? Had my argument with Garrett cost us everything?

Then I saw him, standing near the bar. Ricky Francis. He was talking to a server, signing what looked like a check. My heart skipped—he was leaving. This was my moment. Now or never.

I moved toward him with purpose, my heels clicking against the tile floor like a countdown. He didn’t notice me at first, his attention on whatever the server was saying. This gave me a moment to study him unobserved—the breadth of his shoulders stretching his designer shirt, the easy confidence in his stance, the way everyone around him seemed to orbit slightly in his direction.

Then his eyes flicked up and met mine.

Recognition flickered across his face, followed immediately by something darker, more predatory. A slow smile spread across his lips as he handed the check back to the server without breaking eye contact with me.

“Well,” he said as I approached, his voice deep and smooth. “Wasn’t expecting to see you again tonight.”

I stopped directly in front of him, close enough that I could smell his cologne—something expensive and masculine that made my pulse quicken.

“I heard about your offer,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected.

His eyebrows rose slightly, but his expression remained controlled, calculating. “Is that right? And what exactly did your husband tell you?”

I stepped closer, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Everything. That you’d sign with him tomorrow morning if...” I paused, letting the implication hang between us, “if you had one night with me.”

Ricky’s eyes traveled slowly down my body, then back up to my face. The assessment was so blatant, so unapologetic, it sent a shiver down my spine.

“And here you are,” he said, his voice dropping an octave. “So what does that mean, exactly?”

“It means I’m accepting your offer.”

The words left my mouth with surprising ease. Behind me, I heard the soft murmur of diners, the clink of glasses, the normal sounds of a world I was about to step out of. But all I could focus on was the slow, predatory smile spreading across Ricky’s face.

“Just like that?” he asked, studying me with new interest. “Your husband know you’re here?”

“Yes,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if Garrett would still be there when I got back—or if there would even be anything to go back to.

Ricky studied me for a long moment, his gaze moving over me with an intensity that made my skin prickle with heat. Then he smiled—not the practiced, media-ready smile I’d seen in interviews, but something darker, more primal.

“Follow me,” he said simply.

Just like that. No questions about whether I was sure, no concern about my marriage, no pretense of this being anything other than what it was. Just two words that felt like crossing a line I could never uncross.

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry.

“My car’s outside,” he said, already moving toward the exit.

I followed him, feeling strangely detached from my body, like I was watching myself make this decision from somewhere far away. The restaurant seemed to blur around me—faces, voices, lights all melting into background noise as I walked behind Ricky’s tall frame.

Outside, the Miami night air hit me like a physical force—hot, humid, heavy with possibility. A sleek black Range Rover pulled up, an attendant opened the door for Ricky. He slid in without looking back, assuming I would follow. And I did.

The leather seats were cool against my bare legs as I settled in beside him. Ricky didn’t speak as the car pulled away from the curb, just studied me with those calculating eyes.

“Hotel or your place?” he finally asked, his voice casual, as if we were discussing dinner plans.

“Hotel,” I answered immediately. There was no way I could bring him back to the apartment I shared with Garrett. That would be a cruelty I wasn’t capable of, no matter how far I was willing to go.

“Smart girl,” he said with a nod. Then he leaned forward and gave the driver instructions to take us to the Four Seasons.

The ride was mostly silent. I kept expecting to feel regret, shame, something to make me call this whole thing off. Instead, all I felt was a strange, electric anticipation building inside me. My body knew what was coming before my mind could fully process it.

“Your husband must be desperate,” Ricky said suddenly, breaking the silence.

I turned to look at him. “What?”

“To let his wife do this,” Ricky finished, his eyes still on me, assessing, calculating.

I felt a flicker of anger at his words. But steadied myself.

“That’s how committed he is to his clients,” I said, lying through my teeth.

Ricky’s lips curved into a smile that sent heat spiraling through me. “I love to see it in action.”

The car pulled up to the Four Seasons, and I realized my hands were trembling slightly.


Chapter 9 (Garrett)

I sat in our suddenly cold, empty apartment in shock and disbelief. She had really left me there. She hadn’t responded to my text and had silenced her phone. Every call went straight to voicemail.

I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t process what had just happened.

My wife had left me to go fuck another man.

For my career.

The apartment felt like it was closing in on me, the walls shrinking with each passing second. I paced back and forth, my phone clutched in my hand, checking it obsessively even though I knew she wasn’t going to answer. Each time the screen lit up with “No New Messages,” something twisted deeper in my chest.

This couldn’t be happening. Not to us. Not to me.

I grabbed the bourbon bottle and poured another glass, this time not even bothering with pretense. I drank it straight, feeling the burn all the way down, welcoming the pain. At least it was something real to focus on.

What the hell was I supposed to do now? Chase after her? Wait here like some pathetic cuckold while my wife gave herself to Ricky Francis? The thought made me physically ill. I lurched toward the bathroom, barely making it before my stomach heaved, bringing up nothing but bile and bourbon.

I splashed cold water on my face afterward, avoiding my own eyes in the mirror. I couldn’t bear to look at my reflection. The man staring back at me was a stranger—hollow-eyed, pale, destroyed.

I stumbled back to the living room, my legs unsteady beneath me. The balcony door was still open, the warm Miami night air drifting in like nothing had changed. Like my entire life hadn’t just imploded.

My phone buzzed in my pocket and I grabbed it so quickly I nearly dropped it. But it wasn’t Chanel. It was Miles.

“Any luck with Ricky Francis?”

I stared at the message, a hysterical laugh bubbling up in my throat. Luck. Right.

I threw the phone across the room. It hit the wall with a crack that gave me a moment’s satisfaction before the emptiness rushed back in.

What was happening right now? Was she already with him? Was he already touching her? Kissing her? Taking what was mine?

The thought sent a fresh wave of nausea through me, along with something else—something darker and more confusing. A twisted, sick heat that made no sense.

I needed to get out of here. I couldn’t just sit in this apartment waiting, imagining, torturing myself.

I grabbed my keys and wallet, suddenly desperate for air, for distance, for anything that wasn’t these four walls closing in on me. I yanked open the door and slammed it behind me, not caring who heard.

The elevator felt like a coffin. Each floor it descended brought me closer to a reality I couldn’t face. When the doors opened, I practically ran through the lobby, ignoring the doorman’s concerned look.

Outside, the Miami night was obscenely beautiful. Stars shimmering above, palm trees swaying in the gentle breeze, tourists laughing as they strolled by without a care in the world. How dare everything look so normal when my life was imploding?

I started walking with no destination in mind, just needing to move. My feet carried me toward the water, toward the ocean that had once symbolized possibility and now just felt vast and empty like my future.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, over and over, a desperate mantra that did nothing to ease the vise grip around my chest.

My phone buzzed again in my pocket. I almost ignored it, but some desperate part of me hoped it might be her. I pulled it out.

Miles again: “Boss? Call me.”

I shoved the phone back in my pocket without responding. How could I possibly explain what was happening? That my wife was currently with Ricky Francis, fulfilling her end of a bargain I never agreed to?

The thought sent another wave of nausea through me. I found myself at the water’s edge, staring out at the dark ocean. The waves crashed against the shore with steady, rhythmic indifference to my pain.

I pulled out my phone again, my thumb hovering over Chanel’s number. What would I even say if she answered? Please don’t do this? Come home? I’ve changed my mind?

Had I changed my mind?

The question hit me like a physical blow. What was wrong with me that I was even considering this? That some small, twisted part of me was wondering if this might actually work? If Chanel sleeping with Ricky Francis might actually save us?

“Fuck!” I shouted into the darkness, not caring who heard me.


Chapter 10 (Chanel)

The hotel room door closed behind us with a soft click, and suddenly we were alone. My heart pounded against my ribs as Ricky moved around the suite with casual confidence, like a predator comfortable in its territory. The Four Seasons presidential suite was larger than our entire apartment, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of Miami’s glittering skyline.

“Drink?” Ricky asked, already at the bar cart. His massive hands made the crystal decanter look delicate as he poured amber liquid into a glass. “Might take the edge off.”

I watched him, this stranger who held our future in his hands. My body hummed with a strange cocktail of fear, anticipation, and something else I didn’t want to name. I’d come here with a purpose. No point prolonging it.

“Let’s just fuck,” I said, the words coming out sharper than I intended.

Ricky turned slowly, his eyes darkening as he set down the untouched glass. A slow smile spread across his face—dangerous, hungry.

“Straight to business,” he said, his voice dropping to a rumble that vibrated through me. “I like that.”

He crossed the room toward me with deliberate, unhurried steps, his eyes never leaving mine. I felt frozen in place, my breath caught in my throat. When he reached me, he didn’t touch me immediately. Instead, he towered over me, his massive frame blocking out everything else in the room.

“You sure about this?” he asked, his voice a deep rumble that I felt in my core.

I nodded, unable to find my voice for a moment. Then I straightened my shoulders and met his gaze. “Yes. I’m sure.”

