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CHAPTER ONE




The kettle clicked off just as Gavin walked in from the garage, his hair still damp from the shower, wearing that fitted gray T-shirt Abby always liked on him. She stood at the kitchen counter, her palm wrapped around a warm mug, absently stirring cream into her coffee. The smell of cinnamon and roasted beans hung in the air between them.

He didn’t say anything at first—just walked up behind her, slid his arms around her waist, and kissed the top of her shoulder. She felt the smile on his lips before she heard it in his voice.

“Happy anniversary, baby.”

She leaned back into him. “Mmm. Ten years and you still remember.”

He chuckled and nuzzled her neck. “I’ve got a better memory than you think.”

Abby turned, coffee in hand, eyes narrowing. “That sounds like the beginning of a trap.”

“It’s the beginning of a surprise,” Gavin said. He reached into his back pocket and pulled out a slim envelope. It was thick—high-end paper, off-white with a golden stripe across the seal. “For the woman who has everything… except what she really wants.”

“Oh God. Is this a spa certificate?” she teased, taking it from his hand. “Or a coupon for one free backrub and no complaints during The Bachelor?”

“Better,” he said. “Open it.”

She peeled back the seal and unfolded the page inside. A hotel logo stared back at her in elegant script: The Harrow, Bayview Tower — One Night, Executive Corner Suite. Below it, a reservation for dinner at Luca’s, one of the city’s most exclusive rooftop restaurants.

Her lips parted in a slow grin. “You booked The Harrow?”

“You said once you always wanted to stay there. Remember?”

She looked up from the paper. “I said that like four years ago.”

“And I remembered,” Gavin said. “Now say thank you before I take it back and give it to someone who likes room service and rooftop cocktails.”

Abby laughed, setting her mug down and stepping into his arms. “Thank you,” she said softly. “This is amazing.”

He kissed her—slow and full—then pulled back, looking into her eyes. “You only need to pack one bag. And make sure you bring something you feel sexy in.”

She gave him a look. “I feel sexy in your sweatpants. That’ll work?”

“Something I can peel off with my teeth,” he said, his voice lower now. “You’ll know what I mean when we get there.”

There it was. That flicker of something in his tone—controlled, teasing, but intense. It wasn’t new, but it still hit her differently. Abby tilted her head and studied him.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

He just smiled. “Trust me.”

“I do,” she said, voice light but not careless. “That’s why I’m scared.”

He walked away without answering, already grabbing his keys from the hook by the door. “We leave at five. Be ready to be spoiled.”

Abby stood alone in the kitchen, staring down at the reservation in her hand. The gold script shimmered faintly under the morning light. She touched the paper with her fingertips, then looked toward the bedroom.

Something told her this night wasn’t going to be just candles and champagne. Not the way he said it. Not the way he looked at her.

She wasn’t sure what he had planned.

But she already knew it was going to change everything.

Abby stared at her open suitcase, biting her bottom lip as she slowly folded a silky black bra and set it inside. Then another—lace, deep red, the one she’d bought on impulse last Valentine’s Day but had never worn. She held it up against herself in the mirror and turned slightly to the side.

Would he expect her to wear something like this tonight?

She dropped it in.

The rest of her bag was barely half full. She’d already packed the dress Gavin loved—the midnight blue one with the low back and thin straps that hugged her hips. She added heels, perfume, a sheer black robe, then paused again at the drawer where she kept her more risqué pieces.

Abby glanced toward the bedroom door. Empty. Quiet.

She reached in and pulled out a pair of thigh-high stockings still in their packaging. She hadn’t worn them since their honeymoon.

Why now?

She exhaled and sat on the edge of the bed, letting the bag of stockings fall onto the sheets beside her. Her legs crossed unconsciously, mind wandering.

That night...

It came back uninvited, like it had a few times since.

Two glasses of wine, half a movie, and curled up together under a throw blanket. She couldn’t even remember what they were watching. Only that his hand had wandered under her pajama shorts and his voice had gotten low and soft in her ear.

He had said something—something that made her laugh, then made her wet.

“I want to watch you with someone else, just once. No feelings. No strings. Just you, owned by someone else. For me.”

She’d slapped his arm, grinning, thinking it was a joke. He didn’t laugh.

“I’m serious,” he whispered, kissing her neck. “You’d be so fucking sexy.”

She’d never brought it up again. But she’d imagined it.

More than once.

Abby pushed off the bed and stood, walking to her vanity. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her face still flushed easily when she was turned on. Her eyes had that darker shine to them now.

“He wouldn’t actually…” she murmured, brushing her hair back behind her ear.

“Wouldn’t actually what?” Gavin’s voice came from the doorway.

She jumped slightly. “Jesus—you walk like a ghost.”

“I knock. You don’t hear.” He leaned against the frame, watching her. “I like seeing you in packing mode. It’s like your brain’s in seduction logistics.”

She raised an eyebrow, playful again. “You going to tell me what I should bring, or are you just hoping I show up naked?”

“Wouldn’t complain either way.” He crossed the room slowly, wrapping his arms around her from behind. “But something that makes you feel a little dangerous… that’s what I want.”

She caught his gaze in the mirror. “Dangerous?”

“Bold. Untouchable. Like you’re walking through a room and every man wants you, but only one gets to touch you.”

“Sounds like a fantasy,” she said lightly.

“Isn’t everything tonight?”

There it was again—that line. That tone. Like he was leaving little breadcrumbs on purpose. Just enough to make her wonder. Just enough to make her skin prickle.

She turned in his arms. “You’re acting like you’re pimping me out or something.”

Gavin laughed. “Not unless you want me to.”

Abby stared at him. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t blush. Just held her gaze like he’d been waiting for her to say it.

“I’m kidding,” she said, voice soft but cautious.

He kissed her cheek. “So am I.”

Except he wasn’t. Not entirely. And she knew it.

Her hands slid around his back, fingertips tracing the hem of his shirt. “Whatever you’re planning, it better not involve some tacky hotel sex game like 'guess who’s touching you'.”

“No games,” Gavin said. “Only something we both want.”

She wanted to ask more—but didn’t. Not yet. Instead, she leaned into his chest and let herself be held.

Whatever it was, he wasn’t pushing. He was waiting.

Waiting for her to say yes without needing to ask the question out loud.

The highway stretched out in front of them, golden with late afternoon light. They had the windows cracked just enough to let in the crisp air, warm but fading, a sign that summer was ending. Abby’s hair fluttered slightly as she rested her head against the seat, heels off, bare feet tucked up under her.

Gavin had one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her thigh.

He hadn’t said much since they pulled onto the freeway. Just hummed along with the playlist she’d made the night before, tapping his thumb idly against her leg in rhythm. Not absent-mindedly—he was never absent-minded. No, this was a quiet kind of focus. Like something was coiled inside him, and he didn’t want to let it out yet.

Abby reached over and ran her fingers down the back of his neck. “You’re being suspiciously quiet.”

He smiled, eyes on the road. “I’m driving.”

“You drive all the time and still manage to run your mouth.”

Gavin shrugged. “I’m just thinking.”

“Uh-huh.”

She looked out the window, then back at him, biting the inside of her cheek.

“Thinking about tonight?” she asked casually.

“Mm-hmm.”

She shifted slightly in her seat, letting her dress ride up a little as she stretched. “So, what’s the plan after dinner? Champagne? Hot tub? Me wearing nothing but room service?”

His hand squeezed her thigh. “Something like that.”

Abby smirked, leaning a little closer. “You know… if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were finally cashing in that fantasy card.”

“What card?” he asked, too casually.

She gave him a look. “Don’t act dumb. You remember.”

Gavin stayed quiet for a moment. Then, “The one where I get to watch my wife come harder for another man than she ever has for me?”

She laughed—too loud, a little breathless. “You make it sound so romantic.”

“It is romantic,” he said. “I want you to feel everything. I want to see you... completely out of control.”

The air changed in the car.

Abby shifted again, slower this time. “So you do remember.”

“I haven’t forgotten a single detail.”

She licked her lips. “But that was a joke.”

“You were the only one laughing.”

The silence stretched. He didn’t look at her. Didn’t have to. She felt it anyway—heat crawling up her chest, down between her thighs. Her stomach tightened.

“I thought you were drunk when you said it,” she murmured.

“I wasn’t. And neither were you when you asked if I’d really want to see it.”

She turned to face the window again, heart thudding now.

He was serious.

“Gavin…” she said, unsure if it was a question or a warning.

“I didn’t bring anyone, Abby.” His voice was calm. “Not unless you wanted that. And you haven’t told me you did.”

She said nothing for a few seconds. Her fingers twisted in her lap.

“I didn’t tell you I didn’t,” she finally said, almost too quiet to hear.

That made him look over at her—just for a moment. She caught the flicker of something in his expression. Not surprise. Satisfaction.

He turned back to the road. “Then maybe it’s still on the table.”

She swallowed hard. “Would you really just… sit and watch?”

He smirked faintly. “I might do more than that.”

Abby felt herself clench without meaning to.

She looked down at her hands, then out the window again, the sun starting to dip low on the horizon. It painted everything in gold and pink and shadow. Her reflection in the glass looked flushed.

She wasn’t sure what this was leading to.

But the longer he stayed quiet, the louder her own thoughts became.

The silence between them stretched again, not heavy but thick—filled with everything neither of them had quite said yet. Abby picked at a thread on the hem of her dress, then dropped her hand and looked out the window, watching trees whip by in a blur.

She didn’t want to be the first to say it. But the words wouldn’t stay down.

“You remember that thing we talked about… with another guy?”

Gavin didn’t flinch. Didn’t miss a beat.

“I think about it all the time.”

Abby turned toward him. Her pulse quickened.

“I figured you forgot,” she said softly.

He shook his head. “I think about it more than I probably should.”

Abby raised her brows. “Yeah?”

“Mm-hmm.”

She leaned back into the seat. “I remember what you said.”

He glanced at her, only for a second. “Which part?”

“You said you wanted to watch. That you wanted to see me taken—like I’d never been before. That you wanted someone else to fuck me while you sat there and watched.”

Gavin’s knuckles tightened slightly on the wheel. “Yeah,” he said. “That part.”

Abby smiled faintly to herself. “I thought you were kidding.”

“I wasn’t.”

“I know that now.”

Another beat passed. Abby let her head roll toward him.

“And you said something else,” she added, voice just a little breathier now.

“What did I say?”

“You said… ‘You’d be even hotter when you’re not mine for a little while.’”

Gavin exhaled hard through his nose, a sound somewhere between a laugh and a groan.

“I was really horny that night.”

“You were honest.”

He reached across the console and rested his hand on her bare knee. “I meant it.”

Abby’s thighs shifted slightly under his palm, but she didn’t pull away.

“I remember not sleeping,” she said. “That night.”

“I know.”

“I thought about it after. More than I thought I would.”

“You got quiet for a couple days. I didn’t want to push.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

“But you didn’t forget it either, did you?”

She didn’t answer right away. She didn’t have to.

“I kept thinking,” she said eventually, her voice low, “about what it would feel like. Knowing someone else was touching me… while you watched. Not behind your back. Not dirty. Just… real. You, seeing everything. Not stopping it. Wanting it.”

Gavin’s hand on her knee moved slowly upward. “You liked that idea?”

“I hated that I liked it.”

“You were probably soaked thinking about it.”

She didn’t deny it.

Gavin looked at her again. This time, longer. “Abby,” he said. “If I wanted to give you that tonight… would you let me?”

Her heart thumped hard in her chest. Her eyes were locked on his, her breathing unsteady.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I think I might.”

He leaned over and kissed her knuckles, then shifted back in his seat and returned his hand to the wheel.

“That’s all I needed to know.”

They didn’t speak again for a while. The music played softly. Her pulse stayed high.

In the distance, the city skyline began to rise against the darkening sky.

The valet opened Abby’s door before she had a chance to fully catch her breath.

She stepped out slowly, her dress sliding over her thighs, heels clicking softly on the pavement. The Harrow rose above them like something out of a movie—sleek, glass-wrapped, glowing from within. It felt like stepping into someone else’s life. Some richer, braver version of herself.

Gavin handed the valet the keys, barely sparing the car a glance as he moved to Abby’s side and rested his hand on her lower back. His touch was light, but it lingered.

“I told them to expect us,” he murmured near her ear.

Inside, the lobby was cool and quiet, the lighting soft, amber-toned. A large abstract sculpture sat near the elevator bank, polished to a shine, catching the light like liquid gold. Abby’s heels were muffled by the thick carpet as they approached the front desk.

The woman behind the counter smiled brightly. “Good evening. Checking in?”

“Yes,” Gavin said. “Langston. One night.”

Abby’s head turned. “Langston?”

Gavin didn’t look at her. “Thought it’d be fun. Something about using your maiden name tonight just… fits.”

Abby blinked, pulse skipping.

The clerk handed him two key cards. “Executive corner suite. Top floor. City view. And… happy anniversary.”

“Thank you,” Gavin said smoothly, slipping the cards into his jacket.

They stepped into the elevator alone.

Abby leaned against the mirrored wall, eyeing him. “Langston, huh?”

He gave her a small, unreadable smile. “You don’t like it?”

“No, I do. It’s just… you’re acting like this is some kind of roleplay.”

“Maybe it is.”

She raised her brow. “And who am I in this one?”

“The woman who’s about to be treated exactly the way she deserves to be.”

The elevator chimed, doors opening to a wide hallway bathed in low golden light. Thick carpet. Silence. The kind of silence that made you whisper without realizing.

Suite 3906 was at the far end.

Gavin swiped the key, pushed the door open, and stepped aside to let her in first.

Abby walked in slowly.

It was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows along the far wall revealed the city skyline bathed in sunset. A king-sized bed with black satin sheets. A marble bar stocked with top-shelf everything. A low table already set with a silver bucket of chilled champagne.

And there—on the edge of the bed—sat a folded slip of fabric.

Abby didn’t move.

Gavin shut the door behind them with a soft click.

Her voice was quiet. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Only if you want it to be.”

She stepped closer. The blindfold was midnight blue silk, matching the dress she wore. It was soft, expensive-looking, and very deliberate.

Her fingers hovered over it.

“You packed this?” she asked, not looking at him.

“I ordered it.”

Abby turned. “Gavin…”

He stepped closer, resting his hands lightly on her waist. “I told you. We don’t have to do anything. If you want dinner and a bubble bath and nothing else, then that’s what we do.”

“But if I put that on…”

“Then you’re saying yes. To whatever happens next. On your terms. Always.”

Abby’s chest rose and fell. Her heart felt too loud in her ears.

She looked down at the blindfold, then back up at him. “You’re serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious in my life.”

She didn’t answer. Not right away.

She walked to the bed, picked up the blindfold, and let the silk slip through her fingers. Then she turned back to him, something sharp and electric in her eyes.

“I didn’t bring anything slutty enough,” she whispered.

Gavin’s jaw tightened. He stepped toward her.

“I packed for you,” he said. “It’s in the closet.”

The closet door opened with a quiet glide.

Inside, a single hanger held a garment bag. Black, zippered, anonymous. Abby reached out and tugged the zipper down, revealing a sheer black lingerie set with satin straps and delicate embroidery across the cups. It looked more like something meant to be photographed than worn. Or torn off.

She stared at it for a long time.

“I had them deliver it this afternoon,” Gavin said from behind her. “I guessed the size.”

“You guessed right,” she said without turning.

“I always do.”

She didn’t reply. Just kept her hand on the edge of the bag, heart pounding.

A beat passed.

“I’m not afraid,” she said quietly.

“I know.”

“I just want to be sure this is for me. Not because it turns you on. Not because you want a show.”

“It is a show,” he said. “But not for them. For you.”

She finally turned, her face unreadable. “So… you’re not worried about someone else touching me?”

“I’m counting on it.”

She sucked in a breath. That answer. It shouldn't have turned her on the way it did—but it did. She felt it pulse low in her belly, heat gathering between her thighs.

“Is there someone already here?” she asked.

Gavin shook his head. “No.”

“But someone’s coming?”

“Only if you put that on.” He nodded toward the blindfold on the bed. “And tell me you want them to.”

Abby walked back to the bed.

The silk slipped easily through her fingers as she picked it up again.

“You’d really just sit there and watch?”

Gavin moved behind her. She could feel his breath near her ear.

“I’d worship you,” he said. “Every second.”

Abby’s throat went dry. She turned slowly to face him.

“Champagne,” she said.

Gavin blinked. “What?”

“Pour me a glass. Then leave me alone for fifteen minutes. I want to change.”

He grinned, then crossed to the bar and popped the bottle with a satisfying hiss. The bubbles rushed in the glass as he poured, his movements calm, precise.

She took the flute from his hand.

He didn’t speak again.

He simply kissed her once—slow and soft—and stepped into the adjoining room, closing the double doors behind him.

Alone now, Abby stood in the center of the suite, glass in hand, blindfold at her side.

She sipped once. Let the chill bite her tongue. Let the burn settle in her chest.

Then she looked at the blindfold again.

She didn’t know who would walk through the door tonight.

But she was ready to be seen—without seeing anything at all.


CHAPTER TWO




The silence in the suite felt heavy now.

Abby stood barefoot on the cool marble floor, staring at her open suitcase. The delicate lingerie set Gavin had selected was draped across the back of the velvet armchair. It looked fragile. Impossibly small. More like decoration than something meant to be worn.

She touched the fabric. The sheer black mesh felt like nothing between her fingers, the embroidery across the cups stitched in swirling floral patterns that would barely cover anything. The panties—if they could be called that—were little more than satin strings and a whisper of lace.

Her throat tightened.

Slowly, she reached for the bra and slipped the straps over her arms. The cups hugged her breasts in a way that made her feel almost ornamental—more art than woman. The band closed with a gentle snap at the back. She turned to check herself in the mirror and had to stop.

She didn’t look like herself.

Not Abby Crane, wife of ten years, HR specialist, the woman who fell asleep in oversized t-shirts and made lists for fun.

No. This was someone else.

Someone created.

Made for looking at. Made for watching.

She stepped into the panties next, adjusting the satin at her hips, the thin triangle of lace barely offering modesty. When she moved, it shifted, teasing the edge of what was hidden.

The robe came last. Black chiffon, full-length, slit on both sides, tied at the waist. She didn’t bother closing it all the way. It would come off soon. She already knew that.

Her heart beat harder as she moved toward the bed and sat down to slide the thigh-high stockings up each leg. The smooth fabric gripped tightly, clinging to her skin like a second layer. She took her time fastening the garter straps—tightening each clip with shaking fingers.

By the time she stood again, she felt like she’d left herself behind.

Abby looked in the mirror once more. She didn’t see the same woman who packed this morning. She didn’t even see the woman from the car ride. The version of herself staring back now was braver. Hungrier. Less afraid of what she might want.

A knock came at the door—soft, intentional.

Abby didn’t answer. She stepped away from the mirror and walked back into the center of the room, the slit of the robe fluttering open slightly as she moved.

“Come in,” she said, voice quiet but clear.

The door creaked open behind her.

She didn’t turn around.

Gavin closed the door gently behind him.

He didn’t speak right away. She heard the air leave his lungs, slow and measured—like he was looking at a masterpiece, not a woman he’d already undressed a hundred times.

Abby turned her head slightly, not fully facing him, but enough to catch his reflection in the mirror. His eyes were darker now, focused, drinking her in with that slow-burning gaze he reserved for when he wanted her to melt.

He took a step closer. Then another.

“You’re going to break me in half,” he said softly.

Abby’s lips curved. “That was the goal.”

His hands slipped around her waist from behind. He didn’t grope. Didn’t grab. He just held her—his fingertips barely touching, reverent.

“I can’t believe you’re mine,” he murmured.

“You’re the one who dressed me up like this,” she said, her voice thinner now, tension building inside her like static under her skin. “I just followed instructions.”

He turned her gently until she faced him. His hands moved slowly down her arms, then to her hips. His eyes never left hers.

“You followed them too well.”

Abby swallowed. His closeness made it harder to breathe. Her robe was slipping from one shoulder, exposing the curve of her collarbone and the black strap beneath.

Gavin reached up to adjust it, then let his hand trail downward, across her chest, pausing just above her heart.

“You know what this does to me?” he asked, his voice quiet, almost reverent.

“I think I’m starting to.”

“No,” he said, his thumb brushing lightly over her nipple through the sheer fabric. “Not just this. You. Letting me do this. Letting me see you like this. For them.”

Her breath caught. The word sat heavy in the air—them.

She felt herself ache just hearing it again.

“You’re not afraid?” she whispered.

“Only of you changing your mind.”

Abby looked up at him. “I won’t.”

Gavin stepped back and lowered himself to one knee. He didn’t say anything this time. Just reached out and gently began fastening the garter clips that had come undone.

One by one. Quiet, focused, careful.

Like she was something sacred.

When he finished, he kissed the inside of her thigh—just once. A soft, slow kiss. Nothing possessive. Nothing that said mine. Just a silent thank you.

Abby’s knees almost buckled.

She reached for his shoulders, grounding herself.

“I don’t feel like myself,” she admitted.

“You’re more yourself now than I’ve ever seen you.”

She nodded once, unable to answer. He rose, his hands brushing over her sides as he stood.

Then, without a word, he crossed the room and picked up the blindfold.

He held it with both hands, palms open.

Her heart beat faster.

Abby stared at the blindfold.

It looked softer than she remembered. Smoother. Almost gentle in Gavin’s hands, as if he were holding something alive.

Her breath slowed. The rest of the room—its golden light, the murmur of city traffic far below, even Gavin himself—faded behind the weight of this one moment.

No pressure.

No demand.

Just a choice.

She stepped toward him and reached up, brushing her fingers along his jaw before lifting her hair.

“Do it,” she said.

Gavin moved slowly. He stepped behind her and slipped the silk across her eyes, lowering it until everything dimmed, then disappeared. The fabric hugged her face—tight, but not too tight. He tied it behind her head, his knuckles grazing her skin.

Darkness.

Total.

No light leaked in. No outline of the room. Just heat, breath, the sound of Gavin moving behind her.

She flinched when she heard it: a soft click, like a phone unlocking. Then another—music. Low, pulsing, sensual. The kind of music you didn’t dance to but moved to. Subtle, steady, all bass and skin.

Abby’s mouth parted. Her hands hovered at her sides, unsure of what to do.

“Don’t move,” Gavin whispered, so close his lips nearly brushed her ear. “Just feel.”

She nodded.

Her hearing sharpened instantly. She could hear everything now. The way the chiffon of her robe whispered when she shifted. The soft inhale Gavin took as he stepped around her. The faint clink of glass on the bar. The rhythmic hum of music vibrating in her chest.

Without her eyes, she could feel more.

The air kissed her thighs where the robe was open. Goosebumps prickled her arms. The silk blindfold clung to her face like a second skin.

Her legs trembled slightly. She didn’t know if it was nerves or arousal.

Maybe both.

“I’ve got you,” Gavin said. “You’re safe.”

He brushed her cheek with the back of his hand. Then he stepped away.

Abby listened.

She counted the steps as he moved across the room—four, maybe five—and then there was silence.

Not total silence.

She heard the faint creak of another door in the suite.

Not the one they came in through.

A different one.

A door she didn’t know was there.

Her lips parted.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to.

The game had started.

And she was in it now.

The blindfold stayed warm against her face, hugging the curve of her cheekbones and pressing softly over her eyelids. It should have felt smothering, or strange, but it didn’t. It felt… sensual. Like a lover’s hand covering her eyes in the dark.

Abby stood still, just as Gavin told her. Her arms hung loosely by her sides, fingers twitching slightly with the urge to fidget.

She could hear her own breathing—slower now, but shallow. In through the nose, out through parted lips. Her mouth had gone dry. Not from fear, not exactly—but something close. Something electric, on the edge of panic but not quite tipping over.

There was no sound from Gavin.

But she felt him go. It was like the temperature in the room changed.

The space behind her, once so full of his presence, now seemed vast and empty.

Then: a door creaked open.

Soft. Controlled. Not hurried.

She held her breath.

She couldn’t tell where the door was. It hadn’t come from behind her—not the hallway. Maybe a connecting room? A side entrance? Had it been open this whole time?

Her ears strained. Every faint shift of air, every soft pad of a shoe on carpet sent a bolt of sensation down her spine.

She felt watched.

Not in the passive way people looked at you across a room.

No, this was intentional.

Someone was looking at her the way Gavin did sometimes—when she was undressing, or coming, or pushing her legs open for him without being told. That gaze she could feel without seeing.

But this wasn’t Gavin.

She was sure of it.

Her nipples stiffened against the mesh of her bra. She became acutely aware of the way the robe had fallen open again, exposing her stomach, the thin lace barely covering the swell of her breasts. Her thighs pressed together, instinctive, as if her body were trying to protect itself from the intensity—and failing.

Her thoughts began to spin.

There’s someone else here.

He’s looking at me.

He’s not saying anything.

What if it’s more than one?

She swallowed hard.

What if Gavin had planned more than one?

She had asked about someone. Singular. But his answers had always been vague—what she wanted, what she was ready for. Not who. Not how many.

Her chest rose and fell with each breath, shallow now. Her arms goosebumped. Her stomach felt like it was tightening into itself—expectation clawing at her from the inside.

And still… no touch.

No voice.

Just presence.

It was unbearable. And thrilling.

The music in the background pulsed like a heartbeat. Slow, rhythmic. Like it was keeping time for what hadn’t started yet.

Abby shifted her weight from one heel to the other. The garter tugged lightly against her skin with the movement.

Then—she heard it.

Footsteps.

Not Gavin’s.

Heavier. Slower. Intentional.

Coming closer.

She stood frozen, blindfolded, breath caught in her throat. Her arms tingled with nerves. Her stomach flipped.

And still, she didn’t say a word.

A hand touched her elbow.

Not a grab—just a soft press. Deliberate. Testing.

Abby startled slightly. Her instinct was to pull back, to question, but she didn’t. She stayed frozen, lips parting, heart crashing into her ribs.

The hand slid down her forearm, grazing the inside of her wrist. Skin on skin. Warm, dry, slow.

It wasn’t Gavin.

She knew his touch blind. This wasn’t him.

And for a moment, that truth hit her like a shock to the system.

This wasn’t him.

This was someone else.

Another man was touching her.

She felt her knees tense—her balance shift—her stomach flip over. Her breath caught again. Not from fear, not from anything cold or wrong… but from the fact that it was real now. Not just a picture in her head. Not a whispered confession or a wine-drenched fantasy curled up on their couch. This was happening.

And she wasn’t stopping it.

The hand slid back up her arm, firmer this time. Then another hand—on her waist.

Two.

Two hands. Two different sides.

Not Gavin.

He’s letting this happen.

She tried to picture what Gavin saw—her, standing tall in lingerie and heels, blindfolded, completely still while another man touched her like he had every right.

He’s watching me give myself away.

The thought made her thighs clench involuntarily.

She expected guilt. Maybe even shame. Something to signal that this had gone too far.

But instead, what came was need.

Raw, low, intense.

The hands at her waist tugged gently, adjusting her position—closer to something. Someone.

She felt him behind her now. His body didn’t touch hers, not quite, but the heat of him radiated through the sheer robe. She could hear him breathing. Slow. Heavy.

Her breath was no better.

She was wet already. She knew it. She could feel the soft ache building between her thighs, and it infuriated and thrilled her at the same time.

She had no idea who was behind her.

And her body wanted more.

The hand on her right arm left her—gone for a second—and then fingertips brushed the curve of her breast. Just one stroke, light, over the mesh fabric of her bra. Enough to lift her nipple through the embroidery. Enough to make her gasp.

She hated how quickly her body betrayed her.

Her breath caught again.

“I—” she started.

A voice stopped her.

Not from the stranger. From across the room.

Gavin’s.

“Do you trust me?” he asked, calm and close, though not next to her.

She turned her head slightly toward the sound, lips parted.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Then don’t think. Just feel.”

The stranger’s hand returned to her breast.

This time, it lingered. Palmed gently. Pressed.

Abby arched into it before she realized she had.

She couldn't believe herself. Couldn’t believe this was her.

But her mind wasn’t shouting no.

It was begging for more.


CHAPTER THREE




A breath.

That’s all it was—a quiet, warm breath, just behind her ear.

Then a voice.

“You’re stunning like this.”

Not Gavin.

The man’s voice was lower, rougher, with a gravelly tone that felt like it had been soaked in whiskey and used to saying things that should stay behind closed doors. Not sharp. Not aggressive. Just… confident. Like he’d already decided she belonged to him.

Abby’s thighs tightened.

“I didn’t expect her to be this perfect,” the man continued, his fingers grazing her wrist before running up her bare arm. “You really dressed her up just to give her away?”

She heard Gavin chuckle. It came from across the room, near the bar.

“I dress her up to be worshipped. Doesn’t mean I won’t take her back after you’re done.”

“Generous,” the man said, brushing Abby’s hair away from her neck.

“She’s mine,” Gavin added. “But tonight she’s everyone’s.”

Abby gasped before she could stop herself.

The stranger’s lips didn’t touch her yet—but she felt him smile against the side of her throat.

“You hear that?” he whispered. “That moan wasn’t even from a touch. Just from knowing what’s coming.”

Oh my God.

Her face flushed. Her body was trembling now, and she didn’t know if it was fear or pure, burning anticipation. Her hands twitched at her sides, unsure of what to hold onto. There was nothing—only sensation. Only heat. Only the sound of these two men talking about her like she wasn’t even standing there.

Except she was. God, she was.

Abby tried to speak, but her lips just opened and stayed that way. Her chest was rising and falling faster now. Her nipples had been hard for what felt like hours. Her panties—barely there—were soaked.

This isn’t just hot. This is happening. This is real.

Another hand—new or the same, she couldn’t tell—touched her hip. It slid along the waistband of her panties, middle finger dipping beneath the fabric before retreating. Just a tease.

The stranger spoke again.

“You like being blindfolded, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

He laughed under his breath. “Too shy to say it, but your body doesn’t lie.”

From across the room, Gavin’s voice came—low and clear.

“She gets like this when she wants to be used.”

Abby whimpered.

“Don’t let her shy voice fool you,” Gavin added. “She’ll take everything you give her. She’ll beg for it by the time she’s half full.”

Abby swallowed hard.

She couldn’t believe how wet she was. How needy. The words were filth, and yet they didn’t embarrass her—they made her ache. Her brain told her to feel shame. Her body? Her body was already leaning into the next touch, the next word, the next moment that would push her further into surrender.

The stranger behind her pressed a hand to her lower stomach, holding her still.

“I’m gonna kiss her,” he said to Gavin.

“Go ahead.”

And just like that, another man’s lips touched her neck.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t rough.

It was claiming.

And she didn’t stop it.

She tilted her head.

She let him.

The stranger’s lips moved lower, tracing a slow, steady line from the base of Abby’s neck to the curve where shoulder met collarbone. His breath was hot against her skin, but it wasn’t just the heat of him—it was the knowing in every movement. The certainty. He touched her like someone who didn’t ask for permission because he knew it had already been given.

And she had given it. Not in words. Not in contracts. But in the way she stood still, trembling but open, blindfolded in front of two men who weren’t her husband, and didn’t need to be.