Something primal flashed in his eyes, and suddenly his hands were on me, gripping my waist with a strength that made me gasp. He pulled me against him hard, our bodies colliding as his mouth crashed down on mine.

I wasn’t prepared for the raw hunger of it. His kiss was nothing like Garrett’s—there was no hesitation, no gentleness, just pure animal need. His tongue pushed into my mouth, claiming me, and I responded with a desperation that shocked me.

My hands flew to his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his expensive shirt. He was built like a machine, all power and hardness. I clawed at his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his expensive shirt. He was built like a machine, all power and hardness. I clawed at his back, pulling him closer as his hands roamed over my body with possessive urgency.

He grabbed my ass, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp against his mouth. Then he lifted me like I weighed nothing, my legs instinctively wrapping around his waist as he carried me across the room. My back hit the wall with enough force to knock the breath from my lungs.

“You want to just fuck?” he growled against my neck, his teeth grazing my skin. “Then we’re gonna fuck properly.”

His hands were everywhere—rough, demanding, skillful in a way that made me dizzy. He found the zipper of my dress and yanked it down, the sound of it splitting the silence of the room. I should have cared about the expensive fabric, but all I could focus on was the burning need building between my legs.

He pulled the dress down my shoulders, his eyes darkening at the sight of my black lace bra. “Goddamn,” he muttered, more to himself than to me. One large hand cupped my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple through the delicate fabric. The rough pad of his thumb sent electric shocks straight to my core. I moaned, the sound raw and unfiltered in a way I’d never allowed myself to be with Garrett.

“Sensitive,” Ricky observed, his eyes never leaving my face as he pinched my nipple hard enough to make me cry out.

He yanked the cups of my bra down roughly, exposing my breasts to the cool air of the hotel room. His eyes darkened as he took in the sight, a predatory gleam that made me feel both vulnerable and powerful.

“Goddamn, white girl,” he growled, lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. “You’re even finer than I imagined.”

His mouth was hot and demanding, teeth grazing my sensitive flesh as his hands pushed my dress down over my hips. I arched against him, my body responding with an urgency that shocked me. This wasn’t gentle. This wasn’t loving. This was pure animal need, and my body was surrendering to it completely.

When he lifted his head, his eyes were dark with lust. “Turn around,” he commanded.

I did as he ordered, turning to face the wall. My heart pounded in my ears as I felt his massive hands grip my hips, pulling my ass back against him. Through his pants, I could feel the hard outline of his cock pressing against me, impossibly large.

“Hands on the wall,” he commanded, his voice deep and authoritative.

I placed my palms flat against the cool surface, my breath coming in short gasps. His hands moved up my sides, then around to cup my breasts roughly, pinching my nipples between his fingers until I cried out—not in pain, but in a pleasure so sharp it bordered on painful.

“These tits,” he growled in my ear, his hot breath making me shiver. “Perfect fucking tits.”

One hand slid down my stomach, dipping between my legs. When his fingers found my center, he let out a low, appreciative sound.

“Soaking wet already,” he said, his voice smug with male satisfaction. “Your husband must not be taking care of this pussy.”

I should have defended Garrett. Should have felt guilty at the mention of him. Instead, I pushed back against Ricky’s hand, desperate for more contact.

His fingers plunged inside me, two at once, and I gasped as they stretched me. He was rough, purposeful, finding spots inside me that Garrett had never discovered in all our years together.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my forehead pressing against the cool wall as his fingers worked me. My hips moved of their own accord, grinding back against his hand.

“That’s it,” Ricky growled in my ear. “Show me how bad you want this.”

I felt his other hand working at his belt, the sound of his zipper like a countdown to something inevitable. Then his fingers withdrew from me, leaving me empty and aching.

“Turn around,” he commanded. “On your knees.”

I obeyed without thinking, turning to face him and dropping to my knees. My dress pooled around my waist, my breasts still exposed, my lips parted in anticipation. When I looked up at him, the sight made my breath catch in my throat.

Ricky had unbuttoned his pants and was pulling out his cock. It emerged inch by impossible inch, until I couldn’t help the small gasp that escaped my lips.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

I stared up at him, my eyes widening in disbelief. His cock hung before my face—thick, veined, and impossibly long. It was nothing like Garrett’s. Nothing like anything I’d ever seen. My mouth went dry as I took in its size, the dark skin stretched taut, the head already glistening with precum.

“Jesus,” I whispered, unable to tear my eyes away.

Ricky laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that sent shivers down my spine. His massive hand wrapped around the base, stroking slowly as he watched my reaction.

“You ever been with a black man before?” he asked, his voice heavy with desire and something else—pride, maybe. Ownership.

I shook my head slowly, still mesmerized by the sheer size of him. “No. Never.”

His smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth against his dark skin. “I love to hear that,” he said, his thumb brushing against my bottom lip. “Love being a woman’s first BBC.”

The crude term should have offended me, but instead it sent a jolt of electricity straight between my legs. I felt myself getting wetter, my body responding to his bold declaration. I’d never considered myself someone who would respond to racial stereotypes, but in this moment, with his massive cock in front of me, I couldn’t deny the primal thrill running through my body.

“Open,” he commanded, pressing the thick head against my lips.

I parted them obediently, my jaw already aching as he pushed inside. The taste was different than I expected—musky, salty, masculine. I could barely fit the head in my mouth, my lips stretching uncomfortably around his girth.

“That’s it,” he growled, one hand gripping my hair tightly. “Take that black cock.”

His words sent another jolt of electricity through me. I moaned around him, the vibration making him hiss with pleasure. His hips pushed forward slightly, forcing more of his length into my mouth until I felt the head hit the back of my throat.

I gagged, my eyes watering, but he didn’t pull back. Instead, his grip on my hair tightened.

“Relax your throat,” he instructed, his voice thick with lust.

I tried to do as he said, but my throat constricted around his massive girth. My eyes watered as I fought against my gag reflex, determined to please him. To fulfill my end of this bargain.

“Look at you,” Ricky growled, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Your husband ever make you choke like this?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t speak with my mouth so full. But my body answered for me, a fresh flood of wetness between my thighs. The humiliation of the question should have angered me, but instead it sent a forbidden thrill racing through my veins.

He pulled out slightly, allowing me to gasp for air before pushing back in. “Answer me,” he demanded.

“No,” I managed, my voice raspy. “Never like this.”

His smile was pure male satisfaction. “That’s what I thought.”

He withdrew completely, his cock glistening with my saliva. I found myself staring at it, mesmerized by its size, by how different it looked from what I was used to. Darker, thicker, more intimidating.

“Get on the bed,” he said.

I scrambled onto the bed, still half-dressed, my heart hammering against my ribs. Ricky stood at the edge, his massive cock in his hand, eyes devouring me.

“Take everything off,” he commanded. “I want to see what I’m getting.”

My fingers trembled as I pulled my dress over my hips and slipped out of my underwear. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely powerful under his hungry gaze.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered, his voice thick with lust. “Show me that pretty white girl pussy.”

I obeyed, feeling a shocking thrill at his words. The crude racial language should have offended me, but instead it sent heat rushing through my body. I opened my thighs, exposing myself completely to him.

“Fuck,” he growled, stroking himself slowly. “Look at that pretty pink pussy. Bet it’s never had anything like this inside it.”

He climbed onto the bed, his massive body making the mattress dip. Up close, the difference between our bodies was even more dramatic. His skin was deep brown against my paleness, his muscles rippling as he moved over me.

He moved between my legs, his massive body looming over me like a shadow. I felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance, and my breath caught in my throat.

“You want this black cock?” he growled, teasing me with just the tip. “Tell me how bad you want it.”

“I want it,” I gasped, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Please.”

He pushed forward, just an inch, and I cried out. The stretch was already more than I’d ever felt before.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my fingers digging into his powerful shoulders. His skin was hot beneath my touch, like he burned with an inner fire.

“That’s just the tip, baby,” he chuckled, his voice deep and commanding. “We got a long way to go.”

He pushed in another inch, and I felt myself stretching impossibly wide around him. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure twisted together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my thighs roughly. “Your husband’s dick must be tiny.”

I should have defended Garrett, should have felt a sharp pang of betrayal at the words. Instead, I found myself moaning louder, my hips instinctively lifting to take more of him.

“Please,” I gasped, not even knowing what I was begging for.

“Please what?” he demanded, holding perfectly still, just inches of his massive cock inside me. “Tell me what you want, white girl.”

“More,” I panted, my body trembling beneath him. “I want all of it.”

He laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest. “You think you can handle all this black cock? Let’s find out.”

With one powerful thrust, he buried himself halfway inside me, and I screamed—not in pain, but in a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. My body stretched around him, accommodating his size in a way I never thought possible.

“Oh my god,” I sobbed, my nails digging into his muscled back. “It’s so big.”

“That’s right,” he growled, pulling back slightly before thrusting deeper. “This is what a real man feels like.”

Each thrust pushed him deeper, stretching me beyond anything I’d ever experienced. The pleasure was overwhelming, crashing through me in waves I couldn’t control. His massive hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wider as he drove into me with relentless power.

“Take this dick,” he growled, his eyes locked on mine as he bottomed out inside me. “Take every fucking inch.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. My body was on fire, consumed by sensations I’d never known existed. This wasn’t just sex—this was being claimed, possessed, taken in a primal way I’d never experienced with Garrett.

“Oh my god,” I gasped as he hit spots inside me I didn’t know I had. “I can’t—it’s too—“

“Too what?” Ricky taunted, grinding his hips against mine, his cock stretching me to my limits. “Too good? Too much? Too fucking big for that tight little pussy?”

“Yes,” I moaned, my back arching off the bed. “All of it.” He laughed, a deep sound that rumbled through his chest and into mine where our bodies pressed together. His pace increased, each thrust harder and deeper than the last.

His massive hands pinned my wrists above my head, completely dominating me as he pounded into me with savage intensity. My body was on fire, nerves singing with pleasure I’d never experienced before. Each powerful stroke of his cock sent shockwaves of ecstasy radiating through me.

“You feel that?” he growled, his dark eyes boring into mine. “Feel what a real man does to pussy?”

“Yes,” I gasped, unable to form more complex thoughts as he hammered into me. My legs wrapped around his waist involuntarily, pulling him deeper.

He released my wrists to grab my hips, angling them upward. The new position let him hit something deep inside me that made my vision blur.

“Oh god, right there,” I cried out, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

“That’s right,” he grunted, sweat glistening on his powerful chest. “This black cock is hitting every spot you never knew existed,” Ricky groaned, his hips slamming against mine with brutal force.

The words should have stung, should have made me think of Garrett waiting at home. Instead, they pushed me closer to the edge. My body convulsed around his massive shaft as the first orgasm hit me without warning, tearing through me like a hurricane.

“Fuck!” I screamed, my back arching off the bed. “I’m coming!”

“Already?” Ricky laughed, not slowing his pace. “We just getting started, baby.”

He flipped me over with ease, his strength making me feel weightless. Before I could catch my breath, he had me on my hands and knees, his rough hands gripping my hips.

“I want to see this big ass bounce on my dick,” he growled, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

The sting sent another jolt of pleasure through me. I’d never been treated this way—never been manhandled, spanked, talked to like I was just a body to be used. It should have been degrading. Instead, it was liberating…


Chapter 11 (Garrett)

I don’t exactly remember how I got home, the rest of the night is fuzzy and disjointed. But at some point I ended up on my couch, another glass of bourbon in hand and I decided to take the edge off with some porn.

My laptop screen illuminated the darkened living room as I scrolled through videos, barely registering what I was seeing. The bourbon had dulled everything to a pleasant haze—not enough to forget, but enough to make the jagged edges of my thoughts less sharp. I kept checking my phone. No messages from Chanel. Nothing.

I took another swig directly from the bottle, wincing at the burn. How long had she been gone now? Three hours? Four? I’d lost track of time.

I mindlessly clicked through thumbnails, not even sure what I was looking for. Just something to distract me from the images flashing through my mind—Chanel walking into that hotel, Ricky’s hands on her body, her mouth on his—

“Fuck!” I shouted, slamming my fist against the couch cushion.

I needed to stop torturing myself. I clicked randomly on a video, barely looking at the thumbnail. The video loaded, and I froze, my finger hovering over the trackpad.

The woman on the screen was blonde, slender but curvy in all the right places, with a face that made my heart stutter in my chest. She wasn’t Chanel, but she could have been her twin. Same soft blonde hair cascading over bare shoulders, same delicate features, same confident smile that suggested she knew exactly what effect she had on men.

I swallowed hard, my finger frozen over the trackpad. The title of the video flashed across the screen: “Blonde Wife Takes BBC While Husband Watches.”

I should have closed the window. Should have slammed the laptop shut and thrown it across the room. Instead, I hit play.

The scene opened with the blonde woman—Chanel’s doppelgänger—sitting on the edge of a hotel bed. She was wearing nothing but black lingerie, her legs crossed primly as she spoke to someone off camera. Then a man entered the frame—tall, muscular, dark-skinned. His face wasn’t visible, just his body as he approached her with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what he wanted.

My throat went dry. The similarities were too much. I should stop watching. This was sick. This was torture.

But I didn’t stop.

“You ready for this, baby?” the man asked, his deep voice sending an involuntary shiver down my spine.

The blonde nodded, her eyes wide with anticipation as the man’s hands reached for her. I couldn’t look away. My finger hovered over the trackpad, trembling slightly as I watched her lean back on the bed, her blonde hair fanning out across the pillows.

“You ever had a real man before?” the guy asked, his voice deep and commanding as he towered over her.

“No,” she whispered, her voice breathy with excitement.

I should have closed the laptop. I knew I should. But something kept me watching, some twisted compulsion I couldn’t name. The bourbon burned in my stomach as the scene unfolded—the man’s massive hands on her pale skin, her gasps as he touched her in ways that made her writhe.

When he finally revealed himself, I felt my breath catch. Jesus. The guy was hung like a fucking horse. The blonde’s eyes widened, her lips forming a perfect O of surprise. Just like Chanel’s would.

Chanel. My wife. Who was right now with Ricky Francis.

The thought should have made me slam the laptop shut. Instead, I found myself leaning closer, skipping forward to see more.

At about the ten-minute mark, the blonde was splayed out on the bed as the black mana prepared to enter her. I watched with mild horror and perverted curiosity.

He pressed the head inside her slowly, her eyes went wide with wonder and my cock hardened to steel…


Chapter 12 (Chanel)

When he slammed back into me, I couldn’t hold back the scream that tore from my throat. His cock stretched me impossibly wide, claiming parts of me I never knew existed. Each powerful thrust drove me further up the mattress until his strong hands gripped my hips, anchoring me in place as he pounded into me with relentless force.

“That’s it,” Ricky growled, his fingers digging into my flesh. “Take this black dick. Show me how bad you need it.”

I couldn’t form words anymore, just desperate moans and pleas as he used my body with a confidence Garrett had never possessed. The comparison was immediate and unavoidable—this wasn’t just different sex, it was a completely different experience. Where Garrett was hesitant, Ricky was commanding. Where Garrett sought permission, Ricky took ownership.

“Oh god, you’re so deep,” I gasped, my face pressed into the pillow as he drove into me from behind. My entire body was trembling, overwhelmed by sensations I’d never felt before. “I’ve never—it’s never—“

“Never been fucked right?” he finished for me, delivering a stinging slap to my ass.

I felt my body arch as his hand landed hard across my ass, the sting sending shockwaves of pleasure radiating through me. My knees dug into the mattress as he delivered another sharp slap, harder this time, making me cry out.

“You like that?” he growled, his fingers digging into the flesh he’d just struck.

“Yes,” I gasped, shocking myself with how desperately I meant it. “God, yes.”

He grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling my head back as he leaned over me, his massive chest pressed against my back. The weight of him was overwhelming, his body completely enveloping mine. I could feel his hot breath against my ear as he whispered, “This pussy belongs to me tonight. Say it.”

“It’s yours,” I moaned, my mind blank with pleasure. “It’s all yours.”

His cock pushed deeper inside me, stretching me in ways I’d never experienced. The fullness was almost too much to bear, the pressure against places inside me that had never been touched before. I felt another orgasm building already, my inner walls clenching around his impossible girth.

“Fuck, you’re squeezing my dick so tight, girl,” he said.

His thrusts became faster, more urgent, as I felt my second orgasm approaching with frightening intensity. Every nerve ending in my body seemed to be firing at once, my consciousness narrowing to nothing but the feeling of his massive cock stretching me beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

“Not yet,” he commanded, slowing his pace to an agonizing grind. “Not until I say you can.”

The control he exerted over my pleasure was intoxicating. I whimpered, desperate for release, my body trembling with need.

“Please,” I begged, pushing back against him. “Please let me come.”

He chuckled darkly, one hand sliding around to find my clit. His fingers were expert, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves with just enough pressure to keep me on the edge without pushing me over.

“You want to come on this black dick?” he asked, his voice a low rumble against my ear. “Tell me how much better it is than your husband’s.”

The comparison should have brought me back to reality, should have made me feel guilty. Instead, it sent a forbidden thrill through me, making me clench around him even tighter.

“It’s so much better,” I heard myself say, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “So much bigger, so much deeper.”

“That’s right,” he growled, his fingers pressing harder against my clit as his cock continued its relentless assault. “Now you can come for me.”

The permission was all I needed. The orgasm crashed through me like nothing I’d ever experienced, wave after wave of pleasure so intense my vision blurred. I screamed his name, my body convulsing around his massive shaft as he continued to pound into me through my climax.

“Fuck, that pussy’s gripping me so tight,” he groaned, his rhythm becoming more erratic.