His mouth lingered for a second longer. Then he moved in front of her.

She felt his presence shift—felt the air stir, the sound of his weight settling slightly as he stepped closer. His hand came to her jaw. Fingers rough, palm warm. He tilted her head upward just a little.

“Look at me,” he whispered, knowing she couldn’t.

That line made her breath catch.

She didn’t respond—not with words—but she didn’t pull away either. Her lips parted without thought. Not because she wanted to be obedient. Because her body was already ahead of her.

He kissed her.

It wasn’t tentative. There was no caution in it. No testing the waters. His mouth covered hers in a slow, forceful slide, tongue pressing deep, taking her the way she hadn’t been taken in years. He kissed her like a man claiming something, like someone who’d wanted her long before he ever met her.

Abby gasped into him, and that only gave him more room. His tongue slid against hers, coaxing and relentless. Her hands came up without thinking, fingers curling into the front of his shirt, gripping hard. She needed to hold on to something—anything—because everything else was falling out from under her.

His other hand cupped her ass, fingers spreading wide, squeezing. He pulled her forward, just enough to make her feel how close he was, how big he was, how this wasn’t a kiss between strangers. It was a warning.

He broke the kiss first. Not far—just enough to let her breathe.

“You taste like you’ve been waiting to be kissed like that,” he murmured.

Abby’s chest rose and fell rapidly. Her lips tingled, wet from him. She was dizzy, disoriented, her skin flushed and hypersensitive.

From across the room, Gavin’s voice reached her, soft and thick with arousal.

“Was it everything you thought it’d be?”

She couldn’t speak.

She didn’t know how to answer that.

Her brain couldn’t even form the words. She just nodded, barely, the movement slight and unsteady.

The man’s thumb slid across her bottom lip.

“She’s a good little slut when you shut her eyes,” he said, almost admiring.

The word hit hard. Slut.

Not an insult. Not here. Not with Gavin still watching.

Her thighs clenched again, panties now embarrassingly damp, the lace likely ruined. And somehow, that only made it better. Her embarrassment was part of the arousal now.

“She likes that,” Gavin said. “Call her that again.”

The man chuckled, low and deep.

“You like being called a slut, pretty girl?”

Abby hesitated—only for a second—then gave a slow, shaky nod.

She couldn’t see it, but she heard the exhale that left him.

“You’re going to be my favorite kind,” he said. “The kind that comes just from being looked at.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t recognize herself. Not her words. Not her reactions. Not this version of her that let herself be touched, kissed, praised by men she didn’t know—and wanted more.

But God, she did want more.

She was already halfway gone.

Hands.

She couldn’t tell how many at first—just that they were everywhere.

One slid around her from behind, slipping beneath the edge of her robe and gripping her hip hard enough to make her gasp. Another, smoother and slower, moved up her side from the front, brushing the underside of her breast through the mesh. Fingers grazed her nipple and paused, circling once, then pinching gently. The sensation shot through her like electricity.

She jerked slightly, not pulling away—just reacting. But they didn’t stop.

They just laughed.

“She’s sensitive,” one of them said, voice rich and warm and amused. “I like that.”

“You’ll like how wet she is even more,” came the reply from behind her, the second man, whose grip had moved to the top of her thigh.

“I already do.”

His fingers slid down, between her legs—still over the lace, still teasing—but he knew. They both knew.

Abby stood there, head tilted back slightly, panting. She was floating. Trembling. Unable to hide the heat between her legs or the way her hips tilted forward for more friction. Her mind screamed slow down, but her body only pushed harder into their touch.

“You feel that?” the man in front of her asked. “You’re soaked through, sweetheart. That’s not nerves. That’s need.”

Her lips parted. She tried to deny it. She couldn’t.

Then Gavin’s voice came again, calm and sure.

“That’s how I knew she was ready.”

A hand tugged her robe open completely, letting it fall behind her arms. She was still in the lingerie, blindfolded, heels on—but now fully exposed. The cool air hit her flushed skin, contrasting the warmth of their hands.

“You dressed her like a gift,” one said.

“She is,” Gavin replied.

The man behind her pressed closer. She could feel him now—his chest against her back, the hard line of his arousal pressing against her ass. His hands slid up to cup both of her breasts, squeezing gently before rolling her nipples between his fingers.

Abby cried out, not from pain—just overwhelmed.

“I love how responsive she is,” he murmured into her ear. “Like she’s been waiting her whole life for someone to take this control away from her.”

The man in front dropped to his knees. She could hear the shift in his weight, then felt his hands sliding up her thighs, spreading them slightly.

“She has no idea what she looks like right now,” he said. “You should see this, man. She’s shaking.”

Gavin chuckled. “She’s never looked better.”

Fingers slid under the thin lace of her panties. One slipped between her folds. The friction was slow, gentle—but deliberate. He didn’t rush. He just stroked her, right there, where she was throbbing.

“Jesus,” the man whispered. “You weren’t kidding. She’s soaked.”

Her head dropped forward slightly, a soft moan slipping out before she could stop it.

She didn’t even know who was touching her now. Didn’t care.

Everything inside her felt too tight. Her skin buzzed with heat. Her thoughts were no longer in sentences. Just sensation, craving, disbelief.

How is this happening? How am I letting this happen?

But her body answered before her brain could.

Because she wasn’t just letting it.

She wanted it.

Her thighs were spreading wider. Her lips were parting to beg for more. Her hands searched for anything to hold onto—shoulders, arms, chest. All of it belonged to strangers now.

One finger slid inside her, just an inch, just enough to tease.

The man kissed her stomach as he did it. His other hand gripped the back of her thigh, pulling her slightly forward onto him. He groaned against her skin.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You were made for this.”

She didn’t remember letting go of the robe—it had slipped off at some point, barely clinging to her arms before sliding silently down to the floor, pooling around her heels in a puddle of black chiffon. She was barely aware of it, too focused on the sensations assaulting her from all sides. Hands cupped her breasts again, warm and sure, not Gavin’s—firmer, more possessive. She was being touched with the kind of confidence that didn’t come from love or familiarity. It came from intent. From the knowledge that she was available.

One man stood behind her, his mouth near her ear, the words he whispered sending hot pulses straight between her thighs. The other was still kneeling at her front, his fingers tracing maddening circles along the edges of her panties, skimming her slick folds without giving her the pressure she needed. Their hands didn’t fumble. They didn’t hesitate. They weren’t trying to ease her into it anymore—they knew she was in. Her hips had already started moving subtly with every touch. Her breath was ragged. The front of her panties was soaked through, and they hadn’t even kissed her again yet.

She felt like she was splitting open.

When the man behind her slid his hands up her back and under the bra strap, she didn’t flinch. She didn’t tense. She just let him. Her shoulders dropped slightly in surrender as he unclasped the hook and let the sheer bra fall away from her chest. It caught slightly on one stiff nipple before tumbling to the floor beside her robe. Her breasts were now bare—completely exposed. She couldn’t see anything, but she could feel the difference in the air across her skin, the way the coolness kissed her nipples, and the silence between the men that lingered for just a moment longer than it should have.

“Fuck,” one of them whispered, reverent. “Look at her tits.”

A different voice—maybe the one in front—followed with a groan. “Those are wasted under clothes.”

Abby felt heat bloom in her face. Her cheeks burned. But it wasn’t humiliation—it was need. The kind of deep, vibrating arousal that made her want to be looked at. Touched. Owned. Used. She stood there in heels and a blindfold, bare from the waist up, heart pounding so loud she could hear it between her ears, and all she could think was how badly she wanted them to keep going.

She felt a kiss on her left breast. Then the right. Then a tongue—hot, wet, teasing—flicking across one aching nipple before closing around it. She moaned, louder now, unable to stop the sound. Her hands gripped the back of the man’s neck instinctively as he suckled her, his fingers now gripping her hips harder, holding her in place while he worked her like she was already his.

“Goddamn,” Gavin’s voice came from somewhere nearby, thick with heat. “You should see your face, baby. You’ve never looked like this.”

That sent another wave of heat rushing through her.

She wasn’t just doing this for herself. Gavin was watching. He was seeing her stripped down, touched by other men, taken apart bit by bit—and he wanted it. He wanted to see her like this. Slutty. Open. Needy. Her husband wasn’t being replaced. He was orchestrating it. Approving it. Getting off on it.

And that made her even wetter.

One of the men pulled her panties down next, slowly, carefully, like he was unwrapping a prize. The lace peeled away from her soaked slit with a sticky sound that made her knees go weak. He didn’t say anything—just slid the material down her thighs, over her calves, and helped her step out of them. She felt his hands linger at her ankles before trailing back up her legs, this time without stopping. One hand slid between her thighs, palm cupping her heat, fingers sliding back and forth, teasing her folds.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured. “This pussy’s starving.”

She gasped as two fingers pressed in—not all the way, just enough to feel her warmth, her slickness. He didn’t fuck her with them. Not yet. He just held them there, letting her clench around the intrusion while his other hand moved to her ass, kneading roughly.

“She’s shaking,” he added with a grin in his voice.

Abby whimpered, unsure if she was trying to speak or just trying to breathe. She had never felt so exposed in her life. Blindfolded. Fully naked. Two strangers touching her like they owned her. Gavin nearby, watching like it was a private performance just for him.

She should have been ashamed.

Instead, she felt powerful.

Desired in a way she had never allowed herself to be. Raw. Wild. Not Abby-the-wife. Not the careful, sweet, polite woman she was in daylight. This version of her was darker. Hungrier. And when the fingers slid deeper inside her, her head tipped back and her moan came out unfiltered, broken, filthy.

“I want more,” she whispered.

She wasn’t sure who was speaking anymore.

One man was behind her, lips hot against the shell of her ear, breath warm and constant. The other was in front, kneeling again, dragging his fingertips along the inside of her thighs, pausing just short of her entrance every time. Their voices overlapped—one deep and smooth, the other rougher, scratchier, like someone used to saying bad things in the dark.

"Do you even know what you look like right now?" the one in front of her asked. "You’re trembling, blindfolded, tits out, soaking wet... and you still haven’t said stop.”

“Because she doesn’t want to stop,” the other one said, licking the words into her ear. “She wants this. She wants to be taken.”

Abby’s mouth opened, but nothing came out. She felt like she was slipping under. Everything was heat and tension. The blindfold made the room disappear, and in its place was only sound, scent, skin, voice. Every part of her felt alive, exposed, crackling with nerve endings. She was naked—truly naked—not just in body but in everything. There was no modesty left. No privacy. They were talking about her like she was property, and she couldn’t remember the last time something had turned her on so violently.

She didn’t know who she was supposed to be right now. Wife? Toy? Goddess? Slut? She was all of it. Somehow all of it at once.

“Look at this pussy,” the man kneeling said, voice full of disbelief and awe. “Dripping like she’s been waiting her whole life to get passed around.”

“She has,” Gavin said from the side of the room. “She just didn’t know it yet.”

The sound of his voice—so calm, so approving—sent a full-body shiver down Abby’s spine. She turned her head toward him even though she couldn’t see him. Her lips trembled.

“You look so good like this, baby,” he said. “I’ve never seen you like this. Open. Wild. Shameless.”

“I feel...” she tried, but her voice cracked. “I don’t know what I feel.”

“You feel used,” the man behind her said. “And wanted.”

“You feel owned,” Gavin said gently. “And you are. Still mine. Always mine. But tonight, they get to see what I’ve always known.”

The man in front of her stood slowly, his chest brushing hers. He leaned close to her ear, his hand still cupping her between the legs, fingers slick from how soaked she was.

“You’re going to be so easy to fuck,” he whispered, biting her earlobe. “Your husband’s going to love watching your face when you realize how hard we’re going to make you come.”

Abby moaned, involuntary and loud. Her body betrayed every single thought she hadn’t yet dared to say out loud. She wanted to be used. She wanted to be told she was fuckable. She wanted to be watched, exposed, praised and ruined all at once.

One hand slid up her stomach, over her breast, squeezing hard enough to make her hiss.

“You like that?” the man asked. “You like being told what a desperate little thing you are?”

She nodded quickly, blindfold trembling as her whole body shook.

“Say it,” Gavin said from the chair. “Tell them what you are.”

Her lips parted again, tongue thick with shame, but the words came anyway.

“I’m yours,” she said, breathless. “But tonight I’m your slut.”

It didn’t sound rehearsed. It didn’t even sound like her.

It sounded like a woman giving up control because she finally wanted to.

And they believed her.

The man behind her stepped in closer, his cock hard and pressed now against the curve of her ass. She felt it through his pants. Felt it twitch as she said the word. “Good girl,” he whispered.

“You’re going to be so full tonight,” the man in front of her added, palming her jaw. “Three cocks and only one mouth to beg with.”

The final thread snapped inside her.

She moaned again—louder this time—and let her body lean forward, resting her cheek against a stranger’s chest. She couldn’t see his face, couldn’t even remember what Gavin had said about how this would begin. All she knew was that she had never been this wet, this needy, or this far from the version of herself she thought she was supposed to be.

And the wildest part?

She didn’t want to go back.


CHAPTER FOUR




The hands returned—one set at her waist, another at her wrist—and this time, they moved with purpose. She didn’t resist when they turned her body, guiding her steps backward across the suite, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood before disappearing into the plush give of the bedroom rug. With each step, her stomach turned tighter, her mouth drier, her thoughts louder.

They’re taking me to the bed. I’m about to be fucked. Gavin’s about to watch me get fucked.

Her breath stuttered, caught halfway in her chest, and she didn’t even try to calm it. The blindfold was still wrapped tight across her eyes, keeping everything hidden except the rising sound of their footsteps, the shift of weight behind her, the rustle of sheets being pulled back.

When the backs of her knees touched the edge of the mattress, she let out a soft sound—something between a gasp and a plea.

One of the men leaned in close behind her. His voice was deeper now, slower, rich with intent.

“Climb up, sweetheart,” he said. “Let us see what you look like on all fours.”

She hesitated, just for a second. Not out of resistance, but disbelief. Even now, even after everything they’d done to her, part of her still didn’t believe it was real—that she was about to kneel on a hotel bed blindfolded, naked, thighs dripping, and offer herself up to strangers with her husband sitting just feet away.

But it was real.

And she wanted it.

She climbed.

The mattress gave under her knees, firm but soft, expensive. She moved forward slowly, finding her balance, hands settling in front of her, chest dropping, back arching slightly. The position was humiliating and erotic all at once—every part of her exposed, opened, offered.

One man stood at the edge of the bed behind her, and she felt his eyes on her ass, on the wet heat between her legs that glistened even in low light. She imagined what they saw: her folds swollen and slick, her thighs spread, her back arched like an invitation. She imagined Gavin watching too, jerking himself slowly, silently, as his wife was displayed like a gift.

From behind, the man let out a low groan.

“Fuck, look at that.”

Another voice chimed in—different this time, closer to her side. “She’s dripping. You sure she’s ready for this?”

The answer came not from her, but from Gavin.

“She’s been ready since before she stepped into that dress. She just needed someone to unwrap her.”

A hand smoothed over her lower back, fingers spreading slightly as they passed over the base of her spine and moved downward, pausing at the curve of her ass. The palm stayed there for a second—possessive, admiring—then slid lower, until fingertips traced her inner thigh, stopping just short of where she ached the most.

Abby’s arms trembled slightly. The tension was unbearable now. The need, blinding.

Gavin’s voice again: calm, warm, steady.

“Relax, baby. Let them take care of you. I’m right here.”

It wasn’t just permission. It was a promise.

She breathed out, low and shaky, and tilted her hips higher.

She couldn’t see who was about to enter her.

But she already knew she would let them.

The mattress shifted behind her as one of the men climbed up beside her, his presence large, confident, patient. She felt the heat of his skin before he touched her again—hands at her hips, steadying her like he was positioning something delicate. He didn't rush. There was no fumbling. Only that slow, controlled grip, sliding one palm down from the small of her back to the soft curve of her ass before squeezing hard enough to make her hips jerk forward.

“Easy,” he murmured, fingers spreading her apart. “Let me see you.”

Abby moaned softly, not from pain, but from the way her body responded to being opened like that—exposed and gaping, nothing hidden. Her arms strained slightly to keep her balance as she felt the air hit her slick folds, her wetness cool for just a second before heat returned, a palm moving lower again, then thumbs parting her fully.

The man made a sound under his breath, an appreciative growl of lust that curled around her spine and sank into her like pressure.

“Fuck me,” he said, almost in disbelief. “She’s perfect. This pussy’s already begging.”

His words weren’t sweet or measured. They were filthy, open, and hungry—and they thrilled her more than they should have. Her face flushed hotter under the blindfold. She felt ridiculous, bare, obscene. And she never wanted to stop feeling that way.

A hand gripped her ass tighter, squeezing as another finger slipped lower, dragging through her slick folds slowly. She whimpered into the pillow beneath her, back arching further. She wanted more pressure. More of him. Something—anything—to fill the ache building at the center of her body.

“You feel that?” the voice came again, closer now, right behind her ear. “You’re dripping down your thighs, sweetheart. That’s not just turned on. That’s ready. You were made for this.”

She didn’t speak. She couldn’t. Her mouth was open, panting, but her thoughts had blurred into heat. There was no room for doubt, no room for shame—only sensation and the sound of Gavin watching everything unfold just feet away.

“She gets like that when she wants to be used,” Gavin said from his chair, his voice steady but strained now, low with arousal. “Don’t make her wait. You’re her first.”

The man behind her shifted. She felt his hand leave her hip, and then she heard it—a zipper, low and slow, followed by the unmistakable sound of fabric sliding down skin. Her throat tightened. The reality of it hit her like a rush of adrenaline.

It’s happening.

One of them was about to fuck her.

Not Gavin.

Someone else.

A man she hadn’t seen. Whose name she didn’t know. Whose face she couldn’t picture. A stranger with his cock out behind her, lining himself up to enter her body for the first time.

And Gavin had just given him permission.

Her mind reeled for half a second, her breath catching sharply, but her body didn’t hesitate. Her thighs widened slightly. Her back arched deeper. Her sex throbbed in the open air, aching for contact.

She felt the man’s cock press against her folds, thick and hot, teasing the slick entrance but not pushing in yet. He rocked against her slit, dragging his tip up and down, letting her feel the size of him—more than a tease, not yet a claim. Her breath hitched with each pass, her body clenching in anticipation, nerves and lust tangled into a single, pulsing knot.

“You feel that?” he asked, voice low. “You’re gonna take every inch.”

“Go slow,” Gavin instructed, his tone like silk over gravel. “Let her feel you stretch her open.”

A strong hand slid up her spine, not pushing, just anchoring her, like the man needed a grip to hold back. Then, without another word, he pressed forward—slow, controlled, unrelenting.

The moment his cock began to enter her, Abby’s mouth dropped open in a gasp.

He was thick—more than she was ready for—but her body welcomed him anyway. The pressure made her shake, muscles tensing and giving way with every slow inch. He didn’t slam into her. He didn’t force. He took his time. Letting her feel the stretch, the slide, the overwhelming heat of being filled by someone that wasn’t her husband.

Her hands gripped the sheets. Her hips tried to pull forward instinctively, but he held her tight.

“That’s it,” Gavin whispered. “Take him.”

And she did.

All of him.

The stranger stayed still for a moment once he was fully inside her, buried deep in the warm, trembling clutch of her cunt. Abby’s hands were fists in the sheets now, knuckles white, every breath coming in short, trembling bursts. Her thighs were spread wide, heels digging into the mattress, the ache between her legs blossoming into something full-bodied and consuming. He wasn’t moving yet—but the pressure of him inside her, the girth of him stretching her open, was already enough to make her pulse race.

Her body felt impossibly full, a tight stretch that bordered on too much, but never crossed the line. Every nerve in her core lit up, the muscles around him fluttering helplessly as they adjusted to the shape of him. He was different than Gavin—not just in size, but in the way he moved, the way he didn’t move. He held himself still like he enjoyed making her squirm, as if he wanted her to feel every inch of him just sitting inside her, untouched but undeniable.

Abby couldn’t stop herself from moaning—a long, shaky sound that didn’t sound like her own voice. The sheets beneath her felt damp against her skin, cool in contrast to the heat building between her thighs. Her lips parted, blindfold still wrapped tight across her face, and she found herself gasping as her hips tried to adjust, rocking back slightly on instinct.

Gavin’s voice cut through the haze—low and reverent.

“God, baby. Look at you. Taking him so well.”

The words made her body clench, and she felt the stranger twitch inside her in response. He groaned softly behind her, one hand sliding along the curve of her hip, the other pressing down at the small of her back to arch her spine deeper. He held her there, steady and submissive, then finally began to move.

His hips drew back slowly, the drag of his cock against her inner walls long and deliberate. Every millimeter felt exaggerated by how sensitive she had become, how stretched and soaked and utterly open she now was. Then he pushed forward again—another slow, grinding thrust that pushed the air from her lungs. She cried out this time, not out of discomfort, but because the sensation was overwhelming. There was no warm-up now, no gentle foreplay. He was inside her, and he was taking her like he’d been waiting all night.

The second thrust came harder, then a third. The tempo was slow but firm, each stroke more confident than the last. Her body responded automatically, her hips beginning to meet his rhythm without conscious thought. She was rocking into him now, grinding herself back onto his cock, needing more, needing everything. Her wetness slicked his length with every motion, the sound of it obscene in the quiet room.

From somewhere behind her, a second set of hands returned—grazing her shoulder, then trailing down her back, nails lightly raking her skin. She didn’t know which man was fucking her now, or who was touching her spine, and it didn’t matter. The anonymity of it only made it hotter. She was faceless to them, and they were faceless to her. Her body was the only thing speaking.

“She’s opening up for you,” Gavin murmured, voice tight now, closer. “You feel that?”

The stranger groaned again, hips slapping softly against her ass. “She’s perfect. Tight, wet, greedy. I could fuck her all night.”

Abby whimpered, her forehead pressed against her forearm as her body was rocked forward again. Her arms trembled. Her nipples brushed the sheets with each thrust, sending sparks through her chest that built with the pressure deep inside her.

Every word, every stroke, every moment of being watched made her mind unravel a little more. She wasn't thinking about right or wrong anymore. She wasn't thinking about what this meant, or how she’d explain it to herself later. All she could think about was the cock sliding in and out of her body, thick and relentless, and the man she loved sitting just feet away, stroking himself and whispering more.

The pace changed.

She felt it immediately in the way the stranger’s grip tightened at her waist, the flex of his fingers digging into her hips as he pulled her back harder. His thrusts grew more purposeful now, deeper and faster, the sound of his body meeting hers echoing through the quiet, candlelit room. The mattress creaked under them, sharp little bounces accompanying every motion. Her arms braced against the bed as he filled her again and again, each stroke dragging a broken moan from her lips.

Abby’s blindfold still held tight against her face, blocking out the room, the lights, the eyes—but she didn’t need to see to know Gavin was watching. She could feel him. She imagined his gaze fixed on her from the chair near the edge of the bed, hand slowly stroking his cock, eyes dark and possessive. Her husband, hard and silent, watching his wife get taken by another man. The thought alone sent a fresh pulse of arousal rushing through her, tightening her grip on the sheets as her back arched deeper.

“You see her now?” Gavin’s voice slid in—low, steady, crackling with hunger but still in control. “That’s what she looks like when she’s not pretending she needs to be good.”

She gasped again, the words punching straight through her.

The man behind her let out a laugh, breathless and thick with lust. “You were right. She’s better when she’s being fucked like she deserves.”

His cock slammed back into her, harder this time, the impact jolting her forward. She moaned—louder now, unable to hold it back. There was no careful lovemaking here. This was raw and relentless. A man’s cock stretching her open while another watched. She had never felt this kind of helpless arousal. Never felt so far gone and still so safe.

“Fuck her harder,” Gavin said. “Let her feel what she’s been missing.”

And he did.

The stranger’s rhythm picked up, hips smacking into her ass with steady, punishing thrusts. Her arms buckled slightly beneath her, forcing her chest lower to the bed. Her breasts dragged against the sheets with every motion, her nipples hard and aching from friction and the cold. Her pussy was soaking wet, making obscene, slippery sounds with each deep thrust. Her inner thighs were slick, her whole body rocking under him, pushed deeper into the bed every time he drove into her.

“I can’t believe this,” she gasped, her voice ragged. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Gavin was beside her now—she could feel the weight of his presence near her head, close enough to touch. A moment later, she felt his fingers in her hair, brushing gently through the strands, soothing her even as she was being split open.

“You’re doing it, baby,” he whispered. “And you look incredible. You don’t need to stop. You don’t need to be anything but this.”

She whimpered, completely undone.

Her mind was white noise, her body on fire. Every inch of her was alive, taken, owned. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so completely seen—so stripped of everything except the raw core of her desire. And somehow, Gavin’s presence made it feel like theirs, even though he wasn’t the one inside her.

“You’re such a good girl,” he murmured. “Taking him so deep, letting me watch you open up like this.”

Her mouth opened but no words came—just breath, broken and fast, as her body rode the rhythm. She couldn’t see the stranger, couldn’t picture his face, but she could feel everything—the size of him, the stretch, the way he curved inside her, the pace that kept her climbing higher with every thrust.

“You like this, don’t you?” the stranger groaned behind her, hips slamming into her harder now. “You like your husband watching you get fucked.”

“I—” She tried to speak, but it turned into a moan.

Gavin’s hand stroked her hair again.

“Don’t talk,” he said gently. “Just feel.”

And she did.

God help her, she did.

The rhythm built faster, relentless and pounding. Her body jolted with every thrust, and yet, she wasn’t resisting any of it. Her hands clawed into the bedding, nails dragging over the fabric with desperate grip. Her hair was falling into her face. Her chest was slick with sweat. Every moan was louder than the last, pulled from her without thought, without effort, without shame. She wasn’t holding back anymore—because there was nothing left to hold onto.

The stranger’s cock drove into her, deep and thick and steady. His thrusts were controlled, not sloppy—this wasn’t about release for him, not yet. It was about her. About watching her unravel. About pulling her closer to the edge and seeing how far she would fall with her husband sitting just feet away.

Abby could feel the orgasm building—not in little waves, not in flutters, but in a deep, unstoppable swell that rose from her core and demanded attention. Her stomach clenched. Her breath hitched. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around the man inside her, her body already starting to come even before she realized it.

Then he reached forward and grabbed her throat—not to choke her, not hard—but with purpose. His fingers wrapped around her neck from behind, pulling her head back slightly as he leaned over her, still fucking her deep, his chest pressed to her spine. The position made her feel completely owned, held, handled.

And that’s when she broke.

It hit her like a shockwave—violent, pulsing, uncontrollable. Her back arched, her cry muffled by the pillow beneath her. Her entire body seized as the orgasm ripped through her, hot and wet and overwhelming. Her walls clamped down on his cock, spasming in tight, wet pulses that made the man behind her groan aloud.

“Jesus, fuck—she’s coming,” he said, almost stunned.

“Oh, she’s coming,” Gavin replied, and she could hear the pride in his voice. “She’s never come like that before.”

Her arms collapsed beneath her, body going limp as her orgasm tore through her in long, ragged waves. Her thighs were shaking, her ass trembling under the weight of the man still inside her. She moaned again—long and wrecked—as another pulse hit, then another, until her body gave out entirely and she was left panting, mouth open, blindfold soaked with sweat, heart hammering like it might never slow again.

The stranger didn’t pull out right away. He kept fucking her slowly now, gently, grinding his cock through her aftershocks, prolonging the sensations until she whimpered into the bed.

“Too much?” Gavin asked softly, kneeling beside her now.

She couldn’t speak—just nodded against the pillow.

He reached out and stroked her hair, tucking a strand behind her ear. His hand was warm. Familiar. Steadying. She wanted to cry for how much that simple touch grounded her.

“You were perfect,” he whispered. “So fucking perfect, Abby.”

Her body was still trembling, legs spread wide, pussy dripping and twitching, thighs soaked with her own slick and the stranger’s cock still lodged inside her.

She had just come harder than she ever had in her life—and it hadn’t been Gavin inside her.

And somehow, that didn’t make her feel distant from him.

It made her feel closer than she’d ever thought possible.

The stranger finally slowed his movements to a stop. Abby could feel the throb of him still buried inside her, hot and thick, but he held still now—like he didn’t want to let her go yet. Her body was limp against the bed, trembling in the afterglow of a climax so deep it left her lightheaded. The sheets were damp beneath her. Her mouth was still parted, sucking in shallow breaths as her thighs quivered from exertion.

And then she felt Gavin.

He was closer now, kneeling beside the bed, his hand sweeping over the damp hair at her temple. His touch wasn’t possessive or demanding—it was reverent. Loving. The hand of someone who had waited, who had wanted this not to watch her be taken away, but to watch her become something more.

He leaned in and kissed her shoulder—once, then again.

“You did exactly what I hoped you would,” he whispered against her skin. “You didn’t hold anything back.”

His other hand moved across her lower back, down to the curve of her ass, where he caressed her gently. She could hear the way his voice cracked slightly, like he was holding himself together with sheer will.

“I’ve never seen you like that,” he said. “That wasn’t performance. That was real.”

Abby didn’t respond—she couldn’t yet—but she turned her face toward him blindly, lips searching. He found her mouth and kissed her softly. It wasn’t chaste. It was intimate, slow, the kind of kiss you gave someone when they’d just shared something terrifying and beautiful with you at the same time.

Behind her, the stranger finally pulled out.

She felt it—the slow drag of him leaving her body, the warm, wet slide that left her empty in a way that made her whimper. Her sex throbbed in response, clenching around nothing now, still sensitive, still leaking. She felt the man’s hand graze her thigh briefly as he stepped away from the bed without a word.

Gavin moved closer and kissed her again—her temple this time, then her cheek.

“You’re not finished,” he murmured. “You can feel that, can’t you?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

Because he was right.

Her body might have climaxed, but something in her had only just started to open. Something bigger than lust. Bigger than just sex.

This was about discovery—about surrendering to the possibility that she was more than the woman she thought she had to be.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the trembling and sweat and ache, she was already wondering how the next man would feel.


CHAPTER FIVE




Abby lay flat on her back, thighs parted, the inside of her legs slick and trembling. Her body had gone loose and heavy, as if every bone had softened after the waves of orgasm left her hollow and warm. Her chest rose and fell with slow, shallow breaths. Sweat clung to the curve of her neck. Her sex still throbbed, empty now but aching in a way that didn’t feel finished. The blindfold stayed wrapped around her eyes, the fabric damp against her temples. Her world was still darkness—and pulse.

She heard footsteps before she felt him. A slower rhythm than before, unhurried. Heavy-soled shoes crossing the suite’s plush rug, the tread deliberate. He wasn’t rushing. This man wasn’t nervous. He didn’t shuffle like someone asking for permission. He moved like someone who had already been given it.

And then he spoke.

“I was wondering how long it would take before you begged for more.”

His voice was different from the first—not rough, not kind. Low and smooth, like poured bourbon. He sounded amused. Interested. Not gentle.

Abby swallowed, turning her head slightly toward the sound. Her throat was dry. Her lips parted, but she didn’t answer.