He flipped me onto my back again, hooking my legs over his shoulders. The position folded me nearly in half, allowing him to drive even deeper. I could see the outline of his cock pressing against my lower abdomen with each thrust, a visible bulge that moved beneath my skin.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, watching in disbelief as he literally reshaped my body with each powerful thrust.

“You see that?” Ricky growled, pressing down on my lower stomach with his palm while he thrust inside me. “That’s my dick rearranging your guts right now.”

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—the visible bulge moving beneath my skin with each powerful thrust. Nothing with Garrett had ever been remotely like this. I watched, mesmerized, as Ricky’s massive cock literally reshaped my body from the inside.

“It’s so deep,” I gasped, my hands flying to my stomach to feel the movement myself. “I can feel you everywhere.”

Ricky’s eyes darkened at my words, his pace becoming even more punishing. “Your husband ever fuck you this deep? Ever make you feel like this?”

“Never,” I admitted without hesitation, another orgasm already building inside me. “Never like this.”

His smile was pure male satisfaction as he gripped my thighs harder, spreading me wider. “That’s because white boys don’t know how to handle pussy like this. They don’t know how to break it in properly.”

The filthy words sent another shock of heat through me. I’d never thought of myself as someone who would respond to this kind of talk, but I felt my body surrendering completely to this raw, overwhelming sensation. Each thrust pushed me further into a realm of pleasure I’d never known existed.

“You gonna take this whole dick,” he growled, his massive hands gripping my thighs so tight I knew they’d bruise. “Every. Last. Inch.”

I nodded frantically, beyond words as another orgasm built inside me. My nails raked down his broad back, feeling the muscles ripple beneath my fingers as he pounded into me with relentless power. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with my desperate moans and his deep grunts.

“Look at me,” he commanded, one hand wrapping around my throat just tight enough to make me gasp. “Look at me while I ruin this pussy.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. The dominance in his eyes sent another wave of heat flooding through me. He was claiming me, marking me, reshaping me from the inside out.

“Fuck,” he grunted, “where you want this nut?”

I gulped. Dazed and confused.

“Huh?” I asked dumbly.

“Where you want this load? Inside you? On that pretty face?” he growled, his pace becoming frantic.

In my lust-hazed state, I finally understood what he was asking. Where did I want him to come? The question itself was so crude, so direct—something Garrett would never ask—that it sent another rush of wetness between my thighs.

“Inside,” I gasped, shocking myself with how desperately I wanted it. I didn’t give a fuck. I had totally lost who I was.

“Come inside me!” I screamed.

His eyes flashed with primal satisfaction. “You sure about that? Your husband know you taking raw black dick tonight?”

I nodded frantically, beyond caring about consequences. “Yes. Please. I need to feel it.”

Ricky’s rhythm grew erratic, his massive hands gripping my thighs with bruising force. I watched his face transform as his orgasm approached—his jaw tightening, eyes narrowing, a vein pulsing in his forehead.

“Fuck,” he roared, slamming into me one final time. “Taking all this nut!”

I felt it—the hot pulses deep inside me as he emptied himself. The sensation triggered my own release, my fourth orgasm of the night, crashing over me with blinding intensity.

I collapsed beneath him, my body boneless and spent. His weight on top of me was crushing, overwhelming, but I didn’t want him to move. I wanted to feel every second of this—to remember what it felt like to be completely possessed.

His face was buried in my neck, his breathing harsh against my skin. I could feel him still pulsing inside me, the aftershocks of his release triggering tiny spasms of pleasure that radiated through my exhausted body.

“Fuck,” he muttered, finally lifting himself onto his forearms to look down at me. His eyes held a mixture of satisfaction and something else—assessment, like he was evaluating his purchase.

“That was...” I couldn’t find words, my mind still floating in a haze of pleasure I’d never experienced before.

“I know,” he said, a smug smile spreading across his face. “White girls always react like that the first time they get some real dick.”

I should have been offended. Should have felt degraded by his words. Instead, I felt a perverse pride, like I’d passed some test I didn’t know I was taking.

He pulled out slowly. The sensation of him pulling out was almost as overwhelming as when he’d entered me. I could feel a warm trickle between my thighs as his cum began to leak from me. I lay there, completely spent, my body humming with aftershocks of pleasure I’d never experienced before.

Ricky stood beside the bed, his magnificent body glistening with sweat in the dim hotel lighting. Even semi-hard, his cock hung impressively between his muscular thighs. I couldn’t stop staring at it, amazed that it had somehow fit inside me.

“You want a drink now?” he asked, walking naked to the bar cart, completely comfortable in his skin.

I nodded weakly, still trying to catch my breath. “Water... please.”

He laughed, a deep rumbling sound that vibrated through the room. “Wore you out, huh? White boys don’t fuck you like that at home, do they?”

“No,” I admitted, feeling no shame in the confession. “Nothing like that.”

He brought me a glass of water and one of whiskey for himself, sitting on the edge of the bed with casual dominance. His eyes roamed over my naked body, taking in the sight.

I took a long sip of water and then sat up.

“Well, I better get going,” I began to say.

Ricky grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me back down.

“I don’t think so…miss…ha-ha well, shit. I don’t even know your damn name,” he said.

My stomach did a backflip.

“Chanel,” I said weakly.

“Chanel,” he repeated. “That’s a very fitting name. Sexy, just like you. But…I do believe the agreement was one whole night…and uh, see…”

He motioned down to his cock, which was now in his other hand, already harder than it was before, ready for another round.

“I’m just getting warmed up,” he said.

And suddenly, I was wetter, weaker, and more turned on than I’d ever been in my entire life…


Chapter 13 (Garrett)

I awoke on the couch with an ear-splitting headache, a half-empty glass of bourbon on the coffee table next to my open laptop which was still playing interracial porn on repeat apparently.

I sat up with a start, closed out of the window, slammed the laptop shut and looked around to make sure I was still alone. I half-expected Chanel to be sitting at the breakfast table, staring at me, waiting to wake up. But the apartment was still empty.

I was alone.

I checked my phone. 9 new messages. All from Miles.

God, he could be annoyingly persistent.

My phone suddenly buzzed with an incoming call, for a moment I thought it would be Chanel, calling to tell me it was all some big joke, some giant misunderstanding. That she hadn’t really gone over to Prime to sleep with Ricky Francis to save my business. She just went out with her girlfriends. Slept over somewhere. No big deal. Be home soon. Sorry to worry you like that.

But it wasn’t Chanel. It was Miles. I resigned myself to the fact that I couldn’t just keep ignoring the kid.

I swiped to answer, rubbing my temples as I tried to massage my headache away.

“Hi Miles,” I said groggily, “look, I got your messages, sorry but…”

“I can’t believe it!” Miles exclaimed, cutting me off. “You actually did it!”

“Did what?” I muttered, my head throbbing with each syllable.

“You signed him. Ricky fucking Francis. I just got an email with a signed contract, representation agreement…everything. His team already filed papers with the league. You’re a miracle worker boss!”

The words hit me like a bucket of ice water. I sat up straight, suddenly wide awake, my hangover momentarily forgotten.

“What did you just say?” My voice sounded hollow, distant, like it was coming from someone else.

“Ricky Francis! With Underwood Sports Management! Whatever you did last night worked, boss! This is it—this is our break!”

I needed to get some air. I rushed out to the balcony and almost fainted.

There, on the street below was Chanel. Getting out of a black SUV. Still in her clothes from last night, hair disheveled. Heels in her hands, bare feet on the cool morning pavement. Makeup smeared.

“Boss? You there? Did you hear what I said?”

“Yeah,” I managed, my voice cracking. “I heard you.”

Through the open window of the car, I could see him watching her as she walked away, a smirk on his face. Then he pulled away.

I watched her walk toward our building, my knuckles white against the balcony railing. The sight of Chanel - my wife - walking barefoot across the pavement after stepping out of Ricky Francis’s SUV made something twist violently inside me. Her dress wrinkled, her makeup smeared, her hair a tangled mess that told the whole fucking story without a single word.

“Boss? You still there?” Miles’s voice chirped from the phone I’d forgotten was pressed against my ear.

“I’ll call you back,” I managed, ending the call before he could respond.

I stepped back from the balcony edge, not wanting Chanel to look up and see me watching her. My mind raced in a dozen contradictory directions at once. Anger. Relief. Disgust. And something else - something I couldn’t name that made my stomach churn with a confusion that felt dangerously close to arousal.

It had actually happened. She had actually done it.

And it had worked.

The apartment door opened with a soft click. I heard her keys hit the counter, her bare feet padding across the hardwood floor. For a moment, neither of us spoke. I just stared at her.

She looked exactly how I’d imagined—and feared—she would. Her dress clung to her body at odd angles, wrinkled in places that told stories I didn’t want to hear. Or did I?The makeup I’d watched her apply so carefully last night was smudged around her eyes, giving her a haunted look. Or maybe that was just her expression when she finally met my gaze.

“You’re still here,” she said. Not a question. An observation.

My throat felt like sandpaper. “Where else would I be?”

She dropped her heels by the door with a soft thud and walked toward the kitchen. I watched her move—different somehow. More fluid. Like her body had learned something new overnight.

“He signed with us…” I said.

“I know,” she replied.

A long silence hung in the air. Ricky Francis was likely to get a contract in the neighborhood of $35-40 million dollars, guaranteed. As his representatives, Underwood Sports Management or USM would be entitled to roughly ten-percent. That meant three or four million dollars would be coming our way spread out over the next couple of years. And if he stayed healthy and lived up to the hype? Forget about it. Future earnings after that would make his rookie contract look like a drop in the bucket.

And that wasn’t all. We repped him now. A first round pick, set to make the big bucks. He legitimized us with other players. Other big name players. It could quite literally open the flood gates for USM.

“That’s big for us,” I said weakly. “Millions of dollars.”

“I know,” she said again, like she hardly cared.

I swallowed. I couldn’t lie. As I sat there contemplating the numbers in my head, our new reality, the signed contracts and agreements, what it meant for our future after things looked so bleak just twelve hours ago…I felt an enormous sense of relief and excitement.

“Come here,” I said.

Chanel walked slowly over to me and stopped, not bringing her eyes up to meet my gaze. I put my index finger under her chin and tilted her head up toward mine so our eyes met.

My fingers trembled slightly as they remained under her chin. I could smell him on her—unfamiliar cologne mixed with sweat and sex. The evidence of her night was written all over her body.

She was distant. Different somehow. I couldn’t place it. But it was unmistakeable. But in the moment I didn’t care.

“Thank you,” I said weakly.

And I meant it. I was grateful.

And hard.

I grabbed her by the hips, pulled her into me and jammed my tongue down her throat.

She kissed me back, her lips tasting unfamiliar, like whiskey I didn’t buy and something else I didn’t want to name. My hands gripped her hips tighter, possessively, feeling her body yield against mine. I was hard as steel, my cock straining against my pants in a way that confused and disgusted me even as I pulled her closer.

“Garrett,” she whispered against my mouth, her voice hoarse in a way I’d never heard before.

I didn’t want to talk. Talking would make this real. Would force me to process what had happened, what was happening now. I pushed her back against the wall instead, my hands fumbling with her wrinkled dress, hiking it up around her waist.

“Wait,” she said, her hands pressing against my chest.

“No,” I heard myself say. “I want you right now.”

She looked at me with something I couldn’t quite read in her eyes—not resistance exactly, but hesitation. Something had shifted between us, and I felt it even through my desperate need to reclaim what felt like mine.

Then her expression change, there was a challenge in her eyes.

“You want to reclaim what’s yours?” she asked.

I grunted in the affirmative.

She bit her bottom lip.

“Then fuck me,” she whispered.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Her challenge ignited something primal in me—something I’d never felt before. I pinned her against the wall, my hands rough as I yanked her dress up higher, exposing the creamy skin of her thighs.

“No underwear?” I growled when my fingers found nothing but bare skin and wetness.

Chanel’s eyes never left mine. “Lost them.”

The words should have devastated me, should have made me stop. Instead, they sent a surge of something dark and possessive through my veins. I fumbled with my belt, desperate now, my fingers clumsy with need and bourbon aftereffects.

“You’re still wet,” I said, my voice thick with accusation and arousal as my fingers explored her.

“Yes,” she whispered, not denying it, not apologizing.

I pushed inside her in one hard thrust. The sensation was... different. She felt different. Looser. Used. The evidence of what she’d done—of who she’d been with—was undeniable now. I could feel it. I couldn’t pretend anymore that this hadn’t happened.

I didn’t want to talk. Didn’t want to ask questions. There would be time to figure it all out later. For now, I just wanted to fuck her brains out. To use her to get rid of these animalistic, perverted thoughts stuck in my head.

I thrust hard, gripping her hips with an intensity that shocked me, watching her face for any sign of... what? Pain? Pleasure? Regret? Her eyes stayed locked on mine, challenging me in a way that made my blood boil. Each stroke was a statement, each grunt an accusation.

She wasn’t fighting me. She wasn’t pulling away. But she wasn’t really there either.

“Harder,” she whispered, and the word cut through me like a knife.

I complied, driving into her with everything I had, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. I wanted to leave marks. Needed to somehow reclaim territory that felt irrevocably changed.

My mind flashed to the videos I’d watched. Then to the thought of Chanel. And Ricky and his darkness disappearing inside…

“Fuck,” I grunted, my orgasm suddenly and violently bubbling over. I came fast and hard, embarrassingly quickly, my body betraying me as I pulsed inside her. The pleasure was wrapped in shame, twisted with jealousy, and yet somehow more intense than anything I’d felt in months. My legs nearly buckled as the last waves rolled through me.

When I opened my eyes, Chanel was watching me with an expression I couldn’t read. Not satisfaction. Not disgust. Something more complicated—like she was seeing me clearly for the first time.

“That was fast,” she said quietly.

I pulled out of her, suddenly unable to meet her gaze. My release was already leaking from her, mingling with... I pushed the thought away.

“I need a shower,” she said, straightening her dress and slipping past me.

I stood there, my pants still around my knees, listening to the bathroom door close and the shower start. The sound of running water filled our apartment, drowning out whatever the hell had just happened between us.

What had happened? What the fuck had just happened?

I pulled up my pants and stumbled to the kitchen, pouring myself a glass of water with shaking hands. My phone buzzed again on the counter—Miles, no doubt wanting clarification on a contract clause or something.

But when I picked it up, it was a number I didn’t recognize.

But deep down, I knew who it was.


Chapter 14 (Garrett)

“Good morning Mr. Big shot Agent Man!” the voice on the other end said when I answered.

“Ricky Francis,” I said softly, a feeling of surreal unreality that made my head spin almost caused me to faint. I grabbed hold of the counter to steady myself. “Can’t believe you already filed papers with the league…”

“Mr. Underwood…Garret, can I call you Garrett? What can I say? I’m a man of my word. I wouldn’t dream of doing otherwise. You came through for me and I came through for you. I think this is going to be the start of a very productive relationship, don’t you?”

I felt like I might vomit. His voice was so casual, so familiar—like we were old friends or business partners who’d closed a mutually beneficial deal. Which I guess we had, in the most twisted sense possible.

“Yes,” I managed to say, gripping the counter even tighter. “Very productive.”

“Listen, I’m heading to the facility for a workout, but I wanted to touch base personally. Let you know how much I appreciated last night’s... arrangement.” There was a smile in his voice that made my skin crawl. “Your wife is something special, Garrett. Truly exceptional.”

My throat closed up. I could hear the shower still running in the background, knowing Chanel was in there washing him off her body. The thought made me dizzy with conflicting emotions.

“We have a lot to discuss,” I said, trying to sound professional. “Contract details, endorsement opportunities—“

“Oh, we’ll get to all that,” Ricky cut me off smoothly. “But first, I need to know something.”

“What’s that?” My voice sounded hollow even to my own ears.

“If I uh, refer some other clients your way…can they expect the uh, let’s just say, can they expect the same concierge, white girl — I mean white glove — service that your so expertly provide me? Because I know a couple of my boys in the league who aren’t so happy with their reps right now, looking to make a change. But, I just want to know before I vouch, ya dig?”

My whole body went numb. I couldn’t process what I was hearing. Was Ricky Francis really asking if he could pimp my wife out to his friends? To other athletes looking for representation?

“I—that’s not—“ I stammered, unable to form a coherent thought as the room seemed to spin around me.

Ricky’s laughter boomed through the phone.

“Hey, it’s not required, I just figured I’d ask…ya’ll could do pretty well for yourselves with that kind of leverage. That’s all I’m saying. Think about it…anyway, let’s do dinner tonight. Kick things off right. Discuss business.”

Finally some professionalism. Business sounded good right about now.

“Now that I would love to do, Ricky. I’m excited to start working for you.”

“I bet you are,” he said, then hung up the phone.

The shower was still running. I could picture Chanel in there, water streaming over her body, washing away the evidence of what she’d done for us. For me. The thought made me dizzy with conflicting emotions.

I poured myself another glass of water with trembling hands and gulped it down. My throat felt like sandpaper. I needed to get myself together before she came out. We needed to talk about what happened, about what it meant for us going forward. About boundaries.

Because there had to be boundaries. This couldn’t happen again. It was a one-time thing—a desperate move in a desperate situation. And it had worked. We had Ricky Francis. We were saved.

But at what cost?

I heard the shower turn off, and my heart began racing again. What was I going to say to her?

To be continued in Part II


Crossing the
Line - Part 1
(free preview - read now)

Chapter 1

I’m daydreaming about Rachel in the new two-piece I just bought her. More specifically: I’m picturing her in it, on her knees next to the pool with my cock in her wet mouth.

I hear a low, rhythmic growl from outside our window. It’s faint but getting louder as it approaches.

A lawnmower.

At this hour? On a Sunday? Some fucking people.