He didn’t need her to.

“I didn’t touch you before,” he continued. “Didn’t say a word. Just watched while he made you come all over his cock.”

She felt something then—his fingertip, tracing along her shin, following the curve of her leg. It was slow, but not soft. Not affectionate. More like the way someone ran their hands across a car they were about to drive hard and fast. He trailed up to her knee, then paused.

“You’re still shaking,” he murmured. “Good. Means you’re ready for something real.”

She flinched, but not away. Her legs shifted slightly, instinctively spreading further as he reached her thigh. Her inner muscles clenched with anticipation, even though they were already sore, overstimulated, and wet. She hadn’t realized how much more she wanted until his voice pressed against her nerves like a thumb on a bruise.

He was circling the bed now. She could feel the change in the air as he passed around her feet, then up toward her side. He didn’t touch her again right away. He let her feel the absence of touch almost as much as the promise of it. Her hands gripped the sheets, knuckles still aching from the way she had clawed at them before.

“I don’t think you even care who I am,” he said, now closer, speaking directly into her ear. “You’re not waiting for names tonight. Just cocks.”

She gasped—and her face burned hot—but her hips lifted off the bed in answer.

Gavin hadn’t said anything yet, but she knew he was there. Still watching. Still near. His silence wasn’t absence. It was permission. The quiet kind that makes everything louder.

“You’ve already been fucked once,” the second man said, his hand resting now on her calf. “But you’re not done.”

His fingers tightened slightly around her ankle.

“I’m not here to treat you soft,” he said. “I’m here to make sure you feel wrecked again.”

Abby didn’t resist when he grabbed her legs and pushed them upward.

His hands were rougher than the first man's, more assertive, as he guided her thighs apart and bent them back until her knees nearly touched her chest. She felt the muscles stretch tight across her hips. Her heels slipped from the bed, lifted into the air and resting over his shoulders. The position was different this time—more open, more vulnerable. It put everything on display. She could feel how exposed she was, how wide he had her spread, how clearly he could see every part of her.

Her body was still warm and slick from before. She hadn’t stopped dripping. There was no pretense of modesty left in her—not with her legs in the air, her pussy already red and swollen, and another man now crouched between her thighs like he had every right to be there.

She felt his cock first as a blunt, hot pressure against her opening—no teasing, no buildup. Just the head of him rubbing once through her folds, collecting her wetness, before he pushed forward and slid into her in one firm stroke.

Her gasp was instant. It cut through the air sharp and raw.

He was bigger. Not thicker, maybe, but longer. The stretch hit her deeper, the angle sharper. Her body was still tender from before, her inner walls sensitive and swollen, and the way he filled her so quickly, so completely, made her feel like her breath had been stolen.

He groaned low in his throat as he bottomed out inside her.

“You’re soaked,” he said, almost in disbelief. “Fucking dripping.”

Abby whimpered beneath him, her arms above her head now, fingers curling into the sheets. She couldn’t speak—not yet. Her mouth was open, her chest rising and falling in short bursts. Her body hadn’t even had a chance to recover from the first orgasm, and now it was being thrown into another rhythm entirely.

The man didn’t move for a moment. He stayed buried inside her, holding her legs back, letting her adjust to him. But it wasn’t kindness. It was ownership. He was giving her just enough time to feel the shape of him before he started moving—and when he did, he didn’t ease into it.

He began to thrust.

Slow at first, but hard. Deep. Measured. Every stroke drove her body up the bed slightly. The angle forced her to take every inch of him, and she couldn’t help the sounds that spilled from her lips with every impact.

He grunted softly and leaned over her, pressing her thighs tighter against her chest, folding her open like a display.

“I knew you were made for this the second I saw you,” he said, his voice close and gravel-thick now. “This pussy was waiting for more than one man to handle it.”

The words burned through her, but they didn’t shame her. They turned her on more.

And God, he wasn’t wrong.

Her body had already started to adjust, the pain fading into pleasure, the stretch now pulsing into something deeper. Every thrust made her gasp. Every push hit a spot Gavin never quite reached in that position. Her thighs trembled in his grip, her wrists twisted in the sheets, and her cunt clenched around the stranger like it was trying to keep him inside.

She wasn’t pretending to enjoy it.

She was already addicted.

The moment he adjusted his grip—one hand moving from her thigh to her wrist—something changed. He grabbed her arm and pressed it flat to the mattress, pinning it above her head, his weight shifting forward as he leaned in over her body. Then the other wrist followed, caught easily in his grip and held down. Her arms were crossed above her now, restrained by nothing but strength and leverage.

She gasped, feeling the difference in posture. He wasn’t playing anymore. He wasn’t waiting to see how much she could take. He was deciding for her. He was going to give it all, and her job was simply to stay open and let it happen.

And when he started to move again—really move—her body arched off the bed in raw, helpless response.

Each thrust came faster now, slamming into her with the full weight of his hips. The headboard knocked faintly against the wall behind her. Her blindfold stayed soaked, pressed tight across her eyes, but she didn’t need to see. Her senses had collapsed into one: pure sensation.

Her sex was drenched. She could feel it with every slap of skin against skin, every filthy, wet sound echoing off the suite’s walls. Her body had stopped resisting completely. She took him in full depth, letting him fuck her hard and fast, the way no one ever had before. It wasn’t romantic. It wasn’t sweet. It was powerful. Demanding. It left no room for thought.

“You don’t even know my name, do you?” he said between thrusts, his voice dark with lust and breathlessness.

She shook her head, unable to form words.

“You don’t need to,” he growled, fucking her harder now, sweat beginning to build between their bodies. “You don’t care. All you want is cock.”

She cried out, louder than she intended. He pinned her wrists down harder, fucking her faster in response.

“That’s what you’re here for. A hole to fill. A body to fuck. And your husband’s just sitting over there, letting me use you like it’s nothing.”

That voice—so calm, so brutal—ripped through her like lightning. She didn’t try to stop it. Her body responded before she could think. Her hips rose to meet him now, welcoming every punishing thrust.

“Tell him you want it,” the man hissed. “Tell your husband you want me deeper.”

She couldn’t form a full sentence, not with the way he was driving into her. Her lips parted and she moaned through clenched teeth.

“Gavin—” she gasped, “I want—fuck—I want it.”

He groaned behind her, somewhere in the room. She couldn’t see him. Couldn’t reach for him. But she felt him—felt the heat of his eyes watching, heard the unmistakable sound of him stroking himself to the sight of her being fucked by someone else.

The stranger thrust harder.

“You’re going to come for me,” he said. “And when you do, I’m going to fill you. Just like the first. And you’re going to take every drop.”

Her breath hitched. Her toes curled. Her muscles locked as she spiraled toward the edge again. Her wrists strained beneath his grip.

And all she could think—through the pounding, the pressure, the unbelievable depth—was that she didn’t just want it.

She needed it.

She hadn’t heard Gavin move, but she felt him. A presence returning to the side of the bed—closer now, within reach. And then his hand was there, sliding softly along her chest, his palm resting just above her heart. She flinched at the first contact, but not from discomfort. It was the shock of being pulled back into the realness of it all. The weight of that touch hit harder than the cock inside her. It reminded her who she was. Who she belonged to.

The stranger was still fucking her—hard, fast, pounding—but Gavin’s hand remained steady, firm, comforting in contrast to the chaos of her overstimulated body. His fingers pressed lightly into her skin, like he was calming her heartbeat, not just observing it.

She turned her face toward him instinctively, still blindfolded, searching for something she couldn’t name. His voice was low when it came, but every word hit like a match against skin.

“You’re not his,” he said quietly. “You’re not theirs. You’re mine.”

Her chest heaved under his palm. A shudder ran through her—not fear, not resistance, but something deeper. A sense of being claimed, even while being taken.

“But tonight,” he continued, “you can let them borrow you.”

Abby let out a sob that turned into a moan, the noise pulled from her gut as the man between her thighs drove into her harder at the sound of Gavin’s voice. Her body was caught in the crossfire of pleasure and submission, of ownership and indulgence. She didn’t need to answer. Her body was already saying yes.

Gavin bent forward then, his lips brushing her ear.

“You’re still everything to me,” he whispered. “No matter who’s inside you.”

She gasped, her whole body jolting as another deep thrust made her legs tighten around the stranger’s waist. The contact of Gavin’s hand on her chest and the relentless pace of the man between her thighs fused into something she couldn’t separate. Her mind couldn’t compartmentalize it. It was all one thing now—Gavin’s love and their shared lust, wrapped around her body like heat and friction and heartbeat.

The stranger groaned behind her, thrusts growing more erratic, more urgent.

Gavin stayed exactly where he was—his hand on her chest, his lips at her ear, reminding her that no matter how far she drifted, no matter how deep she sank into being used, she would never be lost.

The rhythm behind her grew erratic. She could feel it in the way the stranger’s hips slammed into hers with less control now, his breath turning sharp, his grip on her wrists tightening. He was close—right on the edge. His cock throbbed deep inside her, and her overstimulated cunt responded with more wetness, her muscles fluttering, eager to take it.

She thought she was ready.

But then she heard a new sound. A soft, mechanical click.

Her breath hitched.

Another click.

And then a quiet hum of movement—Gavin stepping to the side of the bed, something cool and solid in his hands.

“I want to remember this,” he said calmly.

She turned her head blindly, the fabric of the blindfold tugging against her temples. “Gavin...”

He crouched beside her, just outside the frame of touch, and raised the camera. It was sleek. Professional. Silent except for the occasional shutter.

“Don’t worry,” he whispered. “It’s just for us.”

The flash didn’t fire. It didn’t need to. He captured everything in low light—the spread of her legs, the man fucking her hard and deep, the look on her face. She felt it all in real time, and yet knowing the camera was there changed it completely. It wasn’t just a moment anymore.

It was evidence.

Proof.

A record of her being fucked, used, filled.

The pressure inside her climbed again, threatening another orgasm—but this time from something new. It wasn’t just physical. It was psychological. She was being seen in a way she never imagined. Not just by her husband. Not just by the men. But now by the lens.

The stranger’s grunts became louder. His rhythm faltered, then returned harder.

“I’m gonna fucking come in you,” he growled.

Abby couldn’t answer—her breath was gone, her body arched, her legs shaking.

“You take it,” he hissed, pushing even deeper. “You take every fucking drop.”

And then he came.

Hard.

She felt the first pulse, thick and hot, deep inside her. Then another. And another. His body slammed against hers as he spilled everything inside her, cock throbbing as he emptied himself without hesitation. She moaned beneath him, her cunt clenching, trying to hold onto it, to keep it all.

Gavin captured the moment with quiet precision.

The last click of the camera echoed in her ears as the stranger pulled out slowly, leaving her open, leaking, shaking.

She lay there, thighs still spread, skin glistening, her body filled twice now with two different men. The sheets beneath her were damp. Her sex was swollen and tender, painted with come, and Gavin was still kneeling beside her.

He lowered the camera.

“You should see what I see,” he whispered.

And something inside her said—I want to.


CHAPTER SIX




Abby’s body was wrecked. Every nerve felt stretched thin, every inch of her skin slick with sweat and touch. She lay back on the bed, her legs parted lazily, the insides of her thighs tacky and wet. Her chest rose and fell in uneven rhythm, her lips slightly parted, her mouth still tingling from Gavin’s last kiss. Her arms flopped loosely at her sides, fingers curled into the sheets like they were the only thing holding her together.

She didn’t know how much time had passed since the second man finished inside her. Minutes? Seconds? Time didn’t mean anything anymore. Her body was floating, still drunk on sensation, the kind of high that made her wonder if she could take more.

But then she heard him.

Footsteps—soft and slow, not casual but intentional. No voice followed. No tease. No filthy commentary. Just the quiet sound of polished shoes crossing carpet.

Abby tensed without meaning to. Her stomach pulled tight, her fingers twitching slightly. Something in her recognized the change immediately. This one wasn’t like the others. He didn’t come in laughing or moaning or congratulating Gavin. He didn’t brag or joke. He just moved through the room like he belonged there. Like he’d already decided what he was going to do.

Her legs shifted, just a little. The air moved near her hip. She waited.

Then a single hand touched her stomach.

Just fingertips at first—slow, exploratory, as if checking whether she was real.

She sucked in a breath and froze.

The fingers slid upward. Smooth and warm, they passed over her navel, her ribs, until his palm flattened just beneath her breast. He didn’t grope. Didn’t squeeze. Just… held her. Pressed down lightly, like he wanted to feel her heartbeat.

Still, he said nothing.

And somehow, that silence was louder than anything.

She licked her lips. Her skin burned where he touched her. Her thighs clenched again, the fatigue in her legs fighting against the arousal that hadn't quite gone away.

From somewhere near the edge of the room, Gavin’s voice broke through.

“This one doesn’t talk much,” he said, a quiet rasp of sound. “But you’ll feel him.”

She swallowed hard, unable to speak. Her body already was feeling him. Even without words, even without pressure—there was an energy rolling off this man that went deeper than lust. He was watching her like she was prey. Not because he wanted to devour her. But because he already had.

And she wasn’t sure whether to run from that or beg for it.

The hand on her chest slid away slowly, and for a moment, she missed the weight of it. Then she felt him step back, and the room grew still again.

She knew, without question, that he wasn’t done.

He was just getting started.

The room felt brighter somehow.

She wasn’t sure if the lights had changed, or if her body was simply more aware—raw and stripped down to nothing but sensation. The air on her skin had a new weight to it. She could still feel the lingering throb between her legs, the soreness deep inside her from the first two men. Her chest felt tight with emotion, but it wasn’t anxiety. It was something closer to anticipation.

Gavin returned to her side, his touch finding her temple again, his thumb brushing the edge of the silk tied around her head.

“I want you to see him,” he said softly. “I want you to look at what’s next.”

Abby’s lips parted. She nodded—barely. The fabric had become part of her, a second skin, her protection. But she didn’t resist when Gavin untied it.

The silk loosened and slipped away. Light spilled in.

Her eyes squinted against the glow, the soft gold of the hotel suite pressing into her retinas like a sunrise. Everything was hazy at first—shadows, shapes, bodies. She blinked a few times, and slowly, the room came into focus.

She saw the bed first. The tangled sheets. Her thighs, parted and glossy. Her chest, rising and falling in uneven waves. Then Gavin—seated again, now shirtless, his cock still hard in his hand, stroking slowly.

But when she turned her head to the left, her breath caught in her throat.

The third man stood near the edge of the bed. Quiet. Still. Fully clothed.

He didn’t move. Didn’t smile. His eyes met hers and held.

And in that one moment, something dropped low in her stomach.

He was tall. Dark-haired. Clean-shaven jaw, sharp but unreadable. But it wasn’t his features that froze her—it was the stillness. The restraint. Like he was holding back a tide, and when it broke, it would leave her shattered.

She didn’t know his name. Didn’t know his voice.

But she knew he was going to fuck her.

And she knew it was going to change something.

Gavin leaned closer and cupped her chin.

“You’ve come this far,” he whispered. “Don’t look away now.”

Abby swallowed hard, her lips still parted. She didn’t break eye contact with the stranger.

She didn’t want to.

Because in that stare, she felt something stronger than lust. Something that scared her in all the right ways.

She was no longer just someone being used.

She was someone being studied.

And she didn’t know if she’d come out of this the same.

They didn’t speak.

The silence wasn’t awkward. It was loaded.

Abby was moved—not roughly, but firmly. The third man guided her without needing to explain anything. One hand at her hip, another supporting her back as she was rolled onto her side, then carefully lifted onto her knees. Her arms trembled slightly, her thighs sore, but she didn't resist. Her body had long stopped second-guessing what came next. Every movement now came from instinct and desire.

She felt the bed shift behind her as the third man climbed on. The mattress dipped under his weight as he positioned himself. She could feel the warmth of his body closing in from behind, the skin of his thighs brushing hers. His hands gripped her hips—gentle, but final. Like he’d done this before. Like he knew exactly what she could take, and how much more she was about to.

Then Gavin moved into view.

He was in front of her now, standing at the edge of the bed, close enough for her to smell the sweat on his skin. His cock was hard again—thick, flushed, glistening at the tip from where his fist had been stroking. He looked down at her face and touched her hair lightly, brushing it behind her ear, a quiet pause before everything shifted.

“I want your mouth,” he said.

It wasn’t a request.

And she didn’t hesitate.

Abby opened her mouth and leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the head of his cock. She moaned softly as the familiar weight slid past her tongue. It tasted like salt and skin and everything she’d needed to come back to. She hollowed her cheeks and took more of him, moving slow and steady as he guided her with one hand at the back of her head.

Behind her, the third man moved.

He didn’t tease. He didn’t rub himself against her first. He lined up and pressed in with one firm, unbroken motion.

She gasped—but the sound was muffled by Gavin’s cock in her throat.

The pressure was immediate. Deep. Her cunt opened, already soaked, but still sensitive—raw from being used twice, stretched and tender. And yet the third man was different. He didn’t hesitate or adjust for her moans. He buried himself inside her, slow but deliberate, until she was completely full again.

Abby’s back arched. Her body clenched. A muffled cry vibrated around Gavin’s cock as her knees tried to hold steady beneath her.

She was being fucked. Again.

But now, at both ends.

The rhythm began slowly—Gavin gently rocking into her mouth, the man behind her gripping her hips and rolling his hips forward with deep, focused thrusts. Her body rocked between them, a channel of pleasure, of hunger, of tension. There was no air between movements. No space for retreat. She was surrounded. Filled.

Gavin’s voice came low and calm above her.

“Good. Just like that. Let me feel that tongue while he fucks you.”

Her throat tightened. Her breath came in sharp bursts between strokes. She sucked harder, pushing her lips down further, taking more of him even as her body pulsed from the thrusts behind her.

The third man still hadn’t spoken—but his body said enough.

Every thrust was perfect. Deep. Timed. He pulled back just enough to let her feel the drag, then pushed in again, slamming into the spot that made her cry out around Gavin’s cock. Her knees shook. Her arms were trembling from the effort of staying upright, but she didn’t stop.

She couldn’t stop.

Because she’d never felt so taken.

So used.

So completely owned by the moment.

Her arms were shaking. Her jaw ached. Her thighs were soaked, trembling under her, and still, the pace didn’t slow.

The third man had found his rhythm now—perfectly tuned, relentless but not reckless. His thrusts came deep and timed, angling just right to hit the soft, tender place inside her that made her cry out with each pass. The slap of his body against hers echoed through the suite. Wet. Heavy. Final.

And Gavin… Gavin was in front of her, fingers in her hair, guiding her up and down his cock like she was built for it. His voice came in soft murmurs, ragged and breathless, but steady.

“Just keep your mouth open for me,” he whispered. “You’re doing so fucking well.”

She tried. God, she tried.

But the pressure was building too fast.

She gagged around him once, a choked moan vibrating through her throat, and a tear slid down one cheek before she could stop it.

Then another.

And another.

She wasn’t crying because she wanted it to stop.

She was crying because she couldn’t believe how much she wanted it not to.

She was being fucked open in both directions, every nerve lit, her body filled and used and adored all at once. She wasn’t just aroused anymore. She was wrecked. And somewhere inside the swirl of pleasure and breathlessness and overstimulation, her emotions cracked wide open.

Her body was floating. But her heart was shaking in her chest like it didn’t know what to do with the weight of it all.

Gavin saw.

He pulled back—not far, just enough to let her breathe—and leaned in close. His hand slid along her cheek, thumb brushing over the track of a fresh tear.

“Shhh,” he murmured, kissing her temple. “I see you. You’re okay. You’re right here with me.”

She sobbed once, but it turned into a moan as the man behind her thrust harder.

“She can take it,” Gavin said, more firmly now—this time, not to her. “Don’t slow down.”

The third man didn’t.

He fucked her faster, hips slapping against the backs of her thighs as her body bounced between the two of them. Her lips parted again and Gavin slid his cock back inside, gentler now, letting her suck at her own pace as she tried to breathe through the overload.

She was crying. Moaning. Gagging softly. And through it all, she was so unbelievably wet she could feel it sliding down her legs. Her cunt was stretched wide, pulsing around the stranger’s cock with every thrust, greedy and aching. Her throat was sore, but her lips stayed open, clinging to her husband like he was the only anchor she had left.

She wasn’t performing.

She wasn’t pretending.

She was breaking—and loving it.

And somewhere in the storm of bodies and thrusts and heat and heartbeats, Abby realized: this wasn’t about pain.

It was about surrender.

The release crept up without warning. It wasn’t slow. It wasn’t built from careful tension. It came crashing through her like a wave breaking open a dam. One second, she was trying to hold on—her breath stuttered, her muscles clenched, her jaw tight around Gavin’s cock—and the next, she was coming with such force that her entire body buckled beneath it.

Her knees gave out first. The strength in her legs disappeared as her hips jolted backward, a deep cry vibrating from her throat even as her mouth remained full. Her cunt convulsed around the third man’s cock, the walls clamping down in rhythmic, pulsing contractions so strong it nearly pushed him out. Her thighs were slick and shaking, and her fingers clawed at the sheets, desperate for something to hold onto.

The orgasm didn’t stop. It kept rolling through her, wave after wave, pulling moans from her throat and flooding her vision with heat and white noise. Her whole body was reacting, twitching, trembling, every nerve ending on fire. There was no time to come down. No moment to recover.

Because the third man didn’t slow.

If anything, her orgasm pushed him over the edge.

His grip on her hips tightened. His thrusts grew harder, faster, more ragged. He groaned aloud, the first real sound she’d heard from him all night, and the sound was raw—nearly a growl. He drove into her with a final series of brutal thrusts before he buried himself deep and came inside her.

She felt it.

The heat. The sudden, pulsing fullness. The unmistakable wet flood of release that sent another jolt through her already wrecked body. Her cunt spasmed again, reacting to the sensation of being filled—yet again—with another man’s come. Her breath caught in her throat, and she moaned brokenly around Gavin’s cock, her body shaking with a second climax that overlapped the first.

She didn’t know how she was still upright.

Everything inside her felt wet and sore and utterly claimed. Her lips finally slipped from Gavin’s cock as her head fell forward, cheek pressing to the sheets, her arms trembling, her hair damp and clinging to her face.

The third man slowly pulled out, and she felt the loss of him—felt the stretch of emptiness and the drip of his release leaking from her, slipping down her thighs. Her knees finally gave out, and she collapsed forward, spent and breathless.

Gavin was there before she could fall completely. He caught her shoulders and gently eased her onto her side, wrapping an arm around her and holding her against his chest. His other hand moved through her hair, soothing her, stroking slowly as her body shivered with aftershocks.

“You gave them everything,” he whispered, kissing her forehead. “And you’re still mine.”

Abby couldn’t speak. Her throat was sore. Her body was throbbing. Her cunt was a mess of slick and semen and aching heat.

But her heart felt full.

And her need?

Still lingering.


CHAPTER SEVEN




The light filtering in through the tall hotel windows was soft and golden. It fell across the sheets like a slow-moving tide, touching everything with a warm, washed-out glow. Abby stirred beneath the covers, the shift of her body small and cautious, like she wasn’t quite sure how much of herself she could move without breaking something.

Her thighs ached first.

Then her back. Her arms. The shallow soreness between her legs bloomed next—hot, tender, and impossibly raw. It wasn’t pain. Not exactly. It was presence. Her body felt like it had been filled and then emptied a hundred times over. Her cunt still throbbed with dull aftershocks, slick with the memory of three different men. The sheets beneath her were cool in some places, damp in others.

She opened her eyes slowly. No blindfold now. No darkness. Just the bright, honest light of morning and a stillness that hummed.

Gavin wasn’t in bed.

She realized it by instinct, not just absence. His warmth was missing. The space beside her held only rumpled covers and the faint outline of where his body had been. She turned her head toward the bathroom. Through the cracked door, she could hear water running—the low hiss of the shower. Her heart didn’t race. She didn’t feel anxious. Just… still.

For a moment, Abby stayed where she was.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t stretch. Didn’t close her legs.

The air kissed her bare skin, and she let it. Her arms lay beside her, relaxed. Her breasts ached in the center, her nipples still swollen from too much use, and her thighs remained parted just enough for the air to brush against the stickiness between them. She could feel dried sweat on her ribs. The faint rub of the sheets against her inner thighs made her wince and squirm a little, but she didn’t pull away.

Her body had been used, deeply and fully. It had taken more than it ever had. It felt like it didn’t quite belong to her anymore.

And yet she wasn’t afraid of that feeling.

She welcomed it.

Abby blinked up at the ceiling, her eyes adjusting to the sunlight, and let the memories come back.

The first man’s breath against her shoulder. The second man’s voice in her ear. The third man’s eyes locking with hers. Gavin, somewhere in the middle of all of it—always watching. Always loving her. Always bringing her back.

Her throat was dry. Her lips were cracked. Her body felt like it had been opened up and repainted in someone else’s hands.

But inside, beneath the aching, beneath the bruises, beneath the used-up warmth still leaking from between her legs, there was a strange and steady quiet.

She didn’t regret it.

She wasn’t ashamed.

She wasn’t confused or unsettled or scared.

She was clear.

And that clarity—sharp and golden and honest—scared her more than anything else.

Because it meant there was no going back.

The sound of the bathroom door opening was subtle, but Abby heard it instantly. Her eyes turned before her head did, still lying against the pillow, the sunlight catching in the mess of her hair. She watched him emerge in the reflection of the mirror first—Gavin, shirtless, towel slung low on his hips, skin damp and warm from the steam.

His chest looked broader in the morning light. His shoulders more defined. His face wasn’t guarded the way it sometimes was after sex, that familiar look of concern he’d get when he overanalyzed her every expression. Not today.

Today he looked… settled. Peaceful. And maybe just the slightest bit proud.

He caught her gaze and smiled—not wide, not cocky. Just warm. Grounded.

“Hey,” he said softly, his voice still thick with sleep and steam.

Abby didn’t answer at first. She just stared at him, eyes following the slow movement of his hand as he ran his fingers through his damp hair, pushing it back from his forehead. She felt her chest tighten slightly. Not with nerves. With something closer to awe.

He walked to the side of the bed, leaned over, and kissed her forehead. It wasn’t performative. He didn’t say anything else. He just pressed his lips there and breathed her in.

When he pulled back, his thumb traced the edge of her jaw.

“You okay?” he asked.

Her throat tightened around the words. She nodded, then whispered, “Yeah. Just… sore.”

He chuckled under his breath, and the sound melted something in her.

“I’ll get you water.”

He disappeared for a moment, then returned with a cold bottle from the mini-fridge. He cracked the seal and handed it to her. She sat up carefully, every muscle reminding her what the night had taken. Her inner thighs ached. Her breasts still felt heavy. She took a long sip, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

Gavin sat beside her on the edge of the bed, one hand trailing slowly down her arm.

“You don’t have to say anything yet,” he said. “I just wanted to see your face this morning.”

She turned toward him fully now, studying him.

“You’re not… freaked out?” she asked, voice barely above a murmur.

He shook his head once, slowly. “No.”

“You watched me get used like—like⁠—”

“Like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted?” he said gently. “Yeah. I did. And I’ve never been more turned on in my entire life.”

Abby’s eyes dropped for a second. She wasn’t hiding. She was processing.

“It didn’t feel like I was cheating,” she said, frowning as she tried to shape the thought. “I thought it might. But it didn’t. Not once.”

“Because you weren’t,” Gavin said. “You were mine the whole time.”

He reached for her hand, laced their fingers together, and squeezed once.

“You still are.”

There was no tension in his voice. No need to justify it. He believed it—completely. And the simplicity of that truth wrapped itself around her like a blanket.

Her body might’ve been used by other men, but her belonging had never wavered.

She was still his.

And he was still hers.

Gavin didn’t rush. He didn’t climb over her or pull at her or press her down. He just sat beside her on the bed and looked—really looked—at her. Abby felt the weight of his gaze move across her bare skin, pausing where her neck curved into her shoulder, where the soft flush of morning still lingered along her ribs and thighs. His fingertips trailed lightly down her forearm, barely touching her, more like tracing the shape of what he already knew by heart.

When she turned toward him, letting the sheet fall away from her chest, he didn’t speak. He just let his eyes drink in the full view of her—the mess between her thighs, the raw pinkness of her inner lips, the faint bruises on her hips from where she'd been gripped too hard, used too well. She watched his expression shift, not with guilt or concern, but reverence. There was no doubt in his face. No second-guessing. Just need.

Abby lay back onto the pillows and opened her legs for him, slow and easy, her heels digging into the mattress. She didn’t feel self-conscious. Not here. Not now. She was exposed, yes—but not in a way that required hiding. Her body had been claimed in every sense, but it hadn’t been taken from her. And in this light, in this moment, she wanted Gavin to see all of it.

He moved between her legs, his towel sliding off and hitting the floor without a sound. His cock was already stiffening again—not hard in the urgent, twitching way of last night, but thick and full, responsive to the intimacy alone. He lowered himself carefully, hands framing her knees as he leaned forward and kissed her inner thigh. His mouth was warm, the scrape of his stubble soft but present. He kissed her again, higher this time, and her body responded with a slow tightening low in her stomach.

His hand brushed between her legs, fingers parting her folds to reveal the mess they both knew was there—slick from her arousal, smeared white from two men’s come still leaking from her. Gavin didn’t flinch. He didn’t pull away. His thumb glided through the wetness and circled her clit with slow, deliberate pressure, making her hips twitch and rise to meet him. Her breath hitched, and her legs fell open even wider.

When he guided the head of his cock to her entrance, she gasped—not from pain, but from the sheer intimacy of it. This wasn’t a stranger. This wasn’t a game. This was him. Her husband. The man who had watched her take more than she’d ever thought she could, and still looked at her like she was the most beautiful thing in the world.

He slid into her with a slow, careful push, groaning under his breath as her warmth closed around him. The stretch was gentler now, but no less intense. Her cunt welcomed him without resistance, still slick and open from the night before, but already molding itself around his familiar shape.

Abby wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, her eyes never leaving his.

There was no rush.

No noise.

Just the rhythm of skin against skin, breath against breath, and the steady beat of a love that had never stopped deepening—no matter how wide she’d been spread open for someone else.

Gavin moved inside her with a depth that had nothing to do with how far he pushed and everything to do with how fully he was there. His weight settled over her slowly, arms braced on either side of her, his face only inches above hers. Each thrust was unhurried, as if he wasn’t just making love to her body, but listening to it—letting it guide him back into sync with the woman he’d always known.

Abby watched his face as he moved, felt every inch of him grind inside her—long, deep, rolling strokes that stretched her open all over again, but differently now. Not with hunger. Not with demand. But with something intimate and grounding. There was no noise in the room except for the low sounds of breath, the slow slap of skin, and the soft creak of the mattress beneath their hips.

Her body ached, every nerve still buzzing from the night before, but somehow, this made it more intense. Her pussy was still wet and swollen, but Gavin’s slow rhythm let her feel it all—the drag of his cock along her inner walls, the warmth of his breath against her lips, the familiar sound he made when he bottomed out and stayed there, deep inside her, just for a moment. Each time he filled her, it felt like a question he already knew the answer to.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, not pulling him down but holding him there, keeping his eyes on hers.