It snaps me out of my stupor and I remember what I’m doing: scraping last night’s hardened dinner off some plates I was too lazy to take care of last night.

“Son of a bitch,” I mutter under my breath.

“What’s wrong?” Rachel asks from over my shoulder, nearly scaring me out of my skin.

“Jesus, where’d you come from?” I ask, sounding a little meaner than I want to. “Nothing, I just…can’t believe someone is mowing their lawn at this hour on a freaking Sunday.”

I don’t see it, but I can hear it: Rachel rolling her eyes. She’s knows it’s a pet peeve of mine but at this point in our relationship, she’s way past caring.

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

“Oh, lighten up, Ryan,” she teases playfully.

Then I watch as she stands on her tippy toes to look out the window.

“Ohhh,” she whispers under her breath as her eyes go wide.

“What?” I ask, my mood immediately turning to a combination between panicked and suspicious.

It’s just one word: Oh.

But it draws on like a lazy yawn on a hot summer afternoon. And it’s packed with something…something that sends a chill down my spine when I join her by the window and look outside.

I stand behind her, feeling the quiet buzz of anticipation crawl under my skin. Rachel’s hands rest lightly around her mug as the steam curls from its wide mouth. Her eyes are locked on something outside. I follow them out across our yard and into the next. And I see him.

Our new neighbor.

Our new black neighbor who is built like an adonis on steroids.

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

Sweat glistening off his dark skin, rolling down his chiseled chest and the muscles of his back, each drop seeming to trace the lines of his physique. He’s got that athletic build. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, toned arms.

I’m still trying to figure out if I’m imagining this or if I really hear her breath catch in her throat. She’s not just looking; she’s devouring the sight. Her pupils are wide, lips parted.

I don’t think she even notices the way her chest rises and falls just a little faster now. I don’t think she notices anything. Her reaction is totally and completely involuntary. She simply cannot help herself.

For a brief second, I think I should be mad. But I’m surprised to find I’m not mad. I’m not even jealous.

I’m just…watching her watch him and…

I lean in a little closer to Rachel, my arms brushing against her. My body is still pressed against the doorframe, but the air between us is different now. She doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t even blink.

I glance down at her, noticing the way her lips are parted, the slight sheen of her skin from the light sweat of the morning, and how her breath catches just a little bit as she watches him mow the grass. His movements are steady, rhythmic, like it’s all just second nature to him.

Rachel shifts her weight, one hip jutted out, crossing her arms loosely over her chest. And that’s when I see it. The way she tilts her head, the way her lips curl slightly. There’s a quiet longing in her eyes now. A spark. She’s not just admiring the guy’s work ethic.

She’s watching him like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

Her fingers flex on her mug. She doesn’t even realize she’s doing it. It’s so subtle and yet so very telling.

Then, he stops for a moment, wipes the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, and just stands there in the middle of the lawn.

Rachel sighs.

I glance down at her again. I don’t ask what that sigh means. She’s already a thousand miles away from me in her thoughts.

I try to make sense of what I’m feeling because it isn’t jealousy or anger, like I said. None of the traditional emotions you might expect a man to feel in a scenario like this.

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like…arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

Well, then why is my crotch beginning to ache and bulge?

I’m not sure what’s happening but there’s something thrilling about seeing her stare so openly at another man with such obvious lust and desire, and right in front of me too.

My cock twitches slightly in my jeans. I try to ignore it. But I can’t. It’s there and there’s nowhere to hide.

"Must be the new neighbor," I mumble, finally breaking the silence while trying to keep my voice steady.

I turn to face her. The moment feels heavier now, weighted with all the things unsaid.

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

She still doesn’t realize what’s going on so she doesn’t even think to hide it. Her pupils are dilated, her breath shallow and ragged. She’s turned the fuck on and it has nothing to do with me.

But for some reason, that just makes the whole thing even hotter.

Before I know it, my daydream from before creeps back into my skull.

Only this time, Rachel isn’t on her knees by the pool for me.

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

Just as my erection is reaching full mast, Rachel finally breaks her gaze away from the shirtless god next door and glances up at me.

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

The obvious, unmistakable bulge straining against the front of my jeans.

Her lips part slightly in surprise, and for the first time this morning, she seems pulled back into the moment. Her gaze flickers between my face and my crotch, searching for something she can’t quite name.

I clear my throat, shift awkwardly, try to turn away as if I’m adjusting my stance, as if it’s not what it obviously is.

“Ryan?” Her eyes are wide with confusion and perhaps mild horror.

“Sorry, I—” I begin to stammer but I can’t find the right words. I don’t even know how to finish that sentence. I’m sorry I’ve got a raging hard-on from watching you watch our new neighbor and wishing he were…what? Railing you right in front of me? She sets her coffee down, smirking the tiniest bit.

“Sorry?” she asks, drawing the word out like an accusation.

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

She moves in closer, her breath hot on my cheek.

“Why are you hard? Are you…hard for…” her voice trails off as she looks back over her shoulder at our new neighbor.

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks…oh no!

“No, no, no,” I being to stammer. “It’s not like that. I’m not — you think? What, no! It’s just that…”

She folds her arms and studies me as I stammer like a drunken mess in front of her.

“It’s just what?” she asks.

I freeze. I can’t think. I can’t speak. Suddenly it’s as if all my motors skills but my control over my legs have evaporated.

And before I know it, I’m walking — nearly running — away from Rachel and looking for a place to hide.


Chapter 2

I manage to evade Rachel for the rest of the morning. But she finally corners me in the bedroom, her eyes glinting with a mischievous determination. I pretend I’m organizing the closet, but she knows exactly what I’m doing: avoiding her questions, avoiding the truth I’m not ready to admit. The truth that left my stomach flipping and my cock throbbing.

I feel her presence behind me, the sweet scent of her hair mingling with the humid air, and I know I can’t dodge it any longer.

“So…” she says, dragging out the word with a kind of playful menace, “are you going to tell me what that was all about?”

I turn to face her, my heart drumming a nervous cadence in my chest. I don’t know what to say, how to explain it, how to even begin to make it sound rational. The clever retorts I’ve been rehearsing in my head all morning evaporate.

Rachel quirks an eyebrow, looking at me with a mixture of curiosity and disbelief as I stand there, each interminable second drawing out my silence.

“Ryan?” she nudges.

I open my mouth and close it again, a pathetic imitation of a fish on dry land.

“Forget it,” I finally mutter, hoping she might take the bait.

“It was nothing. I just…”

But she doesn’t.

“Nothing?” she interrupts, incredulous. “That was a whole lot of nothing.”

I fumble with the hangers in my hands, wishing they’d transform into some kind of oversized shield.

“Oh, come on,” she says, stepping closer. She gives me a look, her eyes shifting from teasing to kind and back again. “You know you can tell me anything, right?”

I exhale loudly, feeling both trapped and strangely exhilarated. She’s not going to let it go.

“Fine,” I say, tossing the hangers aside and collapsing onto the bed. “But it’s not what you think…”

“Okay,” she prompts, sitting beside me, “then what is it?”

I hesitate, trying to find a crack in her persistence. But all that’s there is her unwavering gaze, the way it penetrates like she’s seeing right through me.

“I guess,” I start slowly, “I guess it was sort of…exciting.”

I watch her reaction carefully, ready for her to recoil. Instead, her lips twitch into a small, knowing smile.

“Exciting?” she repeats, drawing the word out.

“Like,” I continue, feeling the words tumble out with an awkward momentum, “like seeing you look at him like that. I don’t know. It kind of turned me on.”

She looks at me for a moment, and I can’t tell if she’s amused or shocked or something else entirely. The silence stretches, heavy and taut. My heart is on a tightrope, waiting to fall.

Then she lets out a soft laugh, not mocking but almost in shock.

“Looking at who? Wait…our neighbor? Me? What do you mean? I was just watching him mow the lawn, you’re the one who…”

She stops short of accusing me of being the one who was turned on by our shirtless neighbor. But as I watch her confused face, it hits me. She really has no clue. It was truly all involuntary.

“Oh come on,” I say, rolling my eyes, not quite believing what my eyes were telling me.

“You weren’t even aware? Did you see the way you were…” I trail off.

She pulls away slightly, looking incredulous and amused.

“Ryan,” she says, drawing out the last syllable, almost like a taunt. “How did you think I was looking at him?”

Her eyes dart down to my crotch, and I feel a resurgence in my pants.

“Like you wanted to fuck him right there in the yard, that’s how,” I blurt, the words out before I can stop them.

She laughs right in my face.

“I was not!” she protests.

“Yeah, you were,” I say, my own voice bordering on a whine. “And that’s why I got…you know.” I trail off, trying to rein in what’s happening in my jeans.

She stares at me, a mix of disbelief and delight sparking in her eyes.

“You can protest it all you want, but I know what I saw. You were turned on by him.”

A heavy silence settles over us.

“Ryan, I think your imagination is getting the best of you,” she says finally. But there’s something in her voice now. Even she doesn’t believe her own words, like the realization that I’m completely right is hitting her just now and all at once.

“Really?” I say, “tell me then. Tell me you don’t find him attractive at all. Tell me you wouldn’t go for a guy like that if you were single or if…”

I stop, mid-sentence, testing the waters. I see her hesitate. I see the truth flicker in her eyes. Her silence is deafening.

“Alright fine, sure…whatever. Yes, he’s hot. And what, me saying that…turns you on or something?”

Her voice is still full of disbelief, but there’s a charged quality to it now, a hint of complicity that wasn’t there before. She seems both curious and bewildered, like she’s just stumbled onto some great secret about me, about us. I can’t quite hold her gaze, the tension between us tightening with each breath.

She glances once more at my crotch.

“Guess so,” she whispers. “Wow.”

I look down and once again, I am full-fucking-mast. Hard as a steel rod in a Siberian snowstorm.

I gulp.

“That’s so…kinky,” she says finally. But I can’t tell if it’s a good or bad assessment.

I swallow hard, my throat dry, my heart a relentless drum against my ribs. I’ve just laid it all out there, every raw and confusing piece of the truth, and now I can’t read her at all. I can’t tell if I’ve crossed some line or if she’s just as intrigued by all of this as I am.

“Is that good or bad?” I ask finally.

She doesn’t answer right away.

“I don’t know…it’s just unexpected I guess. I’m not really sure what to think…” her voice trails off.

“Talk to me,” I say, my voice pleading a little more than I want it to.

“I don’t know, I mean I guess it’s kind of hot that you’re not like jealous or whatever but Ryan, we’re married. We’re supposed to be faithful to one another…this is like the complete opposite of that, isn’t it?”

“Well, I’m not saying we’d actually go through with it…it was just kind of hot to think about you wanting another man. Besides, haven’t you ever, you know fantasized about…being with…”

I stop short, not wanting to say the quiet part out loud.

“Another man?” she offers.

But I hesitate, yes that. But also…

“Well, yeah but…specifically…” I stop again, still not able to bring myself to say it out loud. But me and Rachel, we’re practically the same person in so many ways. There’s a reason we’re so happily married. Our minds are practically one. We can finish each other’s sentences without even thinking. And that’s exactly what Rachel does. She finished my sentence for me. She says the quiet pat out loud. The part I’m afraid to say, but somehow she already know. And she whispers it…

“Being with a black man…” she says it with a breathless flourish that says more than the words themselves ever could.

Her eyes are shut tight now, breath ragged and heavy as I watch her on the bed next to me.

I gulp.

“Fuck, yes,” I say.

And for what seems like an eternity, neither of us says a word. The silence builds and builds until I can’t take it any more. I have to know. I have to ask. Suddenly, I have no problem speaking.

“Well, have you?” I ask, my heart suddenly racing with the possibility.

What comes out of her mouth next shatters my world and changes our lives for good.

(end of free preview - read now)


Private
Lessons
Free preview chapter (read now)

By: F. Rey Noel

1 - Country Club Dreams

In the final, trembling blue of late May, Daniel and I arrived at the Oakwood Country Club’s front drive. It was a shallow curve of packed gravel, edged by the kind of oversized lanterns that promised whispered confidences and not-so-innocent rendezvous. Every boxwood shrub was clipped into submission; the grass, a uniform bruise of green; the poppies and tulips along the walkway, sequined with dew and perfectly alert.

The club’s main building rose above us in a drama of marble and polished brass, its portico supported by columns too wide for any normal person’s arms to encircle. There was something Roman about it: a quiet, looming sense of the powerful watching the powerless. The valets—three young men with matching navy jackets—looked up at us with studied indifference as we approached. Daniel’s Lexus got a double-take; I got an almost imperceptible nod.

I slipped my arm through Daniel’s, letting my heels settle into the dust of the walk. My silk dress clung in ways I regretted the instant we stepped into the glow of the entrance. It was a black number that maybe tried too hard, with thin straps that pinched at the edge of my collarbone. I felt every inch the impostor, despite Daniel’s repeated assurances that I looked “devastating.” I tried to believe him, but his confidence was a borrowed thing. I caught my reflection in the glass panel of the door as we entered: narrow face, lips painted a little too dark, hair—my one pride—smoothed into something sleek and severe.

Inside, the air snapped from the cool of evening to the false chill of overpowered central air. A chandelier the size of a small planet hovered overhead, trembling with a thousand pinpricks of LED. The front hall pulsed with a low hum of voices, laughter, the brittle splash of a shaken martini. I tasted nerves on the back of my tongue and tried to swallow it down.

“This is just the welcome,” Daniel murmured, pressing a hand to my lower back. “It’ll loosen up once we get out onto the terrace.”

He was already scanning the crowd, that gleam in his eye that came out in the presence of “opportunity.” The world of Oakwood was a new one for us. Daniel had only recently gotten the kind of promotion that allowed entry—VP of client services, with the kind of discretionary budget that made these annual fees seem a necessary cost of doing business. Every other week for the last month, the Oakwood orientation packet sat in the center of our kitchen island, and every morning, I set it aside to wipe down the granite before Daniel replaced it exactly where it had been.

I tried to match his easy smile as he nodded to the man behind the welcome podium—an older gentleman with the half-moon eyebrows and jowls of an ex-jock. “Mr. Hensley!” he said, voice booming with the fake warmth of a cruise director. “We’re so glad to have you both. Cocktail hour is in the garden, dinner is under the tent. If you need anything, just ask any of our staff. I’ll be around all evening.”

Daniel gave his hand a hearty shake and murmured the kind of pleasantries that lived in the gap between real affection and professional obligation. I hovered half a step behind, clutching my purse like a flotation device.

The path to the garden snaked past the main ballroom, where I caught glimpses of rose-tinted glass, a raised dais for toasts, and the omnipresent string quartet. Every sense was assaulted by the quiet, relentless pressure to perform. Out on the terrace, the light slid along the flagstones in a wide, golden fan. People stood in tight clusters, glasses gleaming, every gesture precise and rehearsed. I saw no one spill a drop, no one tip their head in uncontrolled laughter.

It should have been beautiful. Maybe it was, but the beauty was weaponized, calibrated to test the boundaries of those who didn’t belong.

Daniel leaned in. “I’m going to say hello to Mark and the Polinskis. Want me to stay with you?”

I shook my head, careful to keep the smile. “Go. I’ll be fine.”

He gave my hand a squeeze, the briefest flash of genuine concern, before vanishing into the nearest constellation of navy suits and red-faced men.

I was left in the wide, uncertain space of the terrace, suddenly aware of the way my hair prickled at the nape of my neck and how my dress bunched oddly at the small of my back. I stepped to the edge, feigning interest in the view. The garden sprawled below, all tame wildness: sculpted yews, trellised roses, a small pond with ornamental carp that glimmered like gold doubloons.

It took all of thirty seconds to realize I was being watched. The wives—there was no other way to say it—clustered like a species unto themselves. They wore tailored pastels, perfectly bleached smiles, and the kind of jewelry that needed its own insurance policy. I tried to decode their shorthand: was the floral wrap more expensive than the powder-blue suit? Was the hair that shade by design or by chemical? Did their husbands like them better when they stayed thin or when they had a touch of “character”?

I hovered near a table set with sweating bottles of Sancerre and trays of hors d’oeuvres that looked like edible origami. I was on my second pass of the caprese skewers when a woman in a blood-orange sheath drifted up beside me, her mouth poised in a perpetual almost-smile.

“First time?” she asked, her voice honeyed but edged.

I nodded, resisting the urge to smooth my hair. “Is it that obvious?”

She laughed, not unkindly. “You’re not wearing club colors. Plus, you’re holding your purse like you’re about to make a run for it.” She held out a manicured hand. “Jillian McCrae. My husband’s somewhere in there, cornering the market on bad bourbon and worse jokes.”

I shook her hand, careful to keep my grip as light as possible. “Beth Hensley. My husband’s Daniel.”

“I think I met him at the new member brunch,” Jillian said, rolling her eyes. “The one where they serve eggs so fancy you can’t tell if you’re supposed to eat them or frame them.” She sized me up in a single, practiced sweep. “You’re braver than I was.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I smiled. “You get used to it?”

Jillian’s almost-smile deepened. “You learn the ropes fast enough. Secret is, nobody’s having as good a time as they pretend.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “Just wait for the second hour, once the real liquor comes out and everyone’s kids are tucked away with their nannies. That’s when it gets interesting.”

I nodded as if I understood, but the words slid off me. My eyes kept darting to the clusters of women, the way they pivoted inwards, their laughter always pitched just low enough to be exclusive.

A staffer in a black dress set a flute of prosecco in front of me. “From your husband,” she said, with a nod toward the far end of the terrace. Daniel lifted his glass in my direction, then ducked his head back into conversation.

I took a sip, letting the bubbles crackle against my teeth. The wine was sharp and cold, but not enough to dull the faint tremor in my hand.