His voice came low, rough against her ear.

“I’ve never loved you more than I did last night,” he whispered. “Watching you take everything they gave you… and knowing you were still mine.”

Abby’s throat clenched, and something inside her cracked open wider than anything the men before had touched. Her fingers curled into his shoulders, and her legs tightened around his waist, as if she could pull him even deeper—not just into her body, but into her.

“You’re mine,” he said again, his thrusts slow but firm. “No one else will ever have what I do. Not like this. Not like now.”

She nodded, but the breath caught in her chest before she could speak.

It wasn’t his cock that made her come.

It was his words. His eyes. His knowing her.

The orgasm started low in her belly, a slow, swelling heat that crept outward like sunrise. She clenched around him, soft gasps catching in her throat as her body began to tremble. She didn’t cry out. She didn’t scream. Her orgasm took her quietly, reverently, pulsing through her in waves that made her hips stutter and her hands grip him tighter.

She came looking into her husband’s eyes.

And for the first time since the night began, it felt like she wasn’t being undone—but made whole again.

Gavin didn’t pull away immediately. He stayed inside her as her breathing slowed, his arms relaxed around her, his chest rising and falling just above hers. Abby felt the weight of him everywhere—the curve of his arm draped under her shoulders, the soft press of his hips between her thighs, the slick warmth still shared between them. Her body throbbed gently, not from need anymore, but from the deep satisfaction of having been completely, utterly filled.

He nuzzled into the space behind her ear and kissed her there, soft and warm, not rushed. For the first time since the night began, Abby didn’t feel like she needed to move. She didn’t feel like there was anything else to prove. Her body was exhausted in the best possible way, and her mind… was finally quiet.

They stayed like that for long minutes, wrapped around each other, until Gavin slowly eased out of her and settled at her side. She turned toward him, head resting on his chest, fingers absentmindedly stroking along the line of his ribs.

“I keep thinking I should feel weird,” she said softly. “But I don’t.”

He looked down at her, one hand tracing slow circles over her hip. “Weird how?”

“Like… ashamed? Or guilty? Or like I crossed some line and can’t get back.”

“You didn’t cross a line, Abs,” Gavin said gently. “We crossed it together. On purpose.”

Abby let that sit. She turned her face into his chest and breathed in the familiar scent of him—clean skin, hotel soap, and something underneath it all that had always made her feel safe. It was true. Nothing had been taken from her. And more importantly, nothing had been taken from them.

“I don’t feel like something’s missing,” she said. “I feel like we… added something.”

Gavin smiled faintly, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her forehead.

“Watching you last night,” he murmured, “was like watching you come into focus. Not like you were out of control. Not like you were lost. But like you were finally not afraid to take up space.”

She blinked up at him, the words hitting her deeper than she expected.

“I don’t think I knew how much I needed it,” she admitted. “Not the sex. The permission. The freedom.”

“You’ll always have that with me,” he said. “Always.”

They lay together in silence for a little while, the light in the room shifting subtly as the morning advanced. The sheets were tangled around their legs, the smell of sweat and come and sleep thick in the air—but neither of them moved to change it. There was no urgency. No next step demanding their attention.

Eventually, Abby looked up at him with a slow smile, her hand brushing over the curve of his chest.

“So…” she said playfully, “do you think you’ll want to share me again?”

Gavin didn’t answer right away. He tilted his head, considering her, then ran his hand slowly down the curve of her ass, squeezing gently before pulling her closer.

“I think,” he said, his voice low and honest, “I want whatever makes you look like you did last night.”

Abby laughed softly against his skin, her fingers curling against his side.

And in that moment, she realized she wasn’t afraid of whatever came next.

Because they weren’t chasing something missing.

They were building something new.

Together.


CHAPTER EIGHT




The sunlight in the suite had changed, climbing higher in the sky and casting sharper lines across the floor. Abby stood near the foot of the bed in nothing but a towel, fresh from the shower, her skin clean but still flushed in patches—small reminders of everywhere she’d been touched the night before. She moved slowly, not out of caution, but from the way her muscles resisted each stretch, each bend, like her body had been through more than just sleep.

She stared down at her open suitcase. The contents were simple—sundresses, sandals, a few resort-appropriate swimsuits—but now, each option looked different to her. Not because they’d changed, but because she had. Her fingers hovered over a pale green two-piece she hadn’t worn yet, something she’d packed without much thought. It was modest by any objective standard—high-waisted bottoms, thin straps, nothing obscene. But as she picked it up, her stomach fluttered.

She slipped it on, feeling the cool fabric hug her still-sensitive skin. The material clung to her hips, pressed gently against her swollen folds, and cupped her breasts in a way that reminded her of fingers, mouths, and all the other things she’d let take her last night. She adjusted the straps, pulling them over her shoulders, then turned slightly toward the full-length mirror near the corner of the suite.

It wasn’t vanity that made her stare. It was recognition. She didn’t look different, not exactly. Her makeup was minimal, her hair pulled into a loose, damp twist at the base of her neck. But something behind her eyes had shifted. Her mouth was fuller somehow, the softness of her thighs more noticeable, her gaze... less hesitant.

She didn’t look like a woman pretending to feel sexy.

She looked like a woman who knew she was.

Behind her, she felt Gavin’s presence before she heard him. He’d been watching from the chair by the window, one leg draped over the other, sunglasses resting on his knee. He hadn’t said anything while she dressed, but now, as she turned toward him, his expression spoke more than any words could.

His eyes dragged over her slowly, from her bare feet to the lines of her waist to the firm curve of her breasts under the suit. He didn’t blink. Didn’t smile. He just watched her like he was remembering everything.

“You look incredible,” he said quietly.

Abby flushed—not out of embarrassment, but from how true it sounded coming from him. There was no performative approval, no husbandly obligation in his tone. Just hunger. And memory. And ownership that didn’t need to be spoken.

She reached for a loose wrap and slid it over her hips, tying it just enough to feel secure. Her sandals clicked softly against the tile as she walked to grab her sunglasses, but she could still feel the weight of his gaze following her with every step. The fabric between her legs rubbed as she moved—slight friction, just enough to remind her of what was still leaking from inside her, hours later.

They stepped into the elevator together, the polished doors reflecting their image back to them: her in green, him in black swim trunks and a loose shirt, both of them casual on the outside, but humming with something unspoken beneath.

As the elevator began its smooth descent to the pool level, Gavin stepped in close behind her. He didn’t touch her. Didn’t speak. But his presence pressed against her in a way that felt more intimate than anything they'd done with the others.

And Abby realized, with a slow twist of arousal curling low in her belly, that her body wasn’t done responding.

Not even close.

The resort pool spread out like a magazine ad come to life—white sun umbrellas casting wide, lazy shadows over lounge chairs, the air tinged with coconut oil and distant music, the sound of water lapping gently against the tiled edges. It should have felt relaxing. It should have been an easy, sunny afternoon. But as Abby and Gavin walked toward the pool deck, she felt the air shift around her like a heatwave rising from the pavement.

She wasn’t cold, but goosebumps raised along the backs of her arms anyway.

They found two loungers tucked near the edge of the deck, partially shaded by a canvas canopy and framed by tall green palms. Gavin set their towels down, slid off his shirt, and dropped into the chair with a lazy sprawl. Abby took her time untying her wrap, folding it with more care than necessary before sitting beside him. She stretched out slowly, her thighs crossing, her hips tilted slightly toward the sun.

She felt exposed.

Not because her body was bare—plenty of women around her wore less. But because she knew what this body had been doing the night before. Her skin was still warm from Gavin’s hands. Her breasts still tingled where strangers’ mouths had sucked at her. Her pussy was sore, still wet, still open. Every movement reminded her of it. Every brush of her thighs, every shift of her hips. Even the heat of the sun on her stomach felt intimate, like a touch she hadn’t invited but welcomed anyway.

She glanced toward Gavin. He wore his sunglasses again, stretched out with one arm draped behind his head, his drink already in hand. But she could feel his gaze—could sense that even behind the dark lenses, he was watching her.

And she liked it.

She adjusted her top slightly, more for show than need, fingers slipping beneath the edge of the fabric to “fix” a strap that hadn’t moved. The motion gave just the smallest bounce to her chest, and she saw his jaw tighten almost imperceptibly.

That alone made her wet.

A movement to her right caught her attention—a man walking past, late forties maybe, fit and tan with salt-and-pepper hair, sunglasses and a towel slung over one shoulder. He slowed as he passed their loungers. Not dramatically. Not enough to seem inappropriate. But enough to notice.

And he looked at her.

Not in a casual, poolside glance kind of way—but in the kind of look that lingered. His gaze flicked from her bare legs, up over her hips, pausing at her chest, then meeting her eyes briefly before continuing on.

Abby felt her stomach flip. Her nipples tightened against the fabric of her swimsuit.

She looked over at Gavin, heart thudding faster now.

He said nothing. Didn’t react. But behind the calm posture and the dark lenses, she could tell he’d seen it too.

And he wasn’t angry.

He wasn’t possessive.

He was letting it happen.

The space between them thickened. Abby sank deeper into her chair, her fingers lightly brushing her own thigh as if checking for sunscreen—but really, she was feeling the slickness gathering again between her legs. She was turned on. Publicly. In broad daylight. And her husband wasn’t stopping it.

She wasn’t being shared right now.

But she was being seen.

And it turned her on more than she was ready to admit out loud.

bby adjusted her sunglasses and stood slowly from the lounge chair. She could feel the heat from the cushion clinging to the back of her thighs, and when she stepped forward, the looseness of her legs reminded her of everything she’d done the night before. Her muscles didn’t move the same way. Her hips carried a subtle sway that hadn’t been there before—not forced, not for attention, but simply because her body remembered what it was like to be taken.

She turned to Gavin.

“I’m getting a drink,” she said casually, brushing sand off her leg. “Want anything?”

He didn’t move, but the corner of his mouth lifted slightly.

“Surprise me,” he said.

There was a tone in his voice that wasn’t quite playful. It sat somewhere between suggestion and challenge, and Abby felt it settle low in her stomach like a dropped stone.

She walked toward the outdoor bar, the path of smooth stone leading her through clusters of loungers and shaded tables. The resort crowd was polite, quiet, but the eyes found her—more than she expected. Not all obvious. Some were quick glances, barely-there shifts in gaze. But she felt them. Her swimsuit left little to the imagination, and the way the high-cut bottoms curved around her hips made her ass move just enough with every step. She didn’t walk faster.

At the bar, she leaned one elbow on the counter and ordered a pair of drinks—a mojito for herself, something stronger for Gavin. The bartender barely looked at her face. That didn’t bother her. The awareness that she was standing here, still swollen between the legs, her pussy freshly fucked and sore while other people went about their day—that’s what made her heart thud in her chest.

When she turned to head back, she caught the same man from earlier—the one with the salt-and-pepper hair—watching her again. He stood by the towel rack, holding a book he clearly wasn’t reading, eyes tracking her path like he didn’t care if she noticed.

Abby didn’t look away.

She let him stare.

And then, slowly, she smiled.

By the time she returned to their chairs, Gavin had propped himself up on one elbow, watching her approach with the same unreadable expression from earlier. She handed him his drink and sat down, crossing her legs in a way that was more suggestive than polite. He took a sip, swallowed, then leaned toward her just enough for his words to land directly in her ear.

“You know he was watching you,” he said quietly.

She didn’t pretend confusion.

“I know.”

“You let him.”

“I liked it.”

He reached down and lifted the edge of her towel, just enough to slip his hand between her thighs. His fingers found the slickness there immediately, and when he pressed his thumb just barely against her entrance, her breath caught in her throat.

“You’re wet again,” he whispered. “And you haven’t even been touched.”

She looked at him, her voice barely audible.

“I am being touched.”

Gavin’s hand moved away before anyone could notice, but the echo of that brief contact still throbbed between her legs. She leaned back, picked up her drink, and sipped slowly, letting the sweet mint sting her tongue.

“You know,” he murmured under his breath, “I could take you to the restroom right now, bend you over the sink, and fuck you until you scream.”

She turned her head, biting back a moan.

“But you won’t,” she said.

He nodded once, slow and deliberate.

“No. I want you to sit there… wanting it.”

She swallowed hard.

“I already do.”

And neither of them said another word.

But everything between them was loud.

The water was warm, a soothing contrast to the heat prickling across Abby’s skin. As she stepped into the pool, the soft lapping against her thighs sent a shiver through her body—not from cold, but from memory. Every inch of her felt hypersensitive, like her skin was still echoing the things done to her in that suite, the way her body had been split open and filled and praised for taking it.

She sank in slowly, letting the water slide up over her stomach, her breasts, her shoulders. Each step deeper made her feel both hidden and more aware—like the water was revealing something only she could feel. Her thighs parted gently as she moved, and the water glided between them, teasing where she was still sore, still leaking. No one else in the pool would know what it meant. But she did. He did.

Gavin joined her a moment later. He swam lazily over, then stopped in front of her, just far enough for her to tread lightly. She let herself float toward him, arms wrapping around his neck, her body pressing close. The water created a natural rhythm between them, lifting and lowering her gently, and when her legs wrapped around his waist, he didn’t resist.

Her hips settled against his lower stomach, her bare skin gliding over his. She felt his cock—not hard, but there, thick and pressed against her through his trunks. Her breasts floated between them, nipples brushing against his chest as he held her hips steady beneath the surface.

Abby let her head rest against his shoulder and exhaled. But her mind was racing.

I’m turned on. Still. I haven’t stopped since last night. It hasn’t gone away. Not even here, in the water, in the daylight, in public. I don’t think it ever really stopped.

She didn’t need Gavin to touch her. Her body was already pulsing from just the closeness. But he did anyway—his hands under the water finding her ass, squeezing softly, then guiding her even closer. She gasped as her pussy brushed against the bulge in his trunks.

“God,” she whispered against his ear. “You’re going to make me come just like this.”

He didn’t speak. Just kissed her shoulder, slow and firm, while his fingers drifted between her thighs. He didn’t slide them inside her—just pressed his palm against her heat, rubbing in small, slow circles while she clung to him in the water.

Her body was weightless, but her pleasure was heavy—dense and real and growing.

She barely noticed when they drifted toward the edge of the pool, her arms tightening around him, her head tucked beneath his chin. She felt like she might lose it right there, held up only by his hands and the water, when something caught her eye over his shoulder.

That same man.

The stranger from earlier.

He was seated at a nearby lounger now, book in hand, sunglasses on, but not reading. His body was turned slightly toward the pool. His head was angled just enough for Abby to see the truth—he was watching them.

And Gavin felt her tense.

He followed her gaze. And when he saw the man, he didn’t look away.

He looked back.

There was no confrontation. No challenge. Just quiet acknowledgment. A flicker of awareness passed between the two men—barely noticeable to anyone else, but unmistakable to Abby. Her heart stuttered in her chest.

He sees him. He knows he’s watching. And he’s not stopping it.

She swallowed, her pulse pounding in her ears. Her pussy clenched again around nothing, her legs tightening around Gavin instinctively. She wasn’t doing anything obscene. She wasn’t even moving anymore.

But her whole body screamed yes.

She turned her face toward Gavin, and for a long, heated second, they just stared at each other.

“You want him to watch,” she said softly, a breath more than a sentence.

“I want you to want him to,” he replied, his fingers still under the water, still circling that tender, swollen place between her legs.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

She did.

God, she did.

The elevator ride back up to their suite was quieter than usual. Not cold or awkward—just thick with something heavier than words. Gavin stood close beside her, his shirt still damp from the pool, her hand loosely tucked into his. They didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. The silence between them wasn’t empty. It was charged.

Abby could still feel the ghost of his fingers between her legs. The press of her body against him in the water. The low, focused sound of his voice in her ear. But more than any of that, she felt the stranger’s gaze—still lingering on her skin like a sunburn. The way he’d looked at her. The way Gavin had let him. Not by accident. Not by oversight.

By design.

She swallowed and shifted her weight from one foot to the other as the elevator dinged softly, the doors sliding open to the hallway that now felt more like a private wing than a public space. Gavin didn’t let go of her hand as they walked, didn’t speak as they stepped back into the suite. The air inside was cooler than she remembered, the scent of the pool now mixing with the faint traces of last night—sex, sweat, hotel soap, her perfume still clinging faintly to the bedding.

Abby slipped off her sandals and crossed the room, pausing by the edge of the bed. Her body was warm and tight again, her chest rising in slow, measured breaths. Her legs felt heavier than they had all day. She didn’t sit. She just stood there, staring at the tangled sheets.

She heard Gavin move behind her. The door clicked softly as it closed, and then silence again—except for his footsteps.

When he came up behind her, he didn’t touch her right away. He just stood there, close enough for her to feel his breath near her shoulder. She could smell chlorine on his skin, something citrus from the bar, and beneath it, the scent that was just him.

“Did you like him watching you?” Gavin’s voice came low, quiet, intimate.

Abby nodded before she could stop herself. “Yes.”

“Did you want more?”

She turned slightly, her eyes meeting his. There was no challenge in his gaze. No test. Just… patience. Waiting.

“I wanted what you wanted,” she said.

He studied her for a long moment. His jaw moved slightly, like he was grinding something back—either a thought or a desire that wasn’t quite ready to leave his mouth. Then, finally, he nodded.

“You’re still mine,” he said. “But I’m starting to think you were made to be seen.”

His words sank deep, and she felt herself tighten again—low in her belly, her pulse thudding slow and deliberate in her throat.

She stepped forward, closing the gap between them, her hand sliding up the front of his chest. Her eyes searched his face, then dropped slightly to his mouth.

“You don’t have to ask next time,” she said quietly. “If you want to share me again… I’m ready.”

He didn’t smile. He didn’t joke. He just nodded once, firmly.

And in that silent exchange, something shifted between them—not lost, not broken, but opened.

Whatever they’d begun on their anniversary wasn’t over.

It was only just beginning.


CHAPTER NINE




The dress was still folded in the bottom of her suitcase, untouched since she packed it two weeks ago. Abby had brought it on a whim—something expensive, elegant, and just this side of too revealing. A dress she bought for herself, not because she thought she’d wear it, but because it made her feel powerful to own it.

Now, standing in front of the mirror in a soft towel, her hair still damp from the shower, she reached down and pulled it out carefully, fingers smoothing the delicate fabric. Deep navy silk, cut low in the back and high in the thigh, it draped more than it hugged, falling in sleek lines over her hips and clinging in places that didn’t leave much to the imagination.

She didn’t wear a bra. She couldn’t. The low back wouldn’t allow for it. And when she slipped the dress over her head, the cool fabric kissed her skin like a secret. Her nipples stiffened immediately under the thin material, visible enough to notice, not enough to seem obvious. But she noticed. And so would Gavin.

She caught her reflection in the mirror—hair pinned up, collarbones exposed, the long line of her neck leading down to a dress that swayed with every breath she took. Her skin still held faint marks from the night before, and her inner thighs still ached, but it didn’t feel like damage. It felt like reminder.

She stepped into a pair of heels—thin straps, gold, just high enough to change the way her hips moved when she walked. As she adjusted them, she became aware of Gavin watching her from the edge of the bed.

He hadn’t said a word since she started getting dressed. He’d just sat there, towel slung around his waist, one ankle resting on his knee, drink in hand. Watching.

“Say something,” she murmured, smoothing the dress over her stomach, even though there wasn’t a wrinkle on it.

Gavin’s eyes tracked up from her legs, over the curve of her waist, pausing at her breasts before finally meeting her gaze.

“You look like trouble.”

Her lips curved slightly, not quite a smile.

“That’s not a compliment.”

He stood up slowly, letting the towel fall from his hips without ceremony. She didn’t flinch. She was used to his body by now—the broad chest, the clean lines of his stomach, the familiar thickness of his cock swinging naturally as he stepped into his pants. But tonight, the way he looked at her made her feel new again.

He approached, stopping just behind her, and adjusted a loose curl that had fallen from her updo. His fingertips brushed the nape of her neck, light and brief, but enough to make her shiver.

“I’m just warning you,” he said softly. “That dress is going to get attention.”

“From you?” she asked, glancing at his reflection behind her.

He met her eyes in the mirror.

“Not just me.”

Abby felt her pulse skip—just a fraction—but it was enough. The weight of the words settled into her chest. He wasn’t saying anything she didn’t already suspect. The pool earlier had already laid the groundwork. The glances. The touches. The unspoken permission.

And now, the way he was looking at her told her he wouldn’t be the only one watching her tonight.

“You planned this,” she said, more an accusation than a question.

He didn’t answer.

He just kissed her bare shoulder, turned away, and said, “You ready for dinner?”

Abby didn’t speak.

She just grabbed her clutch, smoothed the hem of her dress again, and nodded.

Whatever was waiting for her downstairs, she knew this much—it wasn’t just dinner.

It was the next step.

The elevator doors slid shut with a quiet hiss, sealing them into a private glass box that hummed and began to descend toward the lobby. Abby stood still, her hands at her sides, her clutch gripped a little too tightly. The silk of her dress felt thinner now, more revealing, like every shift of her weight could expose something she hadn’t meant to share.

Gavin didn’t stand close. He was two full steps away, facing forward, but she could feel him watching her through the mirrored panel to her right. His posture was relaxed, but his eyes—just visible behind the reflection—were devouring her.

She swallowed. Her throat was dry. Her thighs weren’t.

God, she was already wet again.

It wasn’t just arousal. It was anticipation. Uncertainty. The sharp edge of something she couldn’t name building behind her ribs, making her chest feel too tight for breath.

She turned her head slightly toward him.

“Are you going to tell me what this is?”

He didn’t look over. Just let the question hang for a moment before answering, voice low and casual.

“Dinner.”

“Bullshit.”

He smiled faintly. “You’re dressed like that for grilled salmon?”

Abby exhaled hard through her nose and glanced at herself in the mirrored wall. Her nipples were clearly visible. The silk clung to the outline of her body like it was painted on. She could feel her pulse in her cunt, and Gavin hadn’t even touched her since the pool.

“You’re making me crazy,” she said.

He tilted his head, still watching her through the reflection. “Am I?”

“You know you are.”

He stepped forward then—not all the way, but enough for his voice to drop into her ear.

“You’re soaked under that dress, aren’t you?”

Abby’s breath caught.

She didn’t answer.

He leaned in closer, mouth barely grazing the shell of her ear.

“You’re dripping down your thighs,” he murmured. “You’ve been like that all fucking day. Ever since he looked at you.”

She shivered.

“You wanted him to see it,” Gavin went on. “You wanted to bend over right there by the pool, didn’t you? Let him see how red your pussy still was? Let him taste what those other men left behind?”

Abby’s legs clenched. The heat between them was unbearable now. Her body was betraying her.

“I would’ve let you,” he whispered. “Would’ve pulled your bikini to the side and watched him fuck you with my hand on your throat.”

Her knees went weak.

She turned to face him, eyes burning.

“That what tonight is?” she asked. “You going to watch someone else touch me again?”

He looked down at her mouth. His jaw was tight.

“No,” he said.

Relief flared briefly—until he added:

“Not yet.”

Abby’s stomach dropped. Not from fear.

From need.

“Then what?” she asked.

“I want you to remember what it feels like,” he said. “To be looked at. Desired. Tasted. Owned.”

He reached out, ran one knuckle down the inside of her thigh, just barely grazing the skin just below the hem of her dress.

“I want you to sit across from me at dinner with your cunt still sore from strangers… and still know you’re mine.”

The elevator dinged. Doors slid open.

He stepped back, smiled like nothing had been said at all, and gestured politely for her to exit first.

Abby walked forward on shaky legs.

And as she stepped into the soft lighting of the lobby, surrounded by well-dressed couples and the hum of conversation, she realized something she hadn’t dared admit before:

She didn’t just want to be used.

She wanted to want it.

The restaurant was dim, all moody uplighting and warm tones, the kind of place that made people whisper instead of talk. Jazz murmured low from hidden speakers, and the bar near the entrance glowed like a hearth. Couples were gathered in intimate twos, laughing over wine, hands brushing across candlelit tables.

Gavin didn’t take her to their table.

He led her straight to the bar.

Abby already felt raw from the elevator ride. Her thighs were slick beneath the dress, her panties long abandoned upstairs, and every step reminded her she was utterly, unapologetically exposed.

Gavin pulled out a stool for her. She sat slowly, careful with the hem of the silk dress, though she knew it didn’t matter—it clung like a second skin anyway. She crossed her legs, trying to hide the way her inner thighs stuck slightly from the heat between them.

Then she saw him.

Two stools down. The man from the pool.

Closer now. In plain view.

Tan. Mid-to-late forties. Collared shirt open at the neck. Expensive watch. The kind of calm confidence that made everything he did feel deliberate. He was sipping something amber over ice, and his eyes locked on hers the second she turned.

He didn’t pretend it was the first time he’d seen her.

And neither did Gavin.

“Evening,” the man said smoothly, voice low and warm.

Abby swallowed. “Hi.”

“Didn’t expect to see you again.”

Gavin spoke then, voice casual. “You two know each other?”

Abby’s heart jumped. She glanced at Gavin. He was watching the man—not Abby—but his expression gave away nothing.

The stranger smiled. “No, not formally.”

He extended a hand across the empty stool between them. “Jason.”

She shook it. His palm was dry, fingers firm.

“Abby,” she said, breath catching slightly.

Gavin didn’t shake his hand.

He just said, “She noticed you earlier. At the pool.”

Jason smirked faintly. “Likewise.”

Abby flushed. Her body was already buzzing, her core still wet, the heat of both men circling her like wolves. She didn’t look at Gavin, didn’t need to—she could feel him giving her space to flirt.

“You here alone?” she asked.

Jason nodded. “Business trip. But the resort has its… perks.”

“Yeah?” she asked, lifting her drink to her lips. “What kind?”

Jason didn’t blink. “The kind that doesn’t require a room number to be fun.”

Gavin gave the faintest chuckle. “That sound like something you’d enjoy, baby?”

Abby nearly choked on her drink.

She turned sharply toward Gavin. “Are you serious?”

Gavin leaned in, resting his elbow on the bar. “You’re already soaked under that dress. Don’t act surprised.”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “You’re not wearing panties, are you?”

Abby’s stomach twisted. She tried to smile, but the arousal was too real, too high. Her voice came out breathy.

“No.”

Jason’s gaze dropped to her lap.

“Good girl.”

She flinched.

Gavin didn’t.

His hand landed on her thigh under the bar, slow and steady. His thumb traced tiny circles just above her knee.

“Tell him,” Gavin said, voice like steel under velvet. “Tell him what happened last night.”

Abby’s eyes darted to him, panic fluttering in her chest—but it wasn’t fear.

It was need.

Her voice shook. “Three of them. Gavin blindfolded me and let them…”

“Let them what?” Jason asked, leaning in.

Her mouth went dry.

Gavin’s thumb slid higher.

“Let them use me,” she whispered.

Jason exhaled hard. “Fuck.”

She swallowed again, her thighs tightening under the pressure of Gavin’s hand.

“Did you like it?” Jason asked.

“Yes,” she said, too quickly.

Gavin smiled at that.

“You still sore?” Jason asked.

She nodded. “Yes.”

Jason looked at Gavin now. “And you’d share her again?”

Gavin took a sip of his drink, eyes locked on Abby.

“That depends,” he said. “On how well she behaves tonight.”

Jason’s gaze lingered. “I’d be very well-behaved.”

Abby’s head was spinning.

She wasn’t just aroused. She was aching. Her nipples were hard as glass beneath the silk. Her pussy was pulsing. Her thighs stuck to the seat beneath her. Every nerve felt frayed and exposed.

Gavin leaned in close to her ear.

“Now,” he whispered, “imagine him between your legs, while I sit back and make you look him in the eye.”

Her whole body clenched.

She couldn’t speak.

And both men knew it.

When the hostess returned and informed them their table was ready, Gavin didn’t look at her. He looked at Jason.

“Join us?” he asked, like it wasn’t even a question.

Jason glanced at Abby. She couldn’t read his expression—something between curious and amused—but he nodded, slid off the barstool, and followed them.

The restaurant’s main floor was quieter than the bar, but even more intimate. The table they were led to sat tucked near a rear wall, half-surrounded by high-backed leather banquettes and shielded by soft drapes. Candles flickered. Wineglasses were already set. The space was perfect for a couple.

Now, it held three.

Abby slid in first, Gavin following beside her. Jason sat across, elbows resting casually on the table, one leg stretched forward. The waiter approached and took their orders—three glasses of red, a shared antipasto, steak for the men, fish for her. No one was really paying attention to the food.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was heavy. Every glance, every shift, carried weight. Abby sat between Gavin’s stillness and Jason’s interest like a live wire, the tension thrumming low in her belly and winding tighter each minute.

She could feel how wet she was—again. The silk of her dress clung tighter with every heartbeat. Her thighs were sticky, and each time she adjusted her posture, her cunt throbbed with the reminder of what wasn’t being touched.

Jason leaned slightly forward, eyes on her, voice calm.

“So… your husband likes to watch?”

It wasn’t accusatory. He wasn’t teasing. He just wanted to know.

Abby’s stomach flipped.

Gavin didn’t interrupt.

She glanced sideways at him, needing a signal, a word, anything. But he only looked at her, eyes cool and waiting, his wine untouched.

She exhaled. Her voice came quieter than she intended.

“Yes.”

Jason nodded, slow and thoughtful. “And you like being watched?”

“I do now.”

The words surprised her even as they left her mouth. But they were true.

She saw the change in Jason’s expression—his mouth shifted, not quite a smile, but something darker, something edged with appetite. His eyes dropped briefly to her chest, then back up again, bolder now.

“I can see why,” he said.

Abby’s pulse kicked harder. She felt Gavin’s leg press against hers under the table—silent pressure, but deliberate.

Jason turned his attention back to Gavin. “And the others? Last night… that was your first time letting her go?”

Gavin’s fingers brushed lightly against Abby’s thigh beneath the tablecloth.

“First time giving her what she needed,” he said. “Not the first time we’ve talked about it.”

“She needed three men?”

Gavin’s tone didn’t waver.

“She needed to feel everything she was afraid to ask for.”

Abby inhaled sharply.

Jason’s gaze flicked back to her. “And were you afraid?”

She held his eyes. Her body was a riot of tension now—heat between her legs, tightness in her chest, slickness she couldn’t stop.

“Yes,” she said. “But I came harder than I ever have in my life.”

Jason smiled now. It was slow, deliberate.

“I’d say you’re past the fear, then.”

Gavin’s fingers moved again beneath the table. Not groping. Not urgent. Just resting higher now—on the bare skin of her inner thigh. His thumb traced slow circles near the place that ached most, and Abby had to shift slightly in her seat to keep from reacting too visibly.

“You’re enjoying this,” she said softly, turning toward him.

He didn’t hide it. “You’re glowing.”

Her laugh was dry. “I’m soaked.”

“You think anyone here knows?” Jason asked.

Abby looked at him. Her heart pounded. Her hands were shaking around her wineglass.

“I think they’d know if you slid your fingers inside me right now.”

Neither man moved. But the charge in the air sharpened.

The waiter arrived just then, interrupting the moment with practiced politeness, placing plates and refilling glasses. Abby forced her breathing to slow, her expression neutral. She didn’t look at either of them until the waiter was gone again.

Jason’s voice came again, quieter now. “If you were mine, I wouldn’t let you walk like that through a restaurant.”

“She’s not yours,” Gavin said simply.

“No,” Jason said, “but you brought her here. Dressed like that. Leaking for someone else.”

“She’s leaking for me,” Gavin replied. “I just let her pretend it’s for anyone she wants.”

That shut down the conversation. Not because it killed the mood—but because it confirmed it.

Abby felt her heart in her throat. Her legs were trembling under the table. She wasn’t being seduced. She was being exhibited. And she didn’t want it to stop.

The plates had long since been cleared. The candles on the table had burned down low, their glow barely illuminating the space between glasses and untouched napkins. Dessert was offered. Declined. Coffee poured, but left half-sipped. No one at the table wanted sugar or caffeine.

They were already lit up in other ways.

Abby’s thighs stuck to the leather seat beneath her. Every time she shifted, she felt the tug of damp silk against her skin. Her whole body pulsed with a low, tight ache that hadn’t faded since they’d walked into the restaurant. She hadn’t been touched in any real way. Not since the pool. But somehow, her body was on the edge again. Sensitive. Needy. Humming with everything that wasn’t happening—but might.

She’d barely spoken in the last ten minutes. Neither had Gavin. Jason had asked a few quiet questions—where they were from, how long they’d been married, small talk laced with something darker underneath. But even that faded eventually.

There was nothing left to say at the table.

Just one question.

And it hadn’t been asked yet.

They stood together in the lobby, Jason lingering a few respectful steps behind. The elevator doors slid open, their mirrored interior reflecting all three of them: Abby in that nearly transparent dress, Gavin tall and calm beside her, Jason watching them both.

She could feel Jason’s eyes on her back. Not aggressive. Not possessive. Just interested.

And confident.

He wasn’t pushing. He didn’t have to.

Gavin turned to her slowly, one hand resting at the small of her back.

His voice was quiet, just for her.

“You want him to come up?”

That was all.

No pressure.

No command.

Just a key. And it was in her hand.

Her body was already screaming yes. Every inch of her felt stretched and hungry. Her panties were still upstairs, her nipples still hard, her pussy still soaked. And now, she had both men within arm’s reach.

She looked up at Gavin, eyes searching his face for any hint—any push, any pull. But he just watched her.

Completely still.

Completely willing to let her decide.

She turned slightly toward Jason, met his eyes, and held them. He didn’t smile. He didn’t speak. He just waited.

This is mine to choose.

Her pulse raced. Her mouth parted.

And then⁠—

The elevator doors began to close.

No one moved.

Not yet.


CHAPTER TEN




Her heart thudded in her chest—slow, hard, deep. One beat at a time. She could feel it in her stomach, in her throat, in her knees. Everything inside her was burning and shaking all at once, but outwardly, she stayed still. Gavin’s eyes were locked on hers. His question hovered in the space between them, untouched but unmistakable.

“You want him to come up?”

Abby’s throat tightened. There was no room for words. She didn’t trust her voice, not now, not when every inch of her skin felt like it was vibrating. But the truth was already written across her body—between her thighs, across her nipples, in the damp silk that had long since become unwearable.

She nodded.

Once.

Not big. Not theatrical. Just enough.

Gavin didn’t smile. He didn’t smirk or exhale in relief. He just pressed the elevator button. The doors slid open. Jason stepped in beside them without hesitation.

And just like that, she’d invited another man into her marriage.

The ride up was quiet. Still. Too still. Abby could hear the blood rushing in her ears. She could smell the ghost of her own arousal on her thighs. She could feel her pulse in her wrists and the tiny shift of Jason’s weight beside her as he adjusted his stance, inching closer without crowding her. She didn’t move away. She couldn’t have moved if she tried.

Her mind spiraled.

I just said yes. No, not said—I showed it. That tiny nod, that tiny thing, and now he’s coming upstairs. To fuck me. Again. But this time, I know it’s coming. This time it’s not a surprise. It’s not a fantasy. It’s real.

And worse—she wanted it.

That knowledge cracked something wide open inside her. There was no story she could tell herself now. No pretending it was for Gavin, or because she was blindfolded, or because it was some once-in-a-lifetime taboo. She was wet, aching, and choosing this again.

She was walking herself into the lion’s den.

The elevator chimed. The doors opened onto their floor.

The suite waited at the end of the hall, golden light spilling out from beneath the door Gavin had left ajar earlier.

As they walked, her heels clicked softly on the carpet, each step a countdown. She felt both men’s presence behind her. Felt their eyes on her back. And for the first time, she didn’t feel like she was being followed.

She felt like she was being offered.

Like prey.

And she loved it.

The moment the door clicked shut, the quiet felt different. Not like peace. Not like privacy. It was heavier than that—like the walls had trapped the heat rising between them.

No one spoke.

Jason stood by the entry, his hands loose at his sides, head tilted slightly as if unsure whether to wait or advance. Gavin passed behind Abby without touching her, walking to the armchair across from the bed, his footsteps silent on the carpet. He sat down slowly, relaxed, his body dropping back into the seat like a man preparing to watch a show he’d already paid for.

Abby stood in the center of the suite, halfway between them.

She didn’t ask what to do.

She already knew.

Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the thin straps at her shoulders, and she took a breath—shallow, uneven. Her mind was racing, but her body moved on instinct. This wasn’t like before. There was no blindfold. No mystery. No excuse to surrender without owning it. This time, she was fully seen.

And she wanted to be.

She slid the straps down her arms one by one, letting them fall into the bend of her elbows. The silk didn’t resist—it slid easily down her frame, whispering across her nipples, brushing the curve of her hips before puddling at her feet. She stepped out of it slowly, completely bare now except for her heels.

Her chest rose and fell with every breath.

She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t cross her arms or look away. She stood there, nude between two clothed men, feeling her heartbeat throb between her legs, the faintest wet trail already glistening down her inner thigh.

Gavin’s eyes moved over her slowly. Not hungrily. Not possessively.

Like she was a gift being unwrapped.

“Come here,” he said, voice low but steady.

She stepped toward him first, her heels clicking softly until she stood just in front of the chair. He didn’t touch her. He just looked up at her like he was memorizing the shape of her body all over again.

Then his eyes flicked past her—toward Jason.

“Show him,” Gavin said quietly. “What I’ve already broken in.”

Abby swallowed. Her mouth was dry, but her sex was soaked, the air cooling the slickness between her legs as she turned slowly toward Jason.

He hadn’t moved.

But the look in his eyes had changed. No more polite restraint. His gaze was sharp now. Focused. Hungry.

She walked toward him, her legs barely steady, hips swaying without her meaning to. Every nerve felt stretched thin, lit up. She felt the eyes behind her, Gavin’s attention trailing her every step like invisible fingertips running down her spine.

She stopped in front of Jason, heart pounding.

For a second, neither of them moved.

Then she reached for the buttons of his shirt, slow and deliberate, unfastening them one by one. Her fingers brushed his chest, warm and firm beneath the cotton, and he let out a breath she hadn’t realized he’d been holding.

He helped her slide the shirt off his shoulders. She dropped it onto the chair behind him, then went for his belt next—tugging the leather free with a quiet snap that echoed in the silence.

Still, Jason didn’t speak.

He just watched her.

Abby unzipped his pants, knelt slowly in front of him, and pulled them down with care. His cock sprang free—already hard, thick and flushed, slightly different than Gavin’s, but no less intimidating.

She stared at it, at the man behind it, and then glanced over her shoulder.

Gavin sat exactly where she left him, hand resting against the front of his slacks, watching her like he’d never seen anything more beautiful.

“Go on,” he said softly. “Taste him.”

She turned back to Jason.

And opened her mouth.

Abby parted her lips and took Jason into her mouth, slow at first, her tongue swirling instinctively around the head of his cock before she sank lower, just far enough to feel the heaviness of him on her tongue. Her jaw adjusted to the size, her lips stretching as she pulled back slightly, then sank forward again. She didn’t gag, didn’t flinch. It wasn’t about proving she could take it. It was about owning what she was doing—taking him because she wanted to.

Jason exhaled sharply, his fingers curling into the sides of the chair. His thighs tensed beneath her palms as she steadied herself between his legs, knees spread, the carpet biting lightly into her skin. The sound of her mouth working him—wet, rhythmic, hungry—filled the room in waves, broken only by his breathing and the faint rustle of Gavin’s slacks shifting as he adjusted himself in the chair behind her.

She didn’t look at Gavin right away. She knew he was watching. She felt him watching. Every time her mouth moved up and down that hard shaft, she knew Gavin was tracking the motion—watching her lips wrap, her tongue flatten, her cheeks hollow slightly as she began to speed up.

The taste of Jason was unfamiliar but not unpleasant—salty, slightly musky, clean. Her own arousal pulsed with every inch she swallowed, every slick stroke of her tongue, every breath she forced through her nose. She felt her nipples tighten, breasts swaying subtly as she worked. Her body had become an instrument of permission—Gavin’s permission—and now she was playing it for both of them.

Jason looked down at her, his voice low and tight.

“Fuck, you look incredible.”

Abby didn’t answer. She moaned softly around his cock instead, the vibration making him groan aloud, his hips twitching slightly in response. She pressed her hand to his stomach, keeping him steady, and sucked him in deeper, then pulled back slowly, saliva stretching from her lip to the tip of him as she looked up.

She turned her head slightly, her chin slick, her breath uneven.

Her eyes found Gavin.

He was stroking himself now—slowly, deliberately. Not in a rush. Not impatient. His eyes were locked on hers, and when he spoke, his voice was low and even.

“You look better like that. On your knees. Full mouth. Eyes up.”

Her pussy clenched, the wetness between her legs now unbearable. She was dripping, aroused to the edge of madness, the weight of Jason’s cock in her hand only part of the sensation overwhelming her body. The real heat came from Gavin’s words—the control in them, the pride, the ownership wrapped in admiration.

She turned back to Jason and opened her mouth again, this time taking him deeper, faster, her rhythm growing confident. Her hand joined her lips, twisting at the base, keeping time with each glide of her mouth. She could feel Jason’s tension mounting, the way his abs flexed beneath her touch, the way his voice caught in his throat when she moaned again, louder now, no longer holding back.

“Jesus—she’s fucking amazing,” Jason grunted, his hand moving to her hair, not pulling, just holding.

Gavin didn’t respond.

He just watched her.

She didn’t need to look to know his expression. He’d worn it the night before—focused, quiet, completely present. It wasn’t jealousy. It was satisfaction. He liked seeing her like this. Being taken. Being wanted. Being used because he allowed it.

Abby pulled back again, her mouth releasing Jason’s cock with a wet pop, and looked over her shoulder, her breath catching as she locked eyes with Gavin again.

“Do you want me to keep going?” she asked, voice thick, lips slick, chest heaving.

Gavin’s gaze dropped briefly to her ass, still high in the air, her thighs parted just enough for him to see the gleam between them.

“No,” he said calmly. “I want him to bend you over the bed.”

Her whole body went rigid at the command.

Then she stood.

And obeyed.

Jason’s hands were rougher than Gavin’s—not careless, but heavier. He gripped her waist with clear intent as he guided her toward the edge of the bed. Abby didn’t resist. Her legs felt weak, her heels clicking softly across the floor, her skin burning with anticipation. Her body moved without hesitation, and as she braced her hands on the mattress, bending slowly forward, she arched her back on instinct, her ass high, her thighs spread. She didn’t need direction. She knew how she looked like this. She knew what they both saw.

The room was quiet except for her breath and the subtle rustle of sheets beneath her palms. Gavin hadn’t moved from the chair. She didn’t have to turn to know his eyes were on her—the weight of them was unmistakable. That weight pushed her deeper into position, pushed her to hold still even when her legs shook, pushed her to keep her ass in the air and her pussy on full display while another man stood behind her, hard and ready.

Jason didn’t waste time. She felt his hands part her ass, felt the head of his cock slide slowly along her slit, teasing the slick folds, rubbing the swollen entrance that ached to be filled again. Abby clenched her eyes shut, her whole body twitching as he lined up to press inside. The first thrust wasn’t gentle—it was deep, slow, claiming—and her mouth fell open in a gasp that turned into a long, throaty moan.

“Oh—fuck…”

The burn was immediate. He was thick, the angle intense. She could feel her walls stretching to accommodate him, already sensitive from the night before. But it wasn’t pain—it was need being satisfied. Every inch that entered her lit her nerves on fire, made her knees buckle slightly, made her fingers grip the bedding tighter. She moaned louder, not because she couldn’t control it, but because she wanted Gavin to hear it all.

From behind her, Jason let out a grunt and grabbed her hips tighter, holding her in place as he started to move—long strokes at first, then faster. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the suite, rhythmic and wet, echoing in the quiet room like applause. Abby rocked back against him, not pulling away but meeting each thrust, grinding herself onto his cock with deliberate, slow abandon. She wasn’t being fucked. She was fucking back.

She turned her head, just enough to see Gavin in her periphery.

He hadn’t moved.

Still in the chair, shirt unbuttoned, hand wrapped around his cock, slow strokes keeping pace with her rhythm. But it was his face that lit her up—calm, hungry, proud. There was no jealousy in his eyes. Only focus. He watched her like she was his personal performance, and the more she moaned, the harder he stroked.

Abby reached beneath her, between her thighs, and rubbed her clit in tight, fast circles, the friction almost unbearable now. She wanted to come again. She wanted to do it while Gavin was looking directly into her eyes. She wanted him to see everything he’d created—his wife bent over, dripping wet, taking another man’s cock because he said she could.

Jason leaned forward, one hand sliding up her back, gripping her shoulder as he thrust harder.

“She’s so fucking tight,” he growled, panting against her neck.

Abby moaned louder, throwing her head back. “You like watching him fuck me?” she called out to Gavin, her voice breathless but strong.

“I like watching you take it like you were made for it,” Gavin replied, his voice low and steady from the chair. “Keep your eyes on me while you come.”

That broke something in her.

The heat that had been building in her stomach exploded upward. Her thighs trembled violently. Her mouth opened but no sound came out at first, just air. Then she came hard, her whole body seizing, cunt clenching around Jason’s cock as she cried out with a raw, guttural sound that wasn’t polite or quiet. It was desperate. Honest. Filthy.

Jason held her hips through it, still pounding her as she shook. And through it all, Gavin kept his gaze locked on hers—never blinking, never smiling, just watching like it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

She didn’t collapse. She didn’t retreat.

She reached back again and begged for more.

Jason’s rhythm had shifted. He was no longer holding back, and she could feel it in every thrust—deeper now, faster, more ragged. Each time he bottomed out, her breath hitched. Her knees strained against the bed frame for support, her arms trembling slightly as she pressed her face to the sheets, flushed and panting. Her pussy was soaked, stretched, aching with pleasure, the pulse of her earlier orgasm still rippling faintly through her thighs.

But then she felt Gavin move.

The creak of the chair, the soft sound of his bare feet crossing the carpet—he was finally coming toward her. Her eyes fluttered open as she turned her head. Gavin was beside her now, tall and calm, stroking himself slowly as he watched Jason’s cock disappear into her body, again and again. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t impatient. He was exactly where he wanted to be.

He knelt beside the bed and leaned in close, his lips brushing her ear just as Jason drove into her with another hard thrust that knocked a gasp from her chest.

“That’s it,” Gavin whispered. “Let him fuck you while you look at me.”

His hand slid gently up her spine, fingers tracing the curve of her back, grounding her. He didn’t grab. He didn’t take control. He anchored her, his voice wrapping around her like silk while her body was being stretched and pounded from behind.

“Feel how deep he is?” Gavin’s voice was darker now, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re swallowing his cock like it belongs to you.”

She moaned, helpless against the combination of pressure and praise. Her fingers gripped the sheets tighter as Jason slammed into her again, and again, and again, harder now, his grunts more urgent, his hands gripping her hips like he was holding on for dear life.

“I can see you dripping,” Gavin murmured. “You’re a fucking mess. Your thighs, your stomach, the bed—you’ve soaked everything.”

Abby couldn’t form words anymore. Her mind was spiraling, her nerves burning. Her body felt like it was breaking open again, the second orgasm building too fast, too hard, like her body had decided to take over without waiting for permission. Gavin’s hand slid between her legs, fingers brushing where Jason’s cock was buried inside her.

“You want to come again?” he asked softly.

She nodded, gasping, mouth open, eyes locked on him now.

He pressed his forehead gently to hers.

“Then come for both of us,” he said. “Come on his cock while I watch you fall apart.”

That was it.

Her body convulsed as the second orgasm tore through her—hotter, longer, wetter than the first. She cried out, not from pain or shame, but from sheer, overwhelming sensation. Her thighs trembled. Her arms gave out, folding beneath her, leaving her flat against the bed as Jason drove into her once more with a groan and buried himself to the hilt, spilling inside her with a final, deep thrust.

He stayed there for a moment, both of them panting, his hands softening at her hips. He slowly pulled out, her slick warmth clinging to him, dripping from between her legs and down her thighs in slow, messy trails. Abby collapsed fully onto the sheets, her body a live wire, every inch tingling, her breath shallow.

Gavin reached down and stroked her hair gently, pushing it back from her damp forehead. She turned her head toward him, exhausted, raw, but smiling.

He leaned down and kissed her.

Not hard. Not urgent.

Just real.

She was still his.

And she had never been more sure of it.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




The room was dim and warm, lit only by the golden spill of sunlight sneaking in through the sheer curtains. Abby blinked slowly, adjusting to the quiet, the stillness, the after. Her body ached in subtle, lovely places—hips, thighs, the base of her spine. Her nipples were sore. Her lips swollen. Between her legs, she felt the unmistakable stickiness of dried cum, the mixture of two men still clinging to her skin. She didn't move right away. She just laid there in the tangle of the sheets, eyes half-lidded, letting the ache settle and hum through her muscles like a second heartbeat.

The air still smelled like sex. A heavy mix of sweat, skin, spit, and the sharp, salt-slick scent of everything they’d done. Her inner thighs were tacky with it. Her hair was a mess, a halo of tangled heat against Gavin’s pillow, and her stomach bore faint marks—his handprint, Jason’s grip, the gentle aftermath of being filled, taken, seen. It should have left her feeling exposed. But it didn’t. It made her feel proud.

She let her hand drift down between her thighs, slow and lazy, her fingers slipping through the mess left behind. She wasn’t trying to clean herself—she just wanted to feel it. The slickness. The memory. Her middle finger grazed the edge of her swollen entrance and a small, involuntary gasp left her lips. She was sore, and sensitive, but already wet again.

That realization was like a slow burn rising through her chest. She wasn’t done. Her body hadn’t had enough. She hadn’t even begun to come down. The moment her fingertips found her clit, her hips lifted off the bed in a soft, desperate arch. It felt too good, too immediate, like her nerves were still firing from the night before. Her breath hitched, and she pressed harder.

Behind her, she felt Gavin shift under the covers. His presence registered slowly—warm skin against her back, the weight of his arm pulling away. She thought maybe he’d roll over and fall back asleep, but instead, his body shifted closer. His lips brushed her shoulder, then paused, and she felt him looking at her hand.

“You’re already touching yourself,” he murmured, voice still heavy with sleep but threaded with something darker.

“I couldn’t help it,” Abby whispered, not stopping. Her fingers circled faster now, slick with the mix of her own arousal and what Jason had left behind inside her. “I’m still dripping. From last night.”

Gavin’s hand slid across her stomach, slow and deliberate, anchoring her as he pulled her gently onto her back. His eyes traced her body like he was still claiming her all over again. He didn’t kiss her. He didn’t speak. He just moved his hand down, covering hers, guiding her fingers away so he could take over.

When his thumb pressed down against her clit, her whole body jolted. The sensation was too much, too raw, and she whimpered into the pillow, thighs trying to clench, but he held her open with his other hand and didn’t let up.

“You liked being filled up while I watched?” he asked softly, almost too softly. “Waking up still full of him?”

She couldn’t answer. Her breath was too broken, her thighs trembling as he circled her clit with practiced, cruel precision. Her orgasm hit faster than she expected, rushing up from her core like a riptide, tearing through her without warning. She gasped and arched, thighs slick, hips lifting as she came against his fingers, crying out his name as everything clenched and released in one long, overwhelming wave.

He didn’t stop right away. He eased her down slowly, fingers still stroking, coaxing every last tremor from her legs, watching her face the entire time.

When she finally went still, chest heaving, Gavin leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“You’re not done yet,” he whispered against her skin. “And neither am I.”

The scent of breakfast filled the suite—coffee, fresh strawberries, crisp bacon, and a soft, buttery cloud of croissants stacked neatly in a basket on the tray. The silverware clinked lightly as Abby and Gavin sat across from one another on the balcony, the ocean breeze lifting the edges of the linen napkins and fluttering through Abby’s sleep-tousled hair. She had wrapped herself loosely in one of the hotel’s robes, but she hadn’t bothered to tie it. The folds gaped at her chest, her thighs still bare underneath, her skin warm from the morning sun and even warmer from the low, slow ache still pulsing between her legs.

Gavin was shirtless, his robe hung open as he sipped his coffee and watched her over the rim of the cup. His gaze wasn’t heavy. He wasn’t staring. But he didn’t look away, either. There was something different about the way he was watching her now. Not possessive. Not even proud. It was closer to reverent.

She broke the silence first.

“You’ve barely said anything since we woke up.”

Gavin smiled faintly and leaned back in the chair. “I’m just… watching you. Processing it.”

Abby raised an eyebrow as she bit into a piece of melon. “Processing?”

He nodded, still calm, still unreadable. “That was a big night.”

“You mean me taking another cock while you sat across the room and jerked off?”

The bluntness in her tone made Gavin smirk, but he didn’t flinch.

“No,” he said. “I mean you asking for it this time.”

That shut her up for a moment. She looked down at her plate, suddenly aware of how exposed she still felt—even in his arms, even after everything. But it wasn’t shame curling in her stomach. It was something closer to pride, twisted with curiosity and a hunger she didn’t yet know how to satisfy.

She glanced up at him again. “Were you jealous?”

The question hung in the air like steam rising off the coffee. Gavin didn’t answer immediately. He picked up his fork and cut into a slice of bacon, chewing slowly before responding.

“Not in the way you think,” he said. “I wasn’t jealous of him. He wasn’t taking anything from me. He was doing exactly what I told him to do. You were still mine, even when he was inside you.”

Abby’s stomach tightened, but not from discomfort. She shifted in her seat, the robe falling slightly off one shoulder as she tilted her head and studied him.

“So what kind of jealous?”

Gavin took another sip of coffee before answering. “The kind that comes when I realize someone else is getting to feel how wet you are. How tight. How you clench when you’re about to come. The kind that makes me want to drag you back to bed and remind you that you only come like that because I taught your body to.”

That was all it took.

A shiver crawled up her spine, and her thighs clenched under the table. She hadn’t meant to get turned on again so quickly. She was still recovering. But the truth curled in her belly like heat. Gavin didn’t just allow what happened. He claimed it. He needed it to mean something.

She sipped her mimosa slowly, licking the sugar from the rim, then looked at him over the glass. “I liked knowing you were hard while he was fucking me.”

Gavin’s jaw flexed slightly, his eyes darkening just a shade.

“I know.”

“And I liked that you didn’t stop him.”

“I wanted to see how far you’d go.”

“I’m not sure I’ve found my limit yet.”

That silenced him.

He leaned forward now, elbows resting on his knees, coffee set aside. For the first time, he looked a little unsettled—not upset, not regretful, but like the weight of what she’d just said was settling into place in a new way.

Abby met his eyes, steady and sure now.

“I think that scares me a little,” she said softly. “But not enough to stop.”

Gavin didn’t speak for a few seconds. Then he nodded once.

“Then we find your limits together.”

The remains of breakfast sat forgotten on the tray. The plates were barely touched. Coffee half-cold. A mimosa slowly sweating in the sun. But neither of them noticed. Abby sat sideways in her chair now, one leg bent, robe draped carelessly around her body, exposing most of one thigh. She wasn’t trying to look seductive. She wasn’t even thinking about her posture. The ease in her limbs came from something deeper—ownership.

“I keep thinking about last night,” she said, tracing a fingertip along the rim of her glass. “But not just what happened.”

Gavin looked at her over his cup. “What, then?”

She turned toward him fully now, both legs curled beneath her, eyes darker than they had been even minutes before. “How it felt to know you were watching. To feel someone inside me while your eyes were on my face. Like I was putting on a show just for you.”

Gavin didn’t move. His stare held steady, but something changed in his expression—subtle, like a shift in pressure just before a storm.

Abby kept going.

“I wasn’t just being fucked,” she said. “I was performing. I wanted to make you harder. I wanted to hear your breath catch when I moaned loud enough. I wanted to feel you watching my body get used and know it made you crazy.”

Gavin swallowed, then set his coffee aside. The silence stretched between them, but it wasn’t awkward. It was alive—tense, charged, thick with the sense that something fundamental had just tilted beneath them.

Abby leaned forward now, elbows on her knees, voice dropping into something more intimate.

“And when I looked at you—when you were touching yourself—I realized something. I wasn’t doing it for him. Not even a little. I was doing it for you. So you could see what you’d made me into.”

Gavin exhaled once, a deep breath through his nose, and then leaned back, letting her words settle.

Abby smiled slowly, watching him. “You’re the reason I could take him so deep. You trained me to open up. To stay still when it hurts. To come harder when I’m full. That wasn’t about submission. That was about power. Yours. And now… mine too.”

She stood slowly, robe falling off her shoulder as she stepped closer to him. Gavin didn’t reach for her. He didn’t speak. He just watched her approach, watched her climb into his lap, straddle him, thighs sliding warm against his as her bare cunt settled against his still-loose robe.

She leaned in and whispered at his ear, the heat of her breath making him tense beneath her.

“I liked being your slut in front of another man. But what I really liked?” she murmured. “Was knowing you were the one I belonged to… while I made him come.”

Gavin’s hands gripped her thighs suddenly, his breath ragged now, his cock stiffening under her as the robe fell fully open. But Abby wasn’t finished.

She kissed the corner of his mouth—slow, wet, lingering—and pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“I want more,” she said. “Not just cock. I want to be watched. I want to perform. And I want you to know that the more you let me go… the harder I’ll come for you.”

Gavin said nothing at first.

But his hands tightened at her waist.

And his eyes—calm, dark, endless—told her he heard everything.
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The café was bright, open, and quietly buzzing with the late-morning crowd. Most tables were taken by couples still in vacation mode—sunglasses perched on heads, half-drunk cappuccinos, and the slow, dreamy movements of people who had nowhere to be. Abby fit the scene perfectly, at least on the surface. Her hair was tied up loosely, still slightly damp from the shower, and her dress—short, floral, barely opaque in the sun—clung to her curves with a softness that drew the eye without demanding it.

She didn’t wear a bra. Or panties. That part, of course, was intentional.

They took a table at the edge of the patio, shaded by a pale green umbrella and surrounded by oversized ferns that rustled gently in the breeze. Gavin ordered black coffee. Abby sipped her mimosa slowly, her sunglasses hiding the exact angle of her gaze.

But Gavin noticed something shift in her posture.

She was leaning back in the chair, knees slightly apart, letting the hem of her dress ride up naturally. Not flashing anything. Not yet. But not adjusting it either. And then her head turned just slightly to the right—toward the next table over.

That’s when Gavin saw him.

Late twenties, maybe thirty. Business casual. Athletic frame, good haircut, tan from somewhere expensive. He was alone, tapping something into his phone with one hand, a pack of cigarettes on the table next to his orange juice. When he looked up, Abby was already watching him.

She didn’t smile at first. Just held his gaze for a moment too long before slowly sipping from her glass.

“Don’t,” Gavin said, his voice quiet but edged with something hot. “Not unless you’re ready to play again.”

Abby lowered her sunglasses down her nose and looked at him directly.

“I’m not playing,” she said. “I’m shopping.”

Gavin blinked slowly, his jaw tightening. There was no teasing in her voice. Just hunger. That same quiet, confident heat that had been simmering since they woke up.

The man at the next table—Chad, as they’d later learn—glanced at them both. Not awkwardly. Not aggressively. Just curious. His gaze lingered on Abby a little longer than it should have. Then he nodded once, polite but interested, before going back to his drink.

A moment later, he reached into his bag for a lighter.

Then looked back at them.

“You wouldn’t happen to have one, would you?” he asked, his voice low and smooth.

Gavin reached for his jacket pocket, but Abby got there first. She pulled out the slim gold lighter Gavin had carried the night before and held it out toward Chad with a slow, knowing smile.

Chad took it, their fingers brushing. His eyes dropped for the briefest second to the gap in her dress, the way it slid along her thigh as she shifted in her seat. She didn’t close her legs.

He flicked the lighter, lit his cigarette, then exhaled and handed it back. “Thanks. I’m Chad, by the way.”

“Abby,” she said, without missing a beat. “This is Gavin.”

Chad gave Gavin a nod—polite, neutral—but his attention stayed on Abby. And Abby let it.

As Gavin watched, she crossed her legs slowly, the dress slipping higher, revealing smooth, bare skin that made it obvious—if he looked hard enough—that there was nothing underneath. She wasn’t reckless. She was careful. Controlled. But she wanted to be seen.

Chad leaned forward slightly. “You two here for the weekend?”

“Anniversary,” Abby answered before Gavin could speak. “Celebrating in our own way.”

Chad’s eyebrows lifted slightly. “That so?”

Gavin sipped his coffee, silent now, watching the subtle shift in Chad’s posture as he started to pick up the unspoken signals. The energy between them wasn’t hidden. It was charged, open-ended, full of dangerous potential.

Abby turned to Gavin, her voice low and sultry.

“Do you think he’d come in his pants,” she whispered, “if I slid under the table right now and started sucking your cock?”

Gavin’s hand gripped his coffee cup tighter.

“Abby.”

She smiled sweetly, then looked back at Chad, who was clearly pretending not to eavesdrop but failing miserably.

“I think we should go upstairs,” she said, standing slowly and letting her dress slide right to the top of her thighs.

Chad didn’t say a word.

But his eyes followed her the entire way.

As Abby walked ahead of him, her hips swayed beneath the light fabric of her dress, the hem fluttering just high enough to keep Gavin’s blood simmering. Her steps were slow but deliberate, her bare thighs brushing with every shift of her weight, legs long and warm in the sun. The dress clung to her lower back, thin enough to show the curve of her ass when the breeze caught it just right. Gavin followed, watching her with heat in his chest and tension in his jaw.

He didn’t rush. He let her keep the lead.

At the table behind them, Chad hadn’t moved. His posture was still casual, but his eyes followed Abby until she disappeared past the ferns and into the corridor leading back toward the elevators. Gavin glanced back once. Their eyes met. Chad didn’t smile. Didn’t nod. But there was something in the way he looked at Gavin—like he was trying to understand the rules of a game he didn’t know he was playing.

Gavin didn’t break eye contact. Just gave a slight tilt of his head, neutral but not unfriendly.

The look Chad returned was more curious than suspicious. It wasn’t aggressive. But it wasn’t confused either. It was the look of a man who’d seen something just outside the frame—something provocative, sexual, and not quite explainable. Gavin knew that look because he’d worn it himself, the first time he ever saw Abby flirting without apology.

As he turned and followed her down the hall, he could still feel Chad’s attention pressing against his back. A door was opening between them—not fully, not yet, but enough to let possibility slip through.

Abby waited by the elevator, her finger already on the button, her eyes steady on him.

She didn’t speak right away. Just stood there, sunlight glowing through the fabric of her dress, making her body all but visible beneath it. When he reached her, she stepped closer, their bodies barely touching, her mouth brushing the shell of his ear as she whispered.

“If I’d told him to come upstairs,” she murmured, “would you have stopped me?”

Gavin felt every word like a wire pulled tight across his skin. His breath caught, but he didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. Abby stepped back with a quiet, wicked smile and turned as the elevator doors opened. She walked in ahead of him, hips swaying, not bothering to press the skirt down as she stepped inside.

He followed, heart pounding, cock hard, and mind racing with the same question:

What if she had?

And what if he hadn’t said no?


CHAPTER TWELVE




The shower hissed quietly behind the closed door, steam fogging the mirror above the marble sink, while Abby lay sprawled across the king-sized bed like she already owned the room. The sheets beneath her were rumpled, still faintly damp with sweat and memory. She wore one of Gavin’s dress shirts now—bare-legged, no bra, cuffs rolled back just enough to free her wrists as she scrolled lazily through her phone.

Her body was still sore. Her pussy tender. Her thighs carried the ghost of fingers that had gripped her hard enough to leave a story behind. But the ache wasn’t slowing her down. If anything, it fed the hunger curling tight in her stomach. That ache reminded her she was alive, wet, and still waiting.

She found Chad’s contact where Gavin had entered it the night before, still labeled with just his first name. She stared at it for a moment, tongue pressed against the inside of her cheek, thumb hovering over the message field. There was no hesitation. Just intention. Her heart didn’t even race.

She typed:

Drinks in our suite tonight? Bring that same energy.

Then hit send.

The moment it left her screen, a new kind of charge settled over her body—like stepping out onto a stage just as the spotlight hits. It wasn’t fear. It was power.

Gavin came out of the bathroom five minutes later, towel slung low on his hips, hair damp, chest still glistening with heat. His expression was relaxed, loose, that faint post-sex calm still in his eyes. But the moment he saw her, something in his posture shifted. Her shirt. Her stare. Her body language. She looked like she had something to say.

He didn’t have to ask. She told him before he reached the bed.

“I invited Chad.”

Gavin froze, just for a beat, towel still clutched in one hand as water dripped slowly from his hair onto his chest.

Abby sat up, legs crossing under her, the shirt sliding open just enough to show the soft swell of her breast beneath. Her voice stayed calm. Unapologetic. “I texted him while you were in the shower. Told him we’d be having drinks here tonight. Told him to come ready.”

For a moment, Gavin just stared at her. Not angry. Not surprised. But definitely feeling it. The message wasn’t what shocked him. It was the delivery. There had been no discussion. No buildup. No soft lead-in. Just a decision. Already made.

He stepped closer, towel now draped over the back of a chair, his cock beginning to harden again even as confusion flickered through his eyes. “You didn’t think to run it by me first?”

“No,” she said, simply. “I thought you wanted this.”

“I do,” he replied, but slower now. “I just wasn’t expecting it to come from you.”

Abby smiled—small, confident, dangerous.

“Good,” she said. “I’m done waiting for you to pull the trigger.”

Gavin stood at the foot of the bed, one hand gripping the back of the chair where his towel hung. He didn’t speak right away. His eyes flicked across her face, trying to read past her calm, her confidence, looking for a signal of hesitation that wasn’t there. Abby sat motionless, back straight, legs folded beneath her, hair loose around her shoulders, the oversized shirt barely hiding the heat that radiated off her skin.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said softly, but not timidly. “That maybe this is happening too fast. That I’m getting reckless.”

He didn’t confirm or deny it.

She continued anyway.

“But I’m not spiraling. I’m not lost. I see what I’m doing. I see you. And this thing we’re in now—it’s not just your fantasy anymore. It’s mine too. You opened that door for me, and now I don’t want to wait for someone to walk through it. I want to hold it open. I want to choose who steps in.”

Gavin’s fingers tensed against the chair, but he stayed silent, letting her speak.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about him,” Abby went on. “Not just because he was hot. Not because I want to be passed around or collected like a toy. But because of the way he looked at me when he realized what we were. He didn’t know the rules, but he wanted to know. I could see it in his face—he felt the tension between us, and he liked it. He was curious. And I want to know what happens when that kind of curiosity is invited in.”

Her voice lowered, eyes locking onto Gavin’s. “You brought the first man to our bed. You watched me come on someone else’s cock. And I loved it. I loved every second of it—not just the way it felt, but the way you looked at me while it was happening. That look... it made me feel more desired than anything in my life.”

She paused long enough to let the weight of those words land. Then she reached for her phone and turned it slowly in her palm, eyes dropping to the screen for a beat before lifting again.

“So I took the next step. Because I need to know what it feels like to own that look. To create it. To pull it out of you again… but on my terms.”

Gavin finally moved, walking around the side of the bed, sitting beside her. He didn’t touch her. Just looked, brow drawn tight, but not with anger—just a kind of stunned realization that the dynamic he had once engineered was now being reconstructed in real time by the very woman he’d wanted to empower.

“And if I’d said no?” he asked, his voice low.

Abby shrugged one bare shoulder and answered with painful honesty. “I’d have canceled. Because you’re still the center of this for me. But I’d have been disappointed. Not just in missing the chance—but in the idea that you didn’t trust me to take it.”

That hit him harder than he expected.

Gavin leaned forward, elbows on his knees, rubbing his hands together once before turning his face back toward hers.

“I trust you,” he said. “I just don’t know if I trust myself not to lose control of this.”

Abby reached over and placed her hand on his thigh. Not to seduce. Just to anchor him.

“Then don’t control it,” she said gently. “Watch it. Enjoy it. Let it happen. And if it ever feels like too much… you tell me, and we stop.”

Gavin studied her for a long moment. Then, finally, he nodded.

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s see what happens.”

The silence between them was thick but not uncomfortable. Gavin leaned back against the headboard, arms crossed loosely over his chest, still processing everything Abby had said. She sat near the foot of the bed, knees drawn up, the hem of the shirt slipping higher as her thighs pressed together, her skin glowing in the late afternoon light pouring through the windows.

He rubbed the bridge of his nose with two fingers, then looked at her.

“Are we setting any rules?” he asked.

Abby tilted her head slightly, the corner of her mouth twitching—not with amusement, but recognition. She knew that question was coming.

“I don’t think I want any,” she said.

Gavin blinked. “None?”

She shifted onto her knees and crawled up the bed toward him, slow and deliberate, until her face hovered just inches from his. Her voice dropped into a whisper.

“No limits. No safe words. No warnings. Just you… watching me do what we’ve both already dreamed about.”

Her breath was warm on his mouth, her thighs brushing his as she settled in his lap. Gavin’s hands landed automatically on her hips, but there was no control in his grip. Just contact. Her body was soft, bare beneath the shirt, the heat of her skin bleeding into his. He swallowed hard.

“What if you like it too much?” he asked.

“I already do.”

The honesty in her eyes startled him. There was no performance in it. No teasing. Just truth.

“I’m not chasing danger, Gavin. I’m not trying to lose myself in strangers,” she said. “I’m showing you who I am now. And I need to know you still want me when I’m like this.”

Gavin’s fingers tightened just slightly on her skin. “There’s no version of you I don’t want.”

“Then stop asking for boundaries,” she said, voice softer now. “Just stay close enough to see what I become.”

He leaned forward, pressing his forehead against hers. For a moment, neither of them moved. The air between them was hot, intimate, quiet.

Then Abby pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again.

“If you ever need me to stop,” she said, “you tell me once. That’s all it takes. But I don’t want rules that tell me what I’m allowed to do. I want to feel how far you’ll let me go before you take me back.”

Those words hung between them like an unspoken dare. And Gavin, for all his quiet caution, felt his cock start to harden again beneath her. Not because he had control. But because he was willing to give it up—to her.

He nodded, barely.

Abby kissed him once, deeply, then pulled away.

“I’m going to go get ready,” she said.

And with that, she slid off his lap, the hem of his shirt fluttering just enough to show the curve of her ass as she walked into the bathroom—leaving him breathless, hard, and no longer in charge.
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The room was dim now, the daylight fading behind gauzy curtains as the sun sank lower outside. The suite had shifted from its earlier casual disorder into something more deliberate. The bed was freshly made. Candles burned low on the dresser. The minibar had been raided for good liquor, and two lowball glasses sat on the edge of the nightstand, untouched but ready.

Gavin sat in the same chair he had used the night before, now clothed in charcoal slacks and a dark, fitted button-down. He didn’t move. He didn’t pace. But inside, his pulse was a slow, steady drumbeat of nerves and anticipation. He wasn’t scared of what might happen. He was ready—even if readiness now felt more like surrender than control.

From the bathroom, he heard the faint sounds of makeup being closed, drawers shut, heels clicking lightly on tile.

And then, silence.

When the door opened, Abby stepped out slowly—backlit by the soft light of the vanity, her silhouette cutting clean and dangerous against the warm tones of the room. Her black lingerie wasn’t extravagant—no frills, no glitter. Just sleek straps, sheer panels, and the kind of cut that didn’t beg for attention so much as command it. Her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of the bra. The matching panties were barely there, high on her hips, revealing the curve of her ass every time she moved.

She didn’t look at Gavin right away. She didn’t need to. His silence said everything. His eyes dragged over her body with reverence, hunger, and awe. And when she finally met his gaze, her expression wasn’t seeking approval.

It was confirmation.

A knock at the door.

They both stilled for a moment, the sound soft but sharp in the stillness.

Gavin stood. Walked slowly. No words passed between them. He opened the door.

Chad stood in the hallway—clean-shaven, well-dressed in a tailored navy shirt and dark jeans. His cologne was subtle but masculine, and there was a slight tension in his jaw that made it obvious he knew something was about to happen. But he didn’t expect this.

When he looked past Gavin and saw Abby standing in lingerie beside the bed, his breath visibly caught in his throat.

Abby smiled slowly. “Hi, Chad.”

He stepped in.

“Didn’t expect it to start this fast,” he said, his voice rougher now, eyes locked on her body.

Abby stepped forward, bare feet silent on the carpet, and closed the distance between them. “I didn’t invite you up here for small talk.”

Gavin stepped aside. He said nothing. Just let the moment unfold.

Abby didn’t hesitate. She slid her hand behind Chad’s neck, pulled his mouth down to hers, and kissed him—hard. Deep. Slow. Her fingers tangled in his shirt as he pulled her flush against him, the heat between them igniting with zero preamble.

When she pulled back, her lips were already parted, breath faster.

“I’ve been thinking about your cock all day,” she said, just loud enough for both men to hear. “And now you’re going to show it to me.”

Chad’s hands slid to her hips, gripping tight, but Abby turned, stepped back toward the bed, and looked at Gavin.

Not asking.

Just checking.

Gavin nodded once.

And Abby lay back across the pillows, arms open, eyes on both of them.

The silence after her invitation wasn’t awkward. It was weighted—thick with awareness, lust, and the knowledge that no one in the room was confused about what came next. Abby stretched across the bed like she’d always belonged there, head resting on the pillows, one leg bent, the other extended toward the floor. Her bare thigh caught the warm light as it spilled across the sheets, and the black straps of her lingerie framed her curves like they’d been designed for this exact moment.

She didn’t speak again. She didn’t have to.

Chad looked at her like he’d never seen anything so naked, so shamelessly available, yet so in control. There was no awkward smile. No nervous fidget. He didn’t ask Gavin if this was okay. He didn’t need to. Gavin hadn’t said a word—but his presence, his hard cock pressing against his slacks, his unblinking eyes from the chair in the corner—that was permission enough.

Abby extended a hand toward Chad.

He took it.

She pulled him toward her, slow and firm, until he stood over her, body tense, eyes still wide. She let her fingertips slide down the buttons of his shirt, one by one, undoing them as if she were unwrapping a gift she’d ordered herself. The fabric parted to reveal a hard chest, toned and tanned, the soft line of hair disappearing beneath the waistline of his jeans.

She looked up at him, her voice low and sharp.

“Get undressed. I want to see all of you.”

Chad swallowed but didn’t argue. He stripped efficiently—shirt, belt, jeans, briefs—until he stood naked beside the bed, cock already hard, thick, and unmistakably eager. Abby sat up slightly, licking her bottom lip as her eyes raked down his body. She looked over at Gavin, still seated, unmoving but not passive.

She met his gaze. Held it.

“You want to watch me suck his cock?” she asked, her voice husky, playful, challenging.

Gavin didn’t answer, but his hand moved between his legs, unzipping his slacks just enough to free himself. He was already stiff. Already leaking. The answer was obvious.

Abby turned back to Chad and beckoned him forward. He stepped between her legs, standing at the edge of the bed as she sat upright and wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft. His breath hitched. She smiled.

“Let me show you what my husband taught me.”

And then she opened her mouth and took him in.

Chad groaned, hands instinctively moving to her hair as she sank down halfway, her lips stretching around his girth, tongue swirling along the underside of his cock as she began to work him with deliberate, wet precision. Her throat relaxed as she took more, inch by inch, until she felt his thighs tense against her jaw.

Gavin’s breathing picked up across the room.

He didn’t speak.

He just watched—his wife, her lips stretched around another man’s cock, eyes flicking back to him with a look that wasn’t pleading, wasn’t apologetic, wasn’t submissive.

It was owning him.

She sucked harder, faster, saliva dripping down her chin as she moved her hand in rhythm with her mouth, moaning softly against Chad’s shaft just loud enough for Gavin to hear.

And the most dangerous part of all?

She hadn’t even started fucking yet.
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Abby didn’t wait for instruction. She didn’t look for a nod or cue. She climbed onto Chad with the fluid grace of someone who already knew her place—and claimed it. Her knees pressed into the mattress on either side of his hips, her hands planted firmly against his chest. Chad stared up at her like she was a goddamn vision. His cock stood hard and ready between them, already slick with her spit, already pulsing. He reached for her thighs, but she grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed.

“Don’t move,” she said, her voice calm, breathy, dominant. “Just feel it.”

She reached between them and wrapped her hand around his shaft, guiding him up against her slick entrance. Gavin could see the way her hips angled, the way her fingers trembled slightly—not with nerves, but with hunger. She rubbed the head of Chad’s cock against herself, slow, lazy, coating him in her wetness before lowering her body—inch by inch—until he was inside her.

Chad let out a low, strained groan, his muscles tensing beneath her.

Abby moaned too, her head tilting back as she stretched to take him. “Fuck, he’s thick,” she said, loud enough for Gavin to hear. “You feel that, baby?”

Gavin didn’t answer, but he couldn’t look away. He was seated just a few feet from the bed, cock out, hand wrapped around the base, his breath shallow and unsteady. This wasn’t watching anymore. This was witnessing.

Abby began to ride—slow, heavy, grinding strokes that made Chad’s hips jerk upward instinctively. She planted her hands on his chest, using him like a toy, keeping the rhythm she wanted.

“He’s so deep,” she gasped. “Stretching me open… You see it, don’t you?”

Gavin’s jaw clenched as he stroked harder.

“I’m full, Gavin. So fucking full,” Abby moaned, her body rocking forward, breasts bouncing slightly with every thrust. “And you’re just sitting there… watching me take it.”

She moved faster now, harder, hips slamming down against Chad’s with slick, audible sounds that filled the room. Chad started to lose his restraint, hands grabbing at her ass, mouth hanging open.

But Abby didn’t give him control. She set the pace. She leaned forward, hair falling over her shoulders as she whispered something filthy into Chad’s ear—something Gavin couldn’t hear, but felt in the way her body moved. Chad groaned again, louder this time, hips bucking uncontrollably.

“Harder,” Abby gasped, grinding down against him. “Fuck me harder. Show him how deep you can go.”

Chad grabbed her hips, thrusting up into her now, faster, more desperate—but still she kept control, keeping her knees planted, keeping her rhythm tight.

Gavin’s breath was ragged now. His cock throbbed in his fist, but he still hadn’t come. He couldn’t. Not yet. Not until she told him.

And Abby wasn’t done showing off.

Abby’s breath came in sharp gasps, her body rising and falling in a rhythm that was no longer just pleasure—it was performance. She moved like she owned every inch of skin she was riding, her thighs clenching, back arched, hair falling wild down her shoulders. Her moans weren’t sweet—they were guttural, wet, raw. And none of it was for Chad.

Every sound, every thrust, every word was aimed at Gavin.

She looked right at him as she slammed her hips down again. “You watching this?” she panted. “Watching me fuck him like I need it?”

Gavin’s knuckles were white where he gripped his cock, his breath sharp and ragged. He didn’t speak, but his body said everything. The way his muscles were locked tight. The way his jaw clenched every time Chad groaned beneath her.

Abby smiled, a dangerous, almost cruel little twist of her lips. “He’s not shy like the first one,” she said, rocking her hips in a tight circle. “He grabs me. Pulls me deeper. You like that?”

Chad let out a sharp breath, his hands digging into her ass. “She’s tight as hell,” he groaned, almost in disbelief.

Abby moaned louder, then looked at Gavin again. “Did you hear that? He said I’m tight. Your wife. Dripping on his cock. What does that do to you, baby?”

Gavin’s answer came in the form of a twitch in his fist, a stifled grunt as his hand moved harder. His face was flushed, but his eyes were still locked on hers. Hungry. Almost wild.

“You like watching me take another man raw?” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You like watching me bounce on him until he forgets his own name?”

She paused, grinding slow and deep, her fingers clutching Chad’s chest as she rolled her hips again. Chad’s head dropped back on the pillow, his eyes shut, jaw clenched like he was barely holding on.

“I could make him come right now,” she said, staring at Gavin. “All I have to do is squeeze. Milk him. Let him fill me up while you sit there and watch.”

Gavin groaned low in his throat, eyes flicking to the place where their bodies met, where Abby’s slick thighs moved over another man’s lap. His jealousy burned in his chest—not as pain, but as heat. As need. His cock pulsed in his hand, harder than he could ever remember.

Abby kept moving, her voice darker now. “You want that, don’t you? You want to see what it looks like when he loses control. When he forgets I’m yours. When I forget, just for a minute, because it feels so damn good.”

She leaned forward, pressing her hands to Chad’s chest again, her back arching, her voice turning breathy as she moaned, “Oh God… I can feel him twitching. He’s close.”

Then she stopped.

Froze on top of him, her chest heaving, lips parted.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head as she looked down at Chad. “Not yet.”

Chad groaned in frustration, his hands gripping her hips like he was trying not to explode. But Abby turned her eyes back to Gavin, sweat glistening at her collarbone, her expression firm.

“Not until you say it’s time.”

Gavin’s thighs ached from tension. His hand was wet with pre-cum, his cock slick and twitching in his grip. He hadn’t blinked in what felt like minutes. He couldn’t—not with what was in front of him. Abby sat frozen on Chad’s lap, her body gleaming with sweat, her chest rising and falling with each heavy breath. Her lips were parted, her pupils wide. But the stillness in her posture was deliberate. Intentional.

She wasn’t riding anymore.

She was waiting.

“Come here,” she said, her voice low and husky.

Gavin didn’t move.

Abby tilted her head, dark strands of hair falling across one eye. “I want you to see it,” she said. “Up close. I want you to see me—how wet I am, how deep he is inside me. I want you to look at what you’ve given me.”

His breath stuttered. His feet felt heavy. But he stood. His legs were tight with arousal, his jaw clenched, his cock swollen and aching. Slowly, almost cautiously, he moved to the bed.

Abby didn’t break eye contact.

She spread her knees a little wider as he approached, the muscles in her thighs flexing, her hips still pressed tight to Chad’s.

Gavin stood at the edge of the mattress now. Close enough to touch—but he didn’t. He looked down, and the sight of it nearly buckled his knees.

His wife.

Straddling another man.

Her inner thighs soaked.

Her lips swollen.

His cock visibly buried inside her.

Her body stretched and dripping and trembling—and all of it offered to him to see.

“Is this too far?” Abby asked, her voice quiet. Not teasing. Not smug. Just real. “Tell me now, and I’ll stop.”

Gavin shook his head, jaw tight. “No.”

“Then tell me what you see.”

His throat worked. “I see you… being taken.”

“Do you like it?”

He paused, then answered with a broken exhale. “More than I should.”

Abby leaned forward, resting her hands on Chad’s chest, hips still pressed full down against him. “Do you see how soaked I am for him?”

He nodded.

“Do you want to come?” she asked, glancing down at his cock, still pulsing in his hand.

“God, yes.”

Abby bit her lip. “Then get closer.”

Gavin stepped forward, his thighs brushing the mattress now. Abby moved her body just enough to tilt her hips, giving him a clearer view between her legs—showing him everything. Her folds stretched wide. Chad’s thickness still buried in her. Wetness gleaming on both of them.

“You’re going to come just from watching me, aren’t you?” she whispered. “Without even touching me.”

Gavin’s voice broke. “I already am.”

Abby started to move again, slow and grinding, dragging Chad deeper into her with every tilt of her hips. Her thighs flexed, her breath sharpened, her moans coming quicker now—not for show, not for Gavin’s pleasure, but because she was there. Right at the edge.

Chad groaned, his hands gripping her hips like he was trying to hold on for dear life. “Jesus, Abby…”

“Don’t stop,” she panted, riding him faster. “God, yes—just like that. Stay with me. Stay deep.”

Gavin stood at the edge of the bed, heart pounding so hard it blurred his vision. His cock throbbed in his hand, but he didn’t stroke it anymore. He couldn’t. He was frozen, transfixed, completely and utterly overwhelmed by the sight of his wife—his wife—fucking another man to the brink, moaning like it was the only thing keeping her alive.

Chad cursed under his breath, body jerking beneath her. “I’m gonna—fuck—I’m close⁠—”

Abby grabbed his wrists and pinned them again, her eyes flashing with heat. “Then come. I want it. I want you to lose it inside me while he watches.”

And that did it.

Chad’s back arched. He grunted, loud and ragged, hips lifting from the bed as he emptied into her with hard, helpless thrusts. His whole body shook beneath her.

Abby kept riding.

Slower now.

Softer.

Drawing it out.

Milking every last spasm until he collapsed back into the pillows, chest heaving.

She didn’t stop.

She slid off him, panting, her body soaked, thighs trembling, juices running down her legs. Then she turned—still burning with arousal—and crawled across the bed to face Gavin.

“You still haven’t come?” she asked, voice breathless but wicked.

He shook his head, barely able to speak. “I’m trying not to.”

“Why?” she whispered, crawling closer. “You think I haven’t earned it? You think I haven’t shown you how much this is yours?”

Her body was glowing, slick and flushed and aching, but she wasn’t done. She rolled onto her back, pulled her knees up, and spread herself open, wide and filthy and shameless. The sight of Chad’s cum glistening just inside her pushed Gavin straight to the edge.

She looked him in the eyes.

“Come watching your wife full of another man.”

And he did.

Hard.

Without touching her.

Without warning.

He came so hard it bent him forward, a raw, choked groan tearing from his throat as his entire body locked up.

And Abby?

She smiled, lazy and breathless, and let her legs fall closed.

The silence came like a tide rolling in—slow and heavy, washing over the room once the sounds of panting and moaning had faded. The only things left were sweat, the stickiness of release, and the slow settling of breath back into rhythm.

Abby lay stretched across the bed, her chest still rising and falling, her skin flushed and slick with heat. Her thighs glistened. Her hair stuck to her cheek. She hadn’t moved since Gavin came standing over her, hadn’t spoken since her last filthy command. She looked spent—but not undone.

Across from her, Gavin stood half-dressed, shirt unbuttoned, belt loose, cock softening. His heartbeat still thundered in his ears, and for a long moment, he didn’t speak either. He couldn’t. There was nothing to say that didn’t feel too small for what had just happened.

Chad sat up slowly, exhaling as he wiped his forehead with one hand. He didn’t look awkward. He didn’t scramble to leave. But the air told him—without anyone needing to say it—that his part was done.

“Should I—” he started, his voice scratchy.

Abby nodded once, not unkind. “Yeah.”

Chad gave a small nod of understanding and moved to gather his clothes. There was no tension. No coldness. Just a quiet kind of respect.

When he stood, fully dressed again, he glanced at both of them—first Gavin, then Abby. “You two are... something else,” he said, with a faint, crooked smile.

Abby smirked. “Took you long enough to figure that out.”

Chad chuckled under his breath, and without another word, he left—door closing with a soft click behind him.

And then it was just them.

Gavin sat down on the edge of the bed, silent still. Abby rolled toward him, her cheek resting against the pillow, watching him with heavy eyes.

He looked at her.

At the smudged mascara under her lashes. At the faint red marks on her hips. At the faint tremble still in her breath.

“I’ve never wanted you more than I do right now,” he said quietly.

Abby’s lips curled into a tired but unmistakable smile. “Good.”

He brushed her hair away from her face. “You didn’t just let it happen. You made it happen.”

“I needed to know if I could,” she whispered.

He nodded.

There was nothing fragile about her in this moment. Nothing broken. If anything, she looked like she’d just claimed something—inside herself, and inside him.

“Was it too much?” she asked finally, her voice lower now.

Gavin leaned down and kissed her, soft and slow.

“No,” he murmured. “It was perfect.”

Abby exhaled, her eyelids fluttering, but she didn’t fall asleep. Not yet.

She reached down, brushed her fingers between her thighs, and glanced at them as they came back slick and wet.

Her eyes found Gavin’s again.

“I don’t think I’m finished.”
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The light leaking through the hotel curtains was soft, golden, and slow—like the morning itself had no urgency. The air still smelled like last night: sweat, sex, a trace of cologne, and something warmer—Abby’s skin against his. Gavin lay on his back, one arm folded behind his head, the other resting against the curve of her bare waist. Her body was flush to his, skin to skin, and her breathing was steady. Deep. Peaceful.

She looked like she could sleep forever.

He, on the other hand, was wide awake.

Not in a panicked way. Not even in an overthinking way. But something inside him—coiled tight—refused to settle. His mind kept replaying it. The sound of Abby’s moans. The look on her face when Chad came inside her. The way her voice had trembled when she told Gavin to watch.

That hadn’t just been hot. It hadn’t even just been intense.

It had changed something.

He shifted slightly, careful not to wake her, but her eyes blinked open before he even moved an inch. She was never a heavy sleeper. She always knew when he was gone—even when he wasn’t.

She turned her head toward him and smiled, slow and soft.

“Hey,” she whispered, her voice raspy with sleep.

“Hey,” he replied, brushing his thumb along her waist. “You sleep okay?”

“Like a rock,” she murmured, stretching out beside him. Her breasts pressed lightly against his chest, and he could still feel the faint heat between her thighs as her leg slid over his.

They stayed like that for a moment.

Breathing.

Not speaking.

Until Gavin finally broke the silence.

“So… are you okay?”

Abby opened one eye and gave him a look. “You really think I’d be this cuddly if I wasn’t?”

He smirked. “Just making sure. You went pretty hard last night.”

Her expression shifted—just slightly. From soft to thoughtful.

“I didn’t feel like I was forcing anything,” she said quietly. “It didn’t feel like I was… pretending.”

“You weren’t,” Gavin said immediately. “You were perfect.”

That made her smile again. But there was something behind it—something that didn’t quite match the tone of her voice.

He waited.

And then she said it, just above a whisper.

“I’m still turned on.”

His body reacted instantly—his cock stirring against her thigh, his breath catching. But she didn’t move to act on it. She just said the words, like she needed them out in the air.

“I thought it would fade,” she continued. “I thought I’d feel tired, maybe drained. But I don’t. I feel… wired. Like I could do it again right now. Like my body hasn’t figured out it’s morning.”

Gavin exhaled slowly.

He understood.

Because he wasn’t entirely calm either.

They were both laying still—but something beneath the surface wasn’t. Something was spinning.

Abby leaned in, kissed his jaw, and nestled back against his chest.

“I’m not saying we have to,” she said softly. “I’m just saying… whatever got woken up last night?”

She ran her fingers slowly across his stomach.

“It’s still awake.”

The clink of silverware against china was soft and strangely calming. A little cart of breakfast sat between them—scrambled eggs, toast, fruit, and two steaming cups of black coffee. Abby had pulled on one of the hotel’s robes, loosely tied, her legs curled under her as she picked at her food with the distracted elegance of someone whose mind was far from breakfast.

Gavin sat across from her on the edge of the sofa, still shirtless, still a little stunned by how normal this should have felt—and how it didn’t. Not because something was wrong. But because everything inside him still buzzed.

She looked up at him over the rim of her coffee mug. “You’ve been staring at your eggs for like five minutes.”

He gave a tired smile. “Trying to remember how to eat like a person.”

She smirked. “Same.”

There was a beat of silence, comfortable but heavy. Abby set her cup down and leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on her knees.

“Can I tell you something?”

Gavin nodded.

“I didn’t expect it to feel that… right,” she said. “I thought I might like it. Thought I might enjoy the kink of it. But last night? That wasn’t just fun. That was real.”

He swallowed. “Real how?”

She looked at him for a long moment, eyes clear. “Real like I wasn’t performing. I wasn’t trying to be your fantasy. I wasn’t trying to play a part. I was just... me. Wanting something. And knowing I could take it.”

Gavin’s pulse kicked up again. “You did take it,” he said, quieter than he meant to.

Abby tilted her head. “And you let me. You sat there. You watched. You didn’t stop it, didn’t direct it. You let me do it.”

He nodded slowly.

“And that…” she continued, “turned me on more than anything. Knowing I could push it that far and you wouldn’t flinch.”

Gavin shifted in his seat. Her words weren’t dirty. But they were doing something to him anyway. Something dangerous.

“I didn’t flinch,” he said. “But I felt it.”

Abby’s brows lifted slightly. “Jealousy?”

He gave her a look. “Jealousy, arousal, fear. Pride. Obsession. Pick one.”

She grinned. “I pick all of them.”

He chuckled, but it faded quickly. “It scared me how much I wanted it,” he said honestly. “Not just the idea of it. But watching it happen. Watching you happen. It made me feel—” He broke off, brow furrowing. “It made me feel like I wasn’t in control anymore. And I liked it.”

Abby leaned forward, reaching across the small table, her fingers brushing his knee.

“You still think this is about control?” she asked softly.

“I think it’s about you,” he said.

That stopped her. The words settled between them with more weight than anything else they’d said that morning.

She smiled—not coy, not smug. Just full of something quiet and electric.

“Well,” she said, “if it’s about me… then I should get to pick the next one.”
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The afternoon light had shifted to something softer, a golden wash across the hotel suite’s muted walls. The window sheers swayed gently in the breeze from the air vent, and somewhere in the distance, traffic murmured along the strip. But inside the room, the world was still.

Gavin sat on the edge of the bed, shirtless, quiet, his hands folded loosely between his knees.

He hadn’t meant to sit there so long.

But when Abby stepped out of the bathroom in a new set of lingerie—black, high-cut, sheer where it mattered—he didn’t move. Not because she looked hot (she did), or because she had that flushed post-breakfast glow still warming her cheeks (she did). It was something else.

She wasn’t performing.

She didn’t look at him. Not once.

She stood in front of the full-length mirror, her hips angled slightly, her back arched just enough to trace the curve of her ass, her ribcage expanding slowly with each deep, steady breath.

She wasn’t modeling the lingerie for him.

She was watching herself wear it.

Her fingers moved along the tops of her thighs. Down to the backs of her knees. Up over her hips. She turned slowly to one side, studying her own shape in the reflection, and adjusted the straps at her shoulders.

Gavin swallowed hard.

It wasn’t overtly sexual, but he felt his body react all the same—his cock thickening slowly, breath getting shallow.

Then her fingers moved higher.

She cupped one breast, her palm soft against the sheer mesh, and exhaled. Not a moan. Just a release of air. Almost like relief.

Like recognition.

She rolled her nipple between two fingers, watching the way it peaked under the fabric.

And still—she didn’t look at him.

She was having a moment with herself.

The woman she was looking at in the mirror wasn’t the same one who came here two days ago. Gavin knew that without a doubt. That woman—his wife—had been beautiful, confident, sharp.

But this woman?

This woman was dangerous.

And the terrifying part?

He wanted her even more now. Not because he owned her. But because he didn’t.

Abby finally spoke, voice soft but not uncertain.

“I see it now.”

Gavin’s throat was tight. “See what?”

She still didn’t turn.

“I see what he saw. The first guy. The second. What you see.”

She dragged her fingers slowly across her stomach, watching her skin shiver.

“They weren’t just looking at me because I was your wife. They wanted me because I wanted them to. Because I knew what I was doing.”

She paused.

“I want to do it again.”

That hit Gavin like a wave of heat. His pulse kicked. His mouth went dry.

Abby finally turned, eyes finding his.

“I want to choose the next one.”

Abby stood in the soft light of the room, one hip cocked, her body still in that black lingerie that looked like it had been sewn onto her. But the way she looked at Gavin now had nothing to do with seduction.

She was serious.

Not harsh. Not cold. Just very, very clear.

“I want the next one to be mine,” she said. “Not yours.”

Gavin’s lips parted, but nothing came out at first. Not a protest. Not a nod. His mind was racing, but his body already knew the answer. He was hard. His chest was tight. His fingers twitched where they rested on his thigh.

Abby stepped closer, slow and smooth, never breaking eye contact. “Not someone you screen. Not someone you choose for me. I want to find him. I want to feel it first. I want to say yes because I want to, not because I know it turns you on.”

Gavin took a breath, but she wasn’t finished.

“I want to flirt with him. Talk to him. Get close. See what I like. I want the moment to feel real. Not arranged. Not approved.”

There was no anger in her voice. No edge. She wasn’t rebelling.

She was becoming.

He swallowed, hard. “Would you… still tell me everything?”

Abby’s face softened just slightly. “Every word. Every look. Every filthy detail.”

That did something to him. Cut right through his hesitations and left nothing behind but heat.

“You want me out of it completely?” he asked, voice quieter.

“No,” she said. “I want you in it… deeper than before. But as the one who listens. The one who imagines it. The one who waits.”

That sent a tremor through his chest. Because he could already feel what that would be like. Sitting in the room. Not knowing where she was. Who she was with. What she was doing.

But also knowing that it was for him.

That every second of her pleasure would be brought back to him like a gift.

Abby placed a hand on his chest now, palm flat, eyes searching his.

“I don’t want this to feel like it belongs to both of us,” she whispered. “I want to know what it feels like to have it be mine. Just for a night.”

Gavin looked at her.

And then nodded.

“Okay.”

Abby leaned in slowly, pressing her lips to his—deep and warm and slow. Her mouth moved with a kind of gratitude that made him ache.

When she pulled back, she smiled against his mouth.

“Then let’s stay one more night.”

Gavin’s chest rose and fell with a slow, deliberate breath. The moment stretched out between them, warm and heavy with possibility. Abby stood in front of him, still in her lingerie, still radiant from everything they'd shared—and everything she now wanted to claim.

He reached up and touched her waist, fingertips grazing the lace just above her hipbone.

“Okay,” he said again, voice steady now. “You choose him. All of it. The who, the when, the how.”

Her expression flickered—relief, excitement, something more dangerous. “You mean it?”

He nodded. “I do.”

“But I want one thing,” he added. “Just one.”

Abby’s body tensed slightly beneath his hand. “What?”

“No secrets,” Gavin said. “I want to know what you wore. What you said. How he touched you. I want it all, Abby. Even the parts that make me jealous.”

She exhaled—slow and sharp—and a slow smile curled at the corners of her lips.

“Especially those parts?”

He nodded again. “Especially.”

Abby leaned in, her voice almost a whisper now. “You want to picture it, don’t you?”

His jaw clenched. “I already am.”

She didn’t tease him. Didn’t drag it out. She just leaned closer until their foreheads touched.

“No secrets,” she said softly. “Just sex.”

The kiss she gave him wasn’t soft. It wasn’t gentle.

It was full—of tension, of gratitude, of ownership. Her mouth was hot, open, hungry, her hands threading into his hair as if he were the only anchor she had left. She climbed into his lap, straddling him, not to fuck, but to press in—chest to chest, lips to lips, breath shared like it mattered more than anything.

Gavin kissed her back hard, pulling her against him, palms wide over her spine, and for a second—just a second—he felt it again: the raw need, the helpless devotion, the high-wire thrill of giving her everything she asked for.

When they finally parted, Abby’s cheeks were flushed.

“We’ll stay one more night,” she said, breathless. “And tonight…”

She slid off his lap, heading toward the closet to dress.

“I’ll find someone for me.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




Abby stood in front of the closet, her robe hanging open as she flipped through hangers, her fingers gliding across dresses and blouses like she was choosing armor. The room was quiet except for the soft swish of fabric and the occasional clink of a zipper. Gavin sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, watching her.

She didn’t ask what he thought.

She didn’t need to.

She was calm. Not excited in the giddy way, not nervous either. Just settled. There was a purpose in her movements. She pulled out a deep green dress—fitted but not trashy, low in the back, high at the thigh—and held it against her body. Then she turned to the mirror.

Gavin swallowed. Hard.

“You going with that one?” he asked, trying to keep his voice level.

Abby glanced over her shoulder, one brow arched. “You think it’s too much?”

“No,” he said too quickly. “Not at all.”

She smiled faintly and stepped into the dress. No bra. No panties. She didn’t explain that either.

He watched her zip it up, smooth it down, adjust the thin straps over her shoulders. The shape of her was… goddamn. Elegant. Sharp. Sexual without being obvious. This wasn’t a costume. This was who she had become.

She turned around slowly, giving him a full look. “Good?”

Gavin nodded. “More than.”

She walked over to the dresser and slid a tube of lipstick from her makeup bag. Deep red. The same shade she’d worn the night of their anniversary. She applied it without looking at him.

He stood now, restless. His chest felt too tight for his lungs. His erection hadn’t left him since she started dressing, but it wasn’t even about that anymore.

“You sure you want to go alone?” he asked finally.

She looked at him in the mirror. Her tone was soft. Not defensive.

“You said I could choose.”

“I did.”

“Then let me.”

He stepped behind her and placed a hand on her waist, not possessive—just needing to feel her warmth. “I’m not trying to stop you.”

“I know,” she said. “But you’re scared it’s real now.”

His fingers tensed slightly. “Isn’t it?”

She turned to face him fully. Kissed him. Long, slow, breath-stealing.

Then whispered against his lips: “You’ll still be the one I come home to.”

And with that, she picked up her clutch, slid her phone inside, and walked to the door.

He watched her the whole way.

The sound of her heels against the marble tile.

The soft pull of the door opening.

And then⁠—

Click.

Silence.

Gavin stood in the empty room, his heart thudding like he’d just been kissed goodbye before a war.

She was gone.

And now?

Now the waiting began.

The hotel bar wasn’t loud, but it hummed. Low jazz filtered from hidden speakers, layered with the clinking of ice and the soft rise and fall of muted conversation. It was early enough that the crowd was mixed—travelers, business types, a few couples leaning in over cocktails.

Abby stepped in slowly, letting the doors swing shut behind her, heels clicking softly against polished tile. She didn’t scan the room with urgency. She walked with the quiet confidence of someone who belonged here, who wasn’t looking for anything in particular—and therefore, drew more attention than someone who was.

Her green dress caught eyes. Not because of how short it was, but because of how she wore it. It hugged her hips, dipped just enough at the neckline, hinted at everything without offering anything. The red lipstick didn’t match the dress. It didn’t need to.

She slid onto a barstool two seats in from the edge, crossing her legs slowly, deliberate in the way she rested one elbow on the counter. The bartender, a woman maybe her age, approached with a polite nod.

“Start you off with anything?”

“Dirty martini,” Abby said. “Three olives.”

The woman nodded, smiling faintly, and moved to prepare it.

Abby didn’t look around too quickly. She didn’t scan the bar like a teenager looking for a dance. She watched in mirrors. In reflections. In the way men sat up straighter when they realized she wasn’t accompanied.

She saw the first one within minutes.

Tan suit, loosened tie, mid-forties, probably a consultant or something corporate. He smiled when she looked his way. Confident. A little too polished.

She let him approach.

“Here on business or pleasure?” he asked with a smooth grin.

“Neither,” Abby replied, sipping her drink.

He laughed like she was charming.

She wasn’t.

They talked for two minutes. He asked if she was waiting for anyone. She said maybe. He asked if he could wait with her. She said no.

He got the message.

The next man was younger. Backpack slung over one shoulder, sneakers too clean. He complimented her lipstick. She nodded once, thanked him, and turned back to her drink.

Abby didn’t feel rude. She wasn’t here to practice manners. She was waiting for a feeling. And this wasn’t it.

She checked her phone once—no messages from Gavin.

Her lips curled slightly.

Good.

The bartender returned to ask if she wanted another. Abby declined with a smile.

“No offense,” she said, sliding a bill across the counter. “Just not the right bar.”

The woman nodded like she understood.

Abby stood, smoothed the sides of her dress, and walked toward the exit.

She wasn’t disappointed.

She was just getting started, but this wasn’t the right place. Abby decided to try a different spot to find the right guy.

The rooftop lounge was different.

Not louder. Just looser. The kind of place with warm lighting, woven couches, and quiet beats vibrating through speakers set low against brick walls. A breeze moved across the terrace, and the faint glow of the skyline reflected in the glasses of everyone who was trying to act cool.

Abby stepped inside and felt it instantly—less pressure. Less performance. Here, people weren’t on the prowl. They were waiting to be noticed.

She liked that.

She moved to the bar without urgency. Her heels were quieter here on the wood floors, but they still carried that rhythm—confident, sure. She ordered another drink. Something colder, cleaner. A gin and tonic this time.

And then she saw him.

Not in the way you notice a man trying to be noticed. There were plenty of those. This man didn’t shift when she walked in. He didn’t sit up, didn’t make space. He was leaned back on the corner of the bar, one foot braced on the rung beneath him, a glass of whiskey held loose in one hand.

Dark jeans. Crisp white button-down. No tie. A watch that wasn’t showy.

Abby couldn’t explain what hit her. He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t even watching her. He was reading something on his phone, his jawline defined and faintly stubbled, his expression unreadable.

But when he did glance up?

The world shifted just slightly.

His eyes met hers—gray-blue, direct, no flicker of surprise—and then returned to his screen as if nothing happened.

And yet, she felt it.

A tug low in her stomach. The kind that had nothing to do with polite attraction. It was something older. Something deeper.

She didn’t think. She just moved.

One stool away. Not close. Not obvious. Close enough to be noticed if he wanted to.

She didn’t look over right away. Just sipped her drink, letting the silence stretch.

He didn’t speak.

Not right away.

Eventually, he slid his phone into his pocket. Took a sip of his drink. Glanced at her—not for show. Just to see.

“You here alone?” he asked, voice low, no affectation.

Abby turned toward him, not smiling.

“For now.”

He nodded once, like that was a fair answer.

“I’m Clay,” he said, offering no last name.

“Abby.”

A beat passed.

Then he said, “Want to talk?”

She met his eyes and nodded.

“Yeah. I do.”

Clay didn’t shift his body when she spoke. He stayed leaned back, his posture relaxed, hands steady around his glass. His presence wasn’t dominating—it was unbothered. Like nothing around him could shake his center. That made her feel seen in a way the others hadn’t.

“What are you drinking?” Abby asked, turning slightly toward him.

“Bourbon,” he replied. “Neat.”

“You look like a bourbon neat guy,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow. “What does that mean?”

Abby gave a slow shrug. “It means you don’t waste time pretending you want something sweeter.”

He gave the faintest smile. “No. I don’t.”

She sipped her gin and tonic. It felt cold and clean on her tongue, which helped because her mouth was dry. Not from nerves. From heat. From focus.

“Do you always come here alone?” she asked.

“Sometimes.”

“Looking for someone?”

Clay met her eyes again. “No.”

Abby held his gaze. “That’s a good answer.”

“You?”

She thought about lying. Thought about dodging. But that wasn’t what this was.

“I came here to meet someone,” she said. “But only if he was worth the effort.”

Clay nodded slowly. Not flattered. Just… acknowledging it.

“And am I?” he asked.

“Still deciding.”

He chuckled quietly, took another sip. “Let me know when the verdict comes in.”

The banter didn’t feel rehearsed. It didn’t even feel flirtatious. It was a test of rhythm. Of tempo. Of tone.

Abby leaned in slightly—not close, but closer than she had been. “How old are you?”

“Forty.”

That made her pause.

He didn’t rush to fill the silence.

“You?”

“Thirty-four.”

“Married?” he asked, not hesitating.

“Yes,” she said, without blinking.

Clay didn’t flinch. Just nodded once.

“Your husband know where you are?”

She smiled. “He does.”

Another pause.

Clay’s fingers moved along the rim of his glass. “So you’re not sneaking around.”

“No.”

“Good.”

Abby’s heart ticked up a beat. That one word—good—landed heavier than anything else he’d said. Not approval. Not judgement. Just understanding.

She leaned back, mirroring his posture now.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“I’m thinking I like the way you look at me.”

She tilted her head. “And how’s that?”

“Like you’ve already decided.”

She didn’t smile.

She just said, “I have.”
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The suite was too quiet.

Gavin had turned on the TV, but the volume was muted. Some rerun played out in awkward silence. A game show host gestured wildly at someone winning something, but it felt like background noise to a much louder reality.

Abby wasn’t here.

She was out there.

Looking. Choosing. Touching. Maybe already being touched.

Gavin had tried to be productive. Showered. Changed clothes. Ordered a drink from the minibar. He even opened a book, read three paragraphs, and realized he hadn’t absorbed a single word.

Her scent was still on the sheets.

Her lipstick still marked the rim of the water glass on the nightstand.

And his body was wired. Every nerve on edge. His cock had stayed hard and aching off and on for the last hour—not because he was fantasizing. Because he was feeling. Everything. All at once.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his phone in hand, checking the lock screen again.

No new messages.

He told himself not to text her.

He failed.

You okay?

Nothing.

Five minutes. Ten.

He stood, paced the room, then sat back down. His jaw was tight. His hands restless. He imagined her walking into a bar. Imagined her eyeing someone. Imagined them leaning in too close.

And for every image that twisted his stomach—there was another that made his chest seize with desire.

What if she was already kissing him?

What if she had taken him by the belt, pulled him close, and whispered that her husband knew—and liked it?

Gavin's breath came faster.

Then—buzz.

A message.

He didn’t hesitate.

He unlocked the phone.

Just three words.

Don’t wait up.

No emoji. No explanation. Just that.

And it broke him wide open.

He let the phone fall beside him and leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his heart in his throat.

She was doing it.

Right now.

And all he could do…

Was wait.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




The rooftop breeze lingered against Abby’s skin as she and Clay stepped out of the lounge together. The city stretched out beneath them in a smear of lights, but neither of them looked down. Their shoulders brushed as they walked, not holding hands but moving close enough that their paths were tethered. The music behind them softened with the closing doors, replaced by the hush of the empty corridor leading to the elevators.

Clay didn’t ask if she was sure.

Abby didn’t offer an explanation.

They both knew.

At the elevator, she pressed the button with a deliberate slowness, the cool metal under her fingertip making her pulse quicken. She felt Clay’s presence beside her—steady, quiet, a body that carried itself without effort. He didn’t lean in. He didn’t crowd her. That restraint made her want him more. It was confidence without arrogance. A man who didn’t need to fill the silence.

The doors opened with a muted chime. She stepped in first. He followed.

Inside, the mirrored walls caught them at angles—her lipstick still sharp, her dress hugging her body, his shirt crisp, his jawline set with something calm and unreadable. Their eyes met in the reflection. She didn’t smile. Neither did he. They just looked. The air between them thickened with everything that hadn’t been said.

The elevator hummed as it descended. Floors ticked by, each one a quiet acknowledgment of how close they were to no return.

When the doors slid open again, they stepped into another quiet hallway. Plush carpet softened the sound of her heels. Their pace slowed. Not hesitation—savoring. Like both of them understood that the build-up was part of the hunger.

Clay stopped in front of his door. Slid his keycard from his pocket. The lock clicked with a muted green light. He pushed the door open and stood aside, waiting.

Abby looked at him once, just long enough to confirm what she already knew.

Then she stepped inside first.

Her hand grazed the doorframe as she entered, steady, deliberate.

And in that moment, the line was crossed.

The hotel suite was clean, modern, softly lit. No clutter. No distractions. The bed was made, the windows drawn back to let in the view of the city below. Abby stepped in without speaking, letting the door click shut behind her. She didn’t turn around.

She walked to the center of the room, her heels silent on the carpet, and just stood there for a moment, taking in the space.

She could feel Clay behind her—waiting, not advancing. His restraint wasn’t polite. It was powerful. It told her that he wasn’t confused about what was happening. He just respected the fact that it was hers to begin.

Abby turned her head slightly and glanced back at him.

“Sit.”

He did. No smile, no smirk. He just took the nearby armchair, his whiskey still in hand, his legs slightly apart, one ankle resting on the opposite knee.

She turned to face him fully.

And unzipped her dress.

The sound of it—barely more than a whisper—seemed to echo.

She slipped the straps down her shoulders slowly, one side, then the other, and let the fabric slide down her body. It puddled at her feet. No bra. No panties. Just bare, warm skin in soft light and red lipstick.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t ask if he liked what he saw.

She just watched him.

His eyes followed her with measured attention, never darting, never dropping to the floor. He took her in with a kind of quiet reverence, but there was heat behind it. Controlled, but present. His breathing shifted—slightly heavier now—but he stayed in his seat.

That made her wetter than anything.

She walked toward him slowly, hips loose, body loose. Not because she was trying to seduce. But because she was comfortable.

At the edge of the chair, she stopped. Looked down at him.

“Touch me,” she said, her voice low.

Clay set his glass down. Reached out.

One hand on her thigh, palm warm, steady. He let it rest there first, just a moment. Then moved up—slow, deliberate—tracing the curve of her hip, the line of her waist.

She stepped in between his legs, and his other hand rose to meet the first, both palms now gliding along her bare skin.

Still, he didn’t pull her down. Didn’t guide her body to his. He simply let her stand there. Held her.

Abby felt the weight of her own heartbeat now. Not from nerves—but from awareness. From the power of being seen and not claimed.

She bent at the waist slowly. Brushed her mouth against his.

And whispered, “I’m going to fuck you.”

Clay’s only answer was a soft exhale through his nose.

As she climbed into his lap, his hands moved instinctively to support her.

And she smiled.

Because even though he hadn’t said it…

She knew he would do exactly what she wanted.
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The lights were low in the suite, the curtains drawn tight, but the glow of the city still leaked through the gaps. Gavin sat in a chair by the window, fully clothed, a glass of something strong in his hand—untouched. The ice had already melted.

He’d moved around the room all evening. First on the bed. Then the couch. Then the floor for some stupid reason. Now, back in the chair.

It was almost 1 a.m.

No word from her. Not a single text since Don’t wait up.

He’d read that message over and over until the screen felt burned into his retinas. Three words. Just three. And yet they had cracked his chest wide open.

He tried to play it cool. Tried to tell himself she might still be at the bar. Still talking. Still sipping that second drink.

But he knew better.

She was with him.

Clay.

The name she hadn’t texted. The face he hadn’t seen. The man he’d never even met. That was the part that hit hardest—how anonymous it all was. Clay didn’t need to know Gavin existed. He was just… some husband in a hotel suite, letting it happen.

He’d unzipped his pants earlier. Sat on the bed. Started to touch himself.

But the images came too fast. Too vivid.

Abby—naked, flushed, her legs around another man. Her voice breaking. Her back arching.

Her eyes on someone else’s.

He got hard, painfully hard—but couldn’t finish. Couldn’t even move.

Instead, he lay back on the bed and just felt it. The weight. The ache. The impossible pressure of needing to see her—knowing he couldn’t.

What was she doing right now?

Was she riding him?

Whispering to him?

Was she laughing?

The thought gutted him. Not because he didn’t want her happy. But because she might be happy… without him.

He pressed the heels of his palms into his eyes.

No secrets, he reminded himself. That was the deal. She’d tell him everything.

Later.

Tomorrow.

If she came back.

The clock changed again.

2:01 a.m.

She wasn’t coming back tonight.

And in that silence, in that raw emptiness, Gavin realized something that nearly undid him:

He didn’t want it to stop.

He wanted it all. Every word. Every moan. Every filthy detail she hadn’t told him yet.

He lay back on the bed, fully clothed, staring at the ceiling.

And waited for morning.
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The room smelled like skin and fabric and something faintly woodsy—the cologne that clung to Clay’s collar as Abby settled onto his lap. His shirt was unbuttoned now, his chest bare beneath her hands, warm and solid and steady. He hadn’t rushed to undress her. He hadn’t peeled her apart like a prize. He’d let her move, let her pace it, let her decide every inch.

She straddled him slowly, letting her knees settle on either side of his thighs. Her hand moved between them with confidence, wrapping gently around the length of him, already thick, already warm against her palm. He didn’t gasp. Didn’t groan. He just looked up at her with the kind of calm that only made her wetter.

Clay felt like a man who didn’t need to be overwhelmed by a body to want it. He knew exactly what was about to happen, and that made him the safest kind of dangerous.

Abby guided him into her inch by inch, her body tight with anticipation, but not fear. She was open, aching, and still completely aware of every breath, every pulsebeat. He filled her in a way that felt satisfying, not just physically—but emotionally. Like something inside her had been stretched in the right direction.

She rocked her hips once, then again, her breath hitching on the second slow thrust. Clay didn’t grip her. He didn’t buck up. His hands rested lightly at her hips, thumbs grazing her skin but never forcing her rhythm. He let her ride him at her own speed—measured, purposeful, deep.

There was no small talk. No compliments. Just breathing. The slap of skin, the low groan that curled up from his throat when she shifted forward, squeezing him with just the right clench of her muscles.

Abby leaned forward and braced her hands on his chest. Her hair slipped over her shoulder, sticking lightly to the sheen of sweat gathering at her collarbone. Clay met her thrusts now, subtly, in sync, not trying to steal the lead. Just following. Mirroring.

She didn’t moan his name. Didn’t perform. Her pleasure came in waves—quiet at first, then heavier, louder, until she stopped riding him entirely and just ground down against him with tight, slow circles. Her eyes closed. Her teeth found her lower lip. Her head fell forward as her body tensed.

And then she whispered it.

“Gavin…”

It wasn’t a cry. It wasn’t a slip. It was a quiet, intimate murmur—as if she needed him there in the room, needed him to feel it too. She came just after, her whole body flexing, her breath caught in her throat before it left her in a sharp exhale that sounded like freedom.

Clay didn’t ask about the name.

He just held her as she shuddered through it, one hand sliding up her spine, the other firm at her lower back. When she went still, slumped slightly against his chest, he didn’t speak.

She stayed like that for a while. Breathing. Remembering where she was. Who she was. What she’d just done.

And the strangest thing?

She didn’t feel guilty.

She felt alive.
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The room was completely still when Gavin’s eyes opened. The clock on the nightstand read 2:04 a.m., glowing soft green in the darkness. The sheets beside him were still undisturbed, cool to the touch, and that was all it took.

She wasn’t coming back tonight.

He lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, listening to the hum of the air conditioning and the faint traffic below. No panic gripped his chest. No fury bubbled up. Just a slow, strange ache that settled deep in his stomach and wouldn’t move.

He’d thought he’d be ready for this.

He’d imagined it so many ways—quick encounters, long conversations after, her slipping back into bed with stories she’d whisper just for him. He’d thought he’d be the one who waited up, burning for her return, hard and ready and full of questions.

But this… this was different.

She hadn’t even texted. No photo. No update. Just silence.

And somehow that was more intimate than anything else she could’ve done.

It wasn’t about disrespect. It was about ownership. She had taken the night for herself. Claimed it. Fully. Without negotiation. Without performance. She wasn’t checking in because she didn’t need permission. And in a strange, devastating way—that turned him on more than anything.

Gavin pressed a hand to his chest. His heart was beating fast again.

He let his eyes close and pictured her—hair tousled, dress in a heap on some unfamiliar floor, her thighs parted and mouth open as she whispered someone else’s name into a different bed.

No.

Not someone else’s name.

His.

That part struck like a bolt. Not pain. Not even jealousy. Just… heat.

She had taken another man inside her.

And still thought of him.

He let the image linger, let it sink deeper, and felt his body harden beneath the covers. He didn’t touch himself. Didn’t need to. The ache was enough. The truth of it.

This wasn’t fiction anymore. This was real. Happening. Done.

And there would be stories.

She’d come back with them.

But tonight… she stayed.

And Gavin, wide awake and aching in the dark, realized something else:

He didn’t want her to come back yet.

He wanted her to stay just a little longer.

And then tell him everything.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




Gavin woke before the sun crested the skyline. The room was still dim, the early morning light just beginning to edge its way around the corners of the blackout curtains. But he didn’t need light to feel it—the absence. It still hung in the space beside him, as heavy as it had been when he finally drifted off to sleep a few hours before.

The sheets where she should’ve been were cool. He’d checked more than once throughout the night, even in a half-sleep haze, stretching out an arm to find only folded blankets and the scent of her perfume fading further by the hour.

He sat up slowly, the weight in his chest thick and unmoving.

He couldn’t stop picturing it.

Her voice. Her skin. Her legs spread across someone else’s lap. The way she might’ve whispered, or moaned, or gone completely silent when she came. And worst of all—how much she might’ve loved it.

He rubbed his face, then his chest, like he could force calm back into his ribs. But it didn’t come. Only heat. Only need.

He moved to the edge of the bed, then stood, pacing slowly to the window. He pulled the curtain back a few inches. The city was still waking up. A few cars below. Some early risers on the sidewalk.

Somewhere out there, she was making her way back.

Maybe.

He didn’t know the exact moment he started listening for her. But when the sound came—muffled, distant—he felt it before he registered it.

An elevator chime.

Footsteps on the carpeted hallway.

A pause.

Then another soft step. Closer.

His heart kicked harder than it had all night.

He moved to the door without realizing he was doing it, then stopped short, standing a few feet away, frozen in place.

There was a moment of total silence.

Then the card reader clicked.

The door handle turned.

And she walked in.

The door swung shut behind her with a soft click, and Abby took two steps into the room before stopping. She didn’t fumble with the lock. She didn’t say hi. She simply stood there, the weight of the city still clinging to her skin, the hallway air slipping off her shoulders as she looked across the room toward Gavin.

Her dress was the same one she had left in—deep green, unmistakably wrinkled now, clinging more loosely to her body after a long night. Her heels were still on but she kicked them off one by one as she crossed the threshold, the leather falling against the carpet with soft, careless thumps. Her hair was a little messier, her lipstick faintly worn. Not a disaster—just real. She looked like a woman who had done everything she meant to do, and hadn’t rushed to come home.

Gavin remained where he was, halfway between the window and the bed, unsure whether to step forward or stay still. His heart was already pounding, but his body didn’t move. He couldn’t speak yet. Couldn’t figure out what the right words were supposed to be. She didn’t seem to be expecting any.

Abby turned away from him briefly, set her clutch on the small table by the window, and stretched her shoulders slightly, a soft exhale escaping her lips like the first full breath she’d taken all morning. There was no guilt in it. No nerves. If anything, she looked at peace—centered. As if she’d stepped back into the room more herself than when she had left it.

When she finally turned to face him again, her expression didn’t shift. She didn’t offer a smile or an apology or a story. She just met his eyes and held them. Steady. Unshaken.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Gavin’s mouth was dry. His fingers curled into his palms, fighting the urge to reach for her—to grab her, pull her close, kiss her, demand to know what had happened. But he didn’t move. He let her set the tone.

And Abby? She didn’t rush forward, didn’t collapse into his arms. She simply stood there with her weight balanced on one hip, watching him, her lips parted just slightly as if she was about to speak—but chose not to.

It wasn’t tense. It wasn’t cold. It was electric in the quietest, most dangerous way. The kind of tension that said: something happened. And they both knew it.

Gavin’s throat felt dry, but he didn’t reach for water. His hands were still at his sides, unmoving, and his eyes stayed locked on her. Abby didn’t look away, but she didn’t speak, either. It was as if she was waiting to see what he would do—if he’d ask. If he could ask.

He wanted to.

God, he wanted to ask everything. Where did you go after the bar? Did he bring you straight to the room? Did you take your dress off yourself, or did he help you? Did you let him kiss your neck? Your mouth? Did you moan his name? Or did you moan mine?

But the words stuck behind his teeth.

He didn’t want to ruin it. Didn’t want to force her into a corner or make her justify something he had already given permission for. This wasn’t interrogation. It was… something else. Something deeper. If he asked too soon, it might come out wrong. It might come from fear. From jealousy. From ownership.

And that wasn’t what this was.

So instead, he asked the only thing he could trust himself to say.

“You okay?”

His voice sounded rougher than he expected. It broke the silence but didn’t shatter it. Abby’s expression didn’t change much—only the faintest tilt of her head, a little nod that came slow and easy. She stepped forward, just one step, then paused again.

“Yes,” she said, and her voice was calm. Not guarded. Not guilty. Just… calm.

That single word settled between them like a stone dropped into water. It didn’t sink. It rippled.

Her calmness wasn’t distant. It was confident. As if the question didn’t surprise her. As if she’d known he would ask. And now that he had, she didn’t need to dress it up with explanations.

Gavin felt the tension shift in his chest. Not lighter—just deeper. She was okay. And that meant it had happened.

She had gone through with it.

He wasn’t imagining anymore. He was reacting to fact.

He lowered himself onto the edge of the bed slowly, elbows on his knees, still looking at her. She didn’t follow right away. She stayed standing for a moment, one hand brushing her hip, the other hanging loosely by her side. She was still in the dress. Still barefoot. And somehow, still glowing.

Gavin felt something ache in his throat again.

There were so many things he wanted to say.

I missed you. I thought about you all night. I came close to texting a dozen times. I wanted to watch. I wanted to know every second. I didn’t sleep. I got hard thinking about you with him, and then hated myself for wanting it.

But instead, he stayed quiet.

And she let him.

The bed barely shifted when she sat beside him, her hip brushing his. She didn’t look down. She didn’t fidget. She simply turned slightly toward him, knees angled just enough to face him, and let the silence breathe for another long moment.

“I went back to his room,” she said finally, and her voice was steady—low but not quiet. “We didn’t talk about much in the elevator. Just little things. Where we were from. What we were drinking. But it was calm. No pressure. I liked that.”

Gavin didn’t move. His hands were folded between his knees, jaw clenched just enough to feel it, but his eyes never left her.

“I liked how he didn’t try to sell himself. He didn’t touch me until I told him to. He didn’t even kiss me until I was already on top of him.”

She paused and looked at Gavin now—not to check his reaction, but to share it with him. Like this was a memory they were both allowed to carry.

“I undressed first. On my own. I wanted to feel like I was doing it for me… not to put on a show. Just to feel the shift. My skin felt hot. Not from nerves. Just… awake. I liked the way he looked at me. He didn’t react the way you see in porn. He didn’t grunt or grab me. He just watched. Quietly. Like he saw everything.”

Gavin’s breath came slower now, deeper, but not relaxed. He was hanging on every word, a part of him trembling, another part getting painfully hard again.

“I climbed into his lap,” she continued. “And told him what I wanted. I didn’t ask. I told. That was the difference. I felt like I owned the moment.”

She exhaled softly, her voice growing even steadier.

“He didn’t rush. He let me take what I wanted. And I did. I rode him slow. I held his chest. I watched his face the entire time.”

She paused again, then added, with just the slightest smile curling at the edge of her mouth, “He was good. Quiet. Present. Big. But not cocky about it.”

Gavin’s stomach clenched. The heat in his body had moved lower, thicker, heavier. His fingers were digging into his own palm now, jaw tight, breathing shallow—but he still didn’t speak. He wanted more. Needed more.

“I came hard,” Abby said, simply. “I didn’t hold it back. I didn’t perform it either. It just… happened. Like my body was louder than my thoughts. It felt incredible.”

Her voice dropped even softer now. “And when I did… I whispered your name.”

That broke something in him. Not painfully. Not with regret. It cracked through him like a shiver, and he looked at her with something between awe and disbelief.

She reached for his hand and finally took it in hers—warm, steady, grounding him.

“I stayed the night,” she added. “Not because I didn’t want to come back. But because I wasn’t ready to leave it yet. I wanted the night to stay mine. All the way.”

Gavin nodded once, his throat too tight to speak.

Abby leaned closer, her forehead brushing his.

“I’m here now,” she whispered. “And I’d do it again.”

Gavin didn’t speak. He just looked at her—really looked—and something behind his eyes broke open. Not pain. Not anger. Just the raw weight of being overwhelmed by who she was now, what she had done, and how much he wanted her.

He lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it. Not out of politeness. It wasn’t a gesture. It was a grounding point—his way of touching the real, tangible truth that she was here. With him. After everything.

Then he stood.

She watched him as he stepped in front of her, the air between them thick with energy. When his hands reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, she didn’t stop him. She stood too, turning slightly so he could slide it down, his knuckles grazing her skin with aching slowness.

The fabric fell, soft and silent, pooling at her feet. He knelt without a word, guiding it the rest of the way off her, running his fingers along the sides of her thighs as he did. He didn’t kiss her yet. Didn’t touch her breasts. Didn’t even look at her like a man trying to devour.

He looked at her like she was holy.

She stood in front of him now, fully naked, her posture relaxed, chin tilted slightly down as she gazed at him. She didn’t feel small in that moment. She felt powerful—loved, seen, revered.

Gavin leaned in and pressed a kiss to her hipbone. Then lower. His mouth barely brushed the skin above her mound, his breath warming her core, his hands firm around the backs of her thighs.

She inhaled, sharp and quiet, as his lips finally parted and he tasted her.

There was no hesitation. No teasing. He buried his tongue into her slowly, steadily, letting the taste of her—her sweat, her sex, her story—spread across his tongue like truth. He didn’t rush to find rhythm. He explored. Listened. Responded.

His mouth moved with purpose, not performance. He didn’t look up at her. He just focused. Worshipped. Drank her in like he was trying to learn something new from every drop.

Abby’s fingers slid into his hair, not pulling, just grounding herself in the moment. Her legs trembled slightly, her breath breaking as his mouth found the perfect pressure, the perfect pace.

She didn’t moan for show.

She just whispered, “God, yes…”

And he answered her with his tongue, firmer now, hungrier—but still deliberate. Like he wanted this to last forever. Like she was a gift he wasn’t finished unwrapping.

When she came, it wasn’t sudden. It built like a storm—slow pressure, then heat, then her whole body locking around his mouth, thighs closing slightly, hands gripping his shoulders as her breath scattered.

She didn’t collapse.

She stood tall, shuddering through it, and Gavin didn’t stop until she opened her eyes again and looked down at him, her chest rising fast, her mouth parted in awe.

He kissed the inside of her thigh once more.

Then looked up at her, his lips still wet, and whispered, “You taste like you.”

She didn’t answer with words.

She just dropped to her knees with him.

And kissed him back.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




The hotel room was still and dim, painted in the soft gray light of a city morning that hadn't yet decided to wake fully. Sheets lay half-pushed down their legs, the air cool against their skin. Abby rested her head on his chest, her hair a warm tangle against his shoulder. Her breath moved in slow, even waves—neither fully asleep nor entirely awake. The kind of rest that only came after something honest.

Gavin stared at the ceiling. He hadn’t spoken in nearly twenty minutes. Not because there was nothing to say—but because every word felt important now. He didn’t want to speak just to fill the quiet. He wanted to speak to understand it.

She had gone through with it.

He’d seen it in her body when she walked through the door. In the way her shoulders settled, in the deep calm of her eyes. Something had happened to her last night—something that didn’t take from her, but gave. That shook him more than he expected.

It hadn’t made her smaller.

It had made her more.

And yet, here she was, curled against him, fingers resting lightly on his stomach, skin warm, heartbeat slow. She was still his. Or… maybe that wasn’t even the right word anymore.

Not his.

Still with him.

That difference mattered now.

He finally let his hand glide through her hair, slow and gentle, like he was touching a secret.

“I couldn’t sleep,” he said softly, voice catching just a little on the tail end. “Not really.”

She stirred but didn’t move far. “I figured,” she murmured.

He swallowed hard. The words kept coming, but not in a rush. They peeled themselves off slowly, like something being uncovered piece by piece.

“I kept checking the time. I thought you’d text. Even just something quick. A line. A picture. Anything.”

She didn’t apologize. She just listened.

“And when you didn’t…” His throat tightened again, and he paused, grounding himself in the feel of her skin under his palm. “I couldn’t stop picturing it. Not just what you were doing. But where you were. What the room looked like. What you were wearing when it came off.”

Abby shifted slightly, not in guilt—just to look at him more clearly now. Her cheek rested on his chest, but her eyes found his.

“It was hard,” Gavin added. “But not… in a bad way. Just intense. Way more than I thought it would be.”

She didn’t say anything right away, but her fingers traced slow lines along his ribs, grounding him. Encouraging him.

“I wanted it,” he continued. “All of it. I wanted you to have that. I’m not regretting anything. But I think… if we do this again…” He took a long breath, then let the rest out. “I don’t want to be completely shut out.”

He wasn’t accusing. His tone held no resentment. Only need. And underneath that, a quiet longing to be closer—not to stop her, but to stay with her, even when she left the room.

Abby lifted her head slightly, brushing a kiss over his chest before whispering, “Tell me what you want.”

And just like that, the air shifted.

He wasn’t confessing anymore.

He was asking.

And she was ready to hear it.

Gavin sat up slightly in bed, bracing his forearms on his thighs while Abby remained close, watching him from the warm nest of pillows and sheets. The way she looked at him now—calm, composed, completely open—it gave him the safety to say what he’d been struggling to put into words.

“I didn’t expect it to hit like that,” he said. “You leaving. Not knowing. Not seeing it. I told myself I could handle it, and I did. But it was like…” He shook his head, exhaling slowly. “Like I was locked out of something I helped build. I gave the key away and then sat behind the door, waiting.”

He looked over at her, and she hadn’t looked away. She hadn’t bristled or shrunk. She just listened, her body language still completely open.

“I want to be part of it,” he said. “Not just after. Not just through your stories. I want to feel it with you. As it happens. I want you to send me a picture when his hands are on you. I want to see your dress pulled up, or your lipstick smeared. Or even just a message that says, ‘I’m about to.’”

Abby didn’t blink. She absorbed every word with the same quiet poise she had walked in with hours ago.

“I thought I could handle not knowing,” he continued. “And I could. But now I don’t want to. Not like that. I don’t need control. I just need… presence.”

She sat up slowly, pulling the sheets around her as she mirrored his posture, their knees brushing. Her voice was low, thoughtful. “You want to feel like you're still there. Even when I’m somewhere else.”

He nodded, relief flooding his chest just from hearing her phrase it like that.

“Yes,” he said. “Exactly that.”

Her fingers slid along his wrist, tracing his skin slowly. “And if I invited you to watch… next time?”

His pulse jumped. He didn’t answer right away. The idea wasn’t new—it had crossed his mind more than once. But hearing her offer it made it real.

“I’d want to,” he said. “But not to interfere. I wouldn’t be able to sit there pretending like it’s nothing. I’d want to watch you fall into it. And I’d want to know that you wanted me to.”

Abby leaned in, close enough to kiss, but she didn’t.

“I did,” she whispered. “Last night. I thought about you while he was inside me. I wondered if you were touching yourself. I wondered if you were hard. I even pictured you standing in the doorway… just watching.”

Gavin exhaled sharply, his fingers tightening into fists at the image.

“That’s what I want,” he said, voice raspier now. “I want to feel it while you’re still in it. Not just after.”

Her mouth brushed his then, soft and slow, and when she pulled back, she said, “Then next time… we’ll make it real.”

Abby sat cross-legged on the bed now, her hair slightly tangled, the blanket pooled around her hips. Gavin mirrored her position, one knee pulled up, the other stretched out across the sheets, hand resting on his shin. The room had taken on a different kind of quiet—not empty this time, but full. It buzzed with the hum of emotional gravity, not tension.

Abby broke the silence first. “Do you think it changed anything? Between us.”

He thought for a long moment. “No,” he said finally. “But I think it showed us what was already there.”

She nodded like she understood instantly.

He leaned back on his palms, looking at her the way a man looks when he realizes his world has shifted—not fallen apart, just moved into a different orbit.

“I felt jealous,” he admitted, “but not the kind that makes you angry. More like… the kind that makes you burn.”

Abby smiled softly. “I know that feeling.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You do?”

She shrugged slightly, the motion casual but not dismissive. “You were here, alone. While I was out… taking something you couldn’t touch.”

Gavin’s breath caught. That’s exactly what it was. She hadn’t just taken another man’s body—she’d taken space. Time. Autonomy. And she hadn’t needed to ask for any of it.

“I was thinking about that,” she continued. “How strange it felt not to check in with you. I thought I’d feel guilty, but I didn’t. Not once. I just felt… awake. And powerful. Like I didn’t belong to anyone in that moment. Not even myself. Just the experience.”

He nodded, trying to process the weight of that. It didn’t make him flinch. It made him revere her even more.

“I think that’s what scares most people,” he said. “That if they let go of their partner, even for a moment, they won’t come back the same. And the truth is… you didn’t.”

She held his gaze. “Do you want me to go back to the way I was?”

“No,” he said quickly. “Not even a little.”

That landed heavy between them. Not in a way that hurt—but in a way that made everything more real.

Abby stretched her legs out under the sheet, then leaned back on her elbows. “So tell me… what part of it turned you on the most? The sex? The jealousy? The not knowing?”

He didn’t answer right away.

“It wasn’t just one thing,” he said. “It was… the way I had to imagine it. All of it. I’ve never had to build a fantasy around you like that before. Usually I know you. I have you. But last night, I didn’t. And that made every version of you in my head feel like something I couldn’t control.”

“And that was hot?” she asked, not teasing—genuinely curious.

Gavin nodded slowly. “Terrifying. And yes… absolutely fucking hot.”

Abby smiled again, just slightly, and there was something in her eyes—pride, maybe. Or recognition. The version of her he saw now wasn’t a performance. It was her, becoming more herself, because she was finally allowed to.

And Gavin? He was no longer trying to pull her back.

He was leaning forward.

Gavin sat back against the headboard, a pillow behind his shoulders, legs stretched long under the sheets. Abby mirrored him on the other side of the bed, knees pulled up, one hand loosely holding the edge of the blanket over her chest. The sun was higher now, casting soft stripes of light across the floor.

They hadn’t touched in ten minutes.

Not because the moment had passed, but because they were thinking. Not processing what had already happened—building what came next.

Abby spoke first.

“So what would you want, exactly? Next time.” Her voice was clear, but not cold. She wasn’t challenging him. She was giving him the space to define his needs.

He hesitated—not because he didn’t know, but because he wanted to say it right. Not like a demand. Like an invitation.

“I want a thread,” he said finally. “A connection that stays open while it’s happening. Not just before. Not after. During.”

She nodded slowly. “A text?”

“Or a photo. A voice memo. Anything. Just… something that puts me there, even if I’m not.”

He looked at her then, fully, his gaze deep and unguarded.

“I don’t want to chase you down afterward for a story,” he said. “I want to feel it while it’s still yours. Before it becomes a memory.”

Abby tilted her head. “And if I say no?”

He took a breath. “Then you say no. But I’d want to understand why. And I’d want it to be a decision, not a default.”

She studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable—then softened. “That’s fair.”

He smiled, just a little, relieved she didn’t flinch from the clarity.

“Anything else?” she asked, brushing hair back from her face.

Gavin nodded. “Recount everything. After. Even if it’s not sexy. Even if it’s awkward or boring or didn’t go the way you thought. I want the real story. Not the highlight reel.”

“I can do that,” she said. “That part’s easy. I like telling you.”

“And what about you?” he asked. “What do you need?”

Abby leaned back, stretching her arms over her head briefly before letting them rest in her lap again. “Freedom,” she said simply. “Not just permission. Real space. I don’t want to have to check in unless we agree to it beforehand. I want to feel untethered in the moment. That’s what made last night so intense.”

Gavin nodded, processing it.

“So if we agree in advance,” he said, “that you can go dark—no messages, no photos—then I’ll hold that.”

“And I’ll tell you afterward,” she added. “All of it.”

They both sat with that for a moment. It felt solid. Not like rules. More like a map. Something they could refer to—not a cage, just coordinates.

“And if something goes sideways?” he asked.

“Then I bring it to you first,” she said without hesitation.

“And if I ever want to stop?” he asked.

“You say it out loud. We don’t guess anymore.”

That landed between them like a stone—weighty, steady, grounding.

They looked at each other and didn’t speak for a few beats.

It was done.

They’d built something.

Not a fantasy.

A real thing.

Abby stood from the bed without ceremony, wrapping the thin hotel robe around her body and tying it loosely at the waist. The light caught her collarbone as she moved toward the minibar, pausing to pour a glass of water. She didn’t look back at him. Not because she was avoiding his gaze, but because she didn’t need to. The power wasn’t in the performance—it was in the complete comfort she had in her own skin now.

Gavin sat up in bed and watched her move with a kind of reverence that startled him. This wasn’t just the same woman he’d married, post-fantasy, post-fuck. This was someone else—someone whose edges were sharper and softer at once. She carried no tension, no apology. Just presence. And it made his chest tighten in a way that didn’t hurt—but felt dangerously close to awe.

He wasn’t afraid anymore. He’d spent the night wondering if something would be lost. But sitting there now, watching her sip her water and toss her hair back with a lazy flick of her wrist, he realized the opposite was true.

He didn’t want the old version of her back.

She turned to glance at him then, a slight smile at the corners of her mouth, and the way she looked at him—not for approval, but with trust—made the back of his throat ache.

“You’re staring,” she said lightly, her voice raspy from sleep and sex and whatever she hadn’t said yet.

He didn’t flinch. “I know.”

Abby raised an eyebrow, stepping closer. “You like what you see?”

Gavin let out a quiet breath, not quite a laugh. “I’m still trying to believe it’s real.”

And he meant it. Because it wasn’t just about last night. It was about the fact that she could come back from another man’s bed and still stand in front of him like this—with nothing missing. No distance. No damage. Just her. Fully her.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, facing away from him as she twisted her hair into a messy bun, the robe falling open slightly around her thighs.

“I feel…” she started, then paused, searching. “Not different. Just clearer. Like I finally moved something inside me that had been stuck for years.”

Gavin reached forward, his hands finding her hips beneath the fabric. He didn’t pull her closer. He just touched her, needing the contact, the confirmation.

“I feel it too,” he said. “You’re still you. But there’s… more.”

She turned to face him over her shoulder. “And that doesn’t scare you?”

He took a beat to answer—not to stall, but to mean it. “No. What scares me is going back to pretending we didn’t want this.”

Her expression softened, then deepened. She nodded slowly, and in that moment, everything between them felt stable—not because they’d returned to anything familiar, but because they’d built something new.

Abby leaned in and kissed him once—soft, firm, without urgency. A punctuation mark on everything they’d just built.

They didn’t speak again for a while.

They didn’t need to.


CHAPTER NINETEEN




The afternoon sunlight bled gently across the bedspread, casting warm geometric shapes through the slats of the blinds. Gavin was sitting at the edge of the bed with his laptop open, half-paying attention to the screen, half watching Abby across the room. She was curled in a chair by the window, legs folded up, her phone resting lightly in her palm.

She hadn’t said much for the last few minutes—just small sounds, the occasional grin, the flick of her thumb scrolling through something.

He watched her, quietly curious.

Then she spoke without looking up. “Clay texted me again.”

Gavin’s stomach twitched, but not in panic. The name didn’t hit like a threat anymore. Still, it struck deep.

“Yeah?” he said, keeping his tone even.

She smiled down at her phone. “Mm-hmm. Just casual. He’s funny.” She looked up. “Want to see?”

He nodded, and she stood, walking over with the phone held loose in her hand like it was nothing more than a funny meme. She sat beside him and held the screen so they could both read.

Clay:

“Still thinking about that dress. You should wear it again—but only for about five minutes this time.”

Gavin let out a breath, a laugh that almost wasn’t a laugh. Abby looked over at him, watching his reaction more closely now.

“That too much?” she asked, voice soft.

He shook his head, even though it was hard to process. “No. It’s not too much.”

It was real. That’s why it hit hard. Not the words. The fact of them. That she was being flirted with, remembered, wanted again. And that she was sharing it. Not hiding. Not sugar-coating. Just bringing it into the light between them.

Abby tilted her head slightly. “I didn’t answer right away,” she said. “I wanted to talk to you first.”

Gavin looked at her then, fully. There was no edge in her voice. No seduction. Just honesty.

She paused, then set the phone down on the nightstand and turned her body to face his. One leg folded up, the other resting gently against his thigh.

“What would you think,” she asked carefully, “if I saw him again?”

The question wasn’t shocking. Not anymore. Gavin had already imagined it. Replayed last time in his head a hundred different ways. But now it was her asking. It was real.

“I think I’d want to know more,” he said slowly. “Like… how. When. What you’d want it to look like.”

She nodded thoughtfully, then leaned in slightly. Her eyes didn’t flinch.

“And what if you were in the room?” she asked.

His breath caught—not from fear, but from the weight of it.

She wasn’t flirting now. She was inviting.

“You mean… just watching?” he asked, even though he already knew.

“Yes,” she said. “Sitting. Watching. Not interfering. Just being there.”

His pulse picked up. The room seemed quieter than it had seconds ago. Every sound from outside—the faint traffic, the air conditioning hum—fell away.

He hadn’t expected it to feel this intense. He thought the idea would turn him on, maybe even thrill him. But it wasn’t lust that filled his chest first.

It was something deeper.

“It’d be a lot,” he said after a moment.

Abby nodded. “I know.”

“But I think I’d want it.”

She didn’t smile. She didn’t shift. She just let her fingers slide across his knee—soft, anchoring, without expectation.

“Then we can plan it,” she said. “On your terms. As slow as you need.”

Gavin swallowed. His skin felt warm all over. His thoughts were racing, but under all of it, there was clarity.

He was going to say yes.

He already had.

The door to the bathroom clicked shut behind her, and Gavin was alone. The sound of running water filled the background, soft and steady, as steam began to fog the mirror just beyond the frosted glass. Abby had kissed his cheek before stepping away, casual and warm, as if they’d just agreed on dinner plans. But what they’d actually agreed to—what he had just said yes to—felt like something that lived miles below the surface of normal life.

Gavin laid back on the bed, arms folded under his head, staring up at the ceiling with his thoughts churning beneath the stillness. It wasn’t panic. He wasn’t spiraling. But his mind was stretching—reaching toward something he’d never actually touched. All this time, he’d imagined it. He’d built fantasies around it. Scenarios. Poses. Groans. Flash-frames of Abby’s body, taken by someone else while he waited in another room or replayed it through secondhand stories. But now? That distance was gone. He wouldn’t be waiting next time.

He would be there.

He would see it—all of it.

Not as fiction. Not as a postscript. As truth. As sweat and rhythm and noise. He would see her clothes come off piece by piece for another man. Hear the sigh in her throat when his hands touched her hips. He would watch her eyes flutter, her mouth fall open, her body rise and fall to a rhythm that didn’t involve his skin at all. He would smell it. The sex in the air. The warmth in the room. And he wouldn’t move. Wouldn’t stop it. Wouldn’t speak.

He thought he might come just imagining it.

But arousal wasn’t the only thing blooming in his chest.

There was tension there too—not fear, but weight. A heaviness that whispered one undeniable truth: once he saw it, he could never go back. There would be no retreat to innocence. No return to only imagining. His mind would hold that image—Abby, taken and loving it—for the rest of his life. That wasn’t a risk. It was a fact. And strangely, it didn’t make him hesitate.

It made him hard.

It made him need it.

Not just for the erotic thrill, but for the closeness. He realized, with surprising clarity, that this was the deepest kind of intimacy he’d ever have with her. Not because he’d be part of the act. But because she would let him see her in it, exactly as she was—unfiltered, undone, unashamed.

He wouldn’t be excluded.

He’d be invited.

And that made all the difference.

The shower turned off, and he sat up slowly, the sheets rustling around his waist. Abby would step back into the room soon, wet hair, warm skin, soft robe.

He didn’t know when the night would happen. Or what exactly it would look like. But one thing was clear in the tightness of his chest and the ache between his legs:

He was ready.

There was a knock on the door—two short raps, light but confident. Gavin had known it was coming. He’d watched Abby text Clay thirty minutes earlier with the room number, then toss her phone aside with the kind of effortless composure that made his chest ache. But when he heard that knock, his breath still caught.

He was already seated where they’d agreed—on the wide velvet armchair in the corner, lights dimmed low, a bottle of whiskey untouched on the small table beside him. The chair faced the bed but angled slightly toward the center of the room. Close enough to see. Far enough not to intrude. His heart beat against the back of his throat like a second pulse.

Abby didn’t hesitate. She walked to the door barefoot, wearing the same pale silk robe from earlier, tied in a loose knot that let the shape of her body speak underneath it. She opened the door without a second glance toward Gavin, which somehow only made him lean forward slightly, eyes fixed on her spine, her posture, the grace in the curve of her hips.

And then Clay stepped in.

He was taller than Gavin remembered. Broad-shouldered, relaxed, carrying a faint trace of cologne that reached even across the room. He wore a black T-shirt and dark jeans, nothing flashy, but the air shifted when he entered—like gravity made room for him.

No greetings. No introduction. Clay’s eyes flicked toward Gavin once—just once—and he gave the smallest nod. Not acknowledgment. Not dominance. Just recognition. Then he turned his focus fully to Abby.

Gavin felt a rush of heat crawl up his neck.

She closed the door behind Clay and turned toward him with a soft smile, her body language unhurried. She didn’t reach for Clay immediately. She walked past him, slowly, to the center of the room and paused in front of the bed. Her hands untied the robe’s knot in a slow, almost meditative movement.

She let it fall.

Not with flair. Not with a tease. Just a soft whisper of silk leaving her skin, revealing the quiet confidence she wore now like a second, stronger layer of flesh.

Clay didn’t move toward her. He waited. Gavin could feel the restraint in the room like it had shape, like it could be touched.

Abby stepped closer to Clay and placed a hand gently on his chest. Gavin couldn’t see the expression on her face now, but he saw the way Clay’s body softened under her touch. She leaned in and kissed him once—slow, deliberate, like she was greeting a memory.

Gavin’s chest was tight. Not with anger. Not with jealousy. Just pressure—the kind of thick, slow-building heat that made his muscles coil. He hadn’t moved an inch, but every nerve in his body was screaming awake.

Abby turned slightly then, just enough to glance over her shoulder toward Gavin. Her eyes met his—not with a question, not for permission, but to remind him: You’re part of this.

That single look held more power than anything she could’ve said.

And then she reached for Clay’s shirt.

Gavin couldn’t look away.

He wasn’t frozen, exactly. It was something deeper—like his entire nervous system had slowed to match the pace of what was unfolding in front of him. Every second stretched long. Every inhale between them stretched wider. It felt like he was watching something sacred, and he didn’t dare interrupt.

Abby stood in front of Clay now, her bare body flush against his clothes, her fingers slowly tugging at the hem of his shirt. Gavin could see her hands shaking slightly, but not from nerves—it was energy. It buzzed off her skin in waves. She was already turned on. Already warm and wet and completely present.

She pulled Clay’s shirt up and over his head, tossing it to the side, and Gavin caught his first real look at the body of the man his wife had chosen. Clay wasn’t bulky, but he was solid—broad shoulders, smooth stomach, a dusting of dark hair across his chest. He didn’t flex. Didn’t puff up. He just stood there, letting Abby explore.

Her hands moved over his chest, then down to the buckle of his belt. Still facing Gavin, she worked the metal slowly, her head tilted slightly, her eyes not leaving her husband’s. Gavin felt a rush of heat ripple through his body as the belt came undone, the quiet clink of it hitting the floor louder than it had any right to be.

Clay’s pants followed. Briefs next. And then he stood naked, hard, already ready. Gavin’s eyes flicked down briefly, registering the size of him—impossible not to—but it wasn’t comparison that filled his chest.

It was impact.

This was the moment that changed things.

Clay wasn’t a concept anymore.

He was real.

Abby dropped to her knees then—not as a gesture of submission, but something calmer. Ritualistic. She looked up at Clay, touched him once at the base, then dragged her palm slowly up the length of his cock before leaning in and placing a single kiss at the head. Not for him—for herself. For the moment. For the act of acknowledging how far she’d come and what she was about to do next.

And she looked at Gavin the whole time.

Her lips parted around Clay’s cock, slowly, and she took him into her mouth with smooth, practiced control. Gavin felt his breath hitch—not from jealousy, not from discomfort—but from the sheer beauty of it. The pace. The eye contact. The intimacy.

She wasn’t showing off.

She was sharing herself.

Gavin’s hands were fists on the armrests. His cock was hard, untouched, straining against the inside of his jeans—but he didn’t move. Couldn’t. If he touched himself now, it would cheapen it. This wasn’t porn. This was real. This was his wife, on her knees, mouth full, and eyes locked onto him—not to ask if he was okay, but to tell him:

This is who I am now. Watch me.

Abby pulled back slowly, letting her tongue swirl at the tip before standing again. She was flushed, her breathing heavier. She turned her back to Clay, stepping backward toward the bed, and reached between her legs to press two fingers along her slit—parting herself without shame, without hesitation.

Then she brought those fingers to her mouth.

And sucked.

Gavin’s heart felt like it might detonate inside his chest. Every muscle in his body vibrated with tension, and still, he didn’t move. He couldn’t break the spell. Abby was writing a new language with her body, and every syllable of it hit him with truth.

She wasn’t gone.

She wasn’t someone else.

She was more.

And for the first time in his life, Gavin didn’t need to be the man inside her to feel connected.

He only had to watch.

Gavin stayed in the chair, his hands still gripping the sides, his legs slightly apart, not out of posture but out of readiness. The room felt heavier now—not stifling, but thick with heat and breath and unspeakable weight. Everything was slower. More real. He could hear the small sounds Abby made as she leaned forward onto the bed, her knees parting as she climbed up, her hair falling loose across her bare shoulders.

She didn’t look at him again. Not yet. And somehow, that struck deeper than anything else.

She was in it now—completely immersed in the moment, not performing, not narrating, not holding herself in two worlds at once. And Gavin had never loved her more than he did in that second.

Clay joined her on the bed with a slow, grounded movement. There was no urgency between them. No breathless rush or teenage chaos. It was adult. Confident. Consensual. Abby didn’t act shy, and Clay didn’t try to dominate. It was something far more powerful than either—a shared rhythm that Gavin could feel vibrating in his chest, like a song he didn’t know the words to but understood anyway.

Then the first sound escaped her lips.

Not loud. Not performative. Just the kind of low, involuntary gasp that comes from deep inside a person when they stop thinking. Gavin felt his body react immediately—not just arousal, but gravity. He felt his stomach tighten, his skin heat, his heart kick harder.

It wasn’t just knowing what was happening.

It was hearing it.

Feeling it in his bones.

She didn’t call his name. She didn’t have to. Every part of her body was speaking to him without language. The small arch of her back. The way her fingers gripped the sheet. The tone of her breath when it deepened. None of it was for show. It was for her. And he was still part of it.

For all his anticipation, Gavin hadn’t truly prepared for the emotional rawness of it. How exposed he would feel. It wasn’t humiliation—it was something closer to reverence. He was witnessing his wife unfold in front of another man, and instead of wanting to stop it, he felt his chest ache with how much he wanted to hold on to every detail.

She was gorgeous like this.

Not just in body.

In truth.

He saw her fully, maybe for the first time—not just as his wife, or his lover, but as a force. A person with power. Desire. Autonomy. Someone who could take without asking. And give without guilt.

And it undid him.

He didn’t need to close the distance between them. He didn’t need to touch her. Not tonight. Not now.

Because in every breath she took, every sound that rose from her throat, every gasp that broke the rhythm of the room—he was already there.

With her.

Watching her.

Wanting her.

And knowing, beyond all doubt, that she would look back at him again.

Maybe not now.

But soon.

And when she did, it wouldn’t be an apology.

It would be permission.


CHAPTER TWENTY




The room was quiet now, but it wasn’t empty. It felt full—saturated. The air held the scent of skin and sex and something even deeper, something that had no name but lingered anyway. The light had changed outside; the last hints of evening pressed dim orange