Jillian faded into her own social orbit, and I found myself inching toward a group of three women, all arranged in a triangle of mutual admiration. The tallest had hair the color of new pennies, twisted into a chignon so severe it seemed like a rebuke. The others flanked her, both in pale blue, both with the same faint trace of spray tan, as though they’d been manufactured on adjacent assembly lines.

They eyed me as I approached, their smiles stretching to accommodate my presence. “Hi,” I offered, unsure if I was intruding or expected.

“Hi!” chirped the one on the left. “I’m Carly, this is Liz, and that’s Emily. Your dress is gorgeous, by the way.”

“Thank you,” I said. I wanted to deflect, but their attention was unmoving, a soft heat pressing into my skin.

“Is this your first event?” asked Liz, her teeth small and alarmingly white.

I nodded, careful not to slosh my wine. “It’s beautiful here. I keep expecting someone to hand me a script.”

They laughed, but the sound was rehearsed, almost like they were checking a box. “You’re funny,” said Emily. “So, what do you do?”

There it was—the first real question, the one that would decide if I merited further investment. I hesitated, not wanting to admit that my freelance copywriting barely qualified as a hobby, let alone a career. “I work from home,” I said. “Mostly writing.”

“Oh, wow!” said Carly, clapping her hands together. “I could never do that, I’d go crazy. I need people around me all the time.”

“It’s… quiet,” I said, and that was true enough.

Liz sipped her rosé. “So, do you play?”

I blinked, confused. “Play?”

“Golf,” she clarified, with a hint of pity. “Most of the wives play, at least for the social leagues. You know, nine holes, a little gossip, a lot of chardonnay.”

I shook my head. “I’ve never even tried.”

Emily grinned, a touch predatory. “That’ll change. The new pro is… impressive. I think half the ladies are signed up for private lessons next week. You should come. It’s practically mandatory.”

I laughed, but my body betrayed me with a stiffening of my shoulders. “I’m not really the sporty type.”

Carly leaned in, eyes bright. “That’s the best part. You don’t have to be. He does all the work.”

They all giggled at that, and I flushed, unsure what joke I was missing.

Before I could muster a response, a loud voice cut through the murmur: “Welcome, welcome! If everyone would take their seats, we’re about to begin the new member presentation.”

The wives drifted off in a tide of perfume and pastel, leaving me alone at the edge of the terrace. I could see Daniel in the distance, already deep in conversation with a tight circle of men, his gestures broad and assured. The women reassembled with ease, falling into formation around their tables, every movement choreographed and unhurried.

I perched at the corner of a stone bench, letting the hard chill of it anchor me. My wine glass rattled slightly as I set it down, and I pressed my hands into my lap to stop the shaking.

Through the open doors, the ballroom was filling with voices, a low pulse of expectation and familiarity. I watched as the staff swept through, collecting empties, refilling decanters, smoothing over the evidence of discomfort.

I pulled at the strap of my clutch, then at the hem of my dress, then back to the clutch. My eyes flitted to the nearest exit, then to Daniel, who was still too far away to signal for rescue. I watched the other wives, the way they floated between obligations, always knowing the next step, the right joke, the perfect posture. I envied it, resented it, even as I desperately wanted to unlock the secret for myself.

A sudden wind off the pond sent a shiver up my spine, and I wrapped my arms around myself, fighting the urge to run. I scanned the length of the terrace for a sign, any sign, that this night would turn from theater into something real. All I could see were closed circles and the faint, persistent glint of glass.

Daniel would be back soon, I told myself, and maybe then I could breathe.

But for now, I sat on the cold stone, wine glass trembling, perfect smile glued to my face, and watched the pageant unfold, rehearsing my lines for the next act.

…

The sun was collapsing, slow and syrupy, behind the glassy pond at the base of the garden. Inside the ballroom, voices had shifted from bright, performative cheer to the low and possessive thrum of established power. No one would notice if I vanished for a few minutes, or hours, or…forever, I thought, with a quick, small, bitter laugh.

I wandered the flagstone perimeter, seeking some edge or crevice to hide in. At the far side of the terrace, behind a screen of potted hydrangeas, a cluster of women had self-exiled from the main event. It was the kind of gathering that had an unmistakable gravitational pull, and despite every social instinct screaming at me to keep walking, I drifted closer, drawn by the promise of overheard secrets.

There were five of them, forming a crescent around a glass-topped bistro table. Each one had a drink in hand—no spritzers or watered-down cocktails here, but heavy pours of red, two gin and tonics, and something coppery in a short glass. The laughter that cracked from their group was different than inside: looser, with the practiced vulgarity of people who’d known each other since they were twenty-two and had seen every permutation of one another’s triumphs and humiliations.

They didn’t notice me at first. Their focus was on a woman in pink linen, who was halfway through an animated story involving a golf cart, two broken umbrellas, and “the legendary hips of Calvin Rhodes.”

“Oh my god, seriously?” This from a woman with razor-straight platinum hair and an orange tan that glowed like a warning.

“I’m telling you, it’s like he sees through fabric,” said Pink Linen, cheeks flushed and eyes alight. “I was barely even lined up and he’s all, like, ‘You need more hinge in your wrists, here let me show you,’ and then suddenly he’s got both hands on my waist and I swear to god—” She held out her arms in a theatrical demonstration, hips swaying, voice pitched for comic effect.

“I’ve heard he’s basically a golf therapist,” chimed in the redhead, who wore a tennis bracelet on each wrist and somehow made it seem normal. “Mel said he fixed her slice in ten minutes. She didn’t sit right for the rest of the day.”

“Is he the one who came from Blackwater?” asked Platinum, swirling her gin.

“Yeah, that’s him,” said the fourth, a freckled woman with the sharp, birdlike focus of someone who’d never lost an argument. “I heard the club poached him with a six-figure signing bonus.”

Pink Linen snorted. “Worth every penny. He’s got the most uncanny eye. And not just for golf swings, if you know what I mean.”

There was a burst of laughter, unfiltered and rowdy. I felt the heat rise in my face, unsure if I should retreat before I was noticed. Instead, I made the mistake of glancing directly at them, and in an instant all five heads turned.

“Hey there,” said Birdlike, gesturing to the vacant seat with a tip of her glass. “You’re Beth, right?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Guilty.”

“We’re talking about the new golf pro,” said Pink Linen, her smile more inviting than mocking. “Have you met Calvin yet?”

“Not yet,” I said. “I don’t actually—”

“She doesn’t play,” said Platinum, finishing my sentence with a theatrical gasp. “Oh, honey, you must.”

Freckled chimed in: “You don’t need to play. He’ll teach you. The lessons are…” she paused, eyes flickering with mischief, “memorable.”

There was a current in the air, a tone not quite innocent. I wondered how much was exaggeration, how much was just the way these women survived the monotony of club life.

Redhead leaned over the table, voice lowered like she was about to reveal state secrets. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“Not exactly,” I said, smiling self-effacingly. “We just moved here this spring.”

“Well, if you’re looking for a shortcut to fitting in, lessons with Calvin are it,” said Pink Linen. “He’s like the welcome committee, the orientation packet, and happy hour all rolled into one.”

Platinum cackled. “He’s also a walking HR violation, but you didn’t hear that from me.”

I laughed, but the flush in my cheeks grew more pronounced. “I’ve never even held a club.”

“That’s perfect,” said Freckled. “He loves a blank slate.”

“I don’t want to embarrass myself,” I admitted, which only made them smile wider.

“That’s the best part,” said Redhead. “You can’t. He’s a genius at making you look good. My first lesson, I nearly toppled off the tee box and he just caught me, like, one-handed. Told me I had ‘excellent balance for a beginner.’” She shook her head, grinning. “I don’t even think he knows what condescension is.”

Birdlike topped off her own drink. “You should do the couples lesson. Bring Daniel. That way you both get the lay of the land.” There was a slyness in the way she said it, a coded message I hadn’t been taught to decipher.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, meaning not a word.

“Just sign up. Trust us,” said Pink Linen. “Half of Oakwood’s marriage counseling happens on the back nine.”

That sent the whole table into another fit, and I let the laughter wash over me. There was something addictive in the freedom of their talk—the way they owned their stories, even the embarrassing ones. It made my earlier encounter with the pastel wives feel like a trip through customs: everything inspected, nothing permitted through.

As the conversation turned to summer swim schedules and the merits of Pilates versus barre, I slipped away, my mind still circling the image of Calvin Rhodes—faceless but oddly present, as if conjured by rumor alone.

Maybe it was the prosecco, maybe it was the way the air had gone honey-thick with the last light, but I found myself considering it. Maybe a lesson or two would make all this easier. Maybe if I could just talk about Calvin’s hips or his “uncanny eye,” I’d find my own way into these closed, perfect circles.

I was halfway back to the ballroom when I realized I’d never once stopped scanning for Daniel, as if his approval was the only thing that counted.

But what if, for a few hours, it didn’t?

End of preview chapter (read now)
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Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?
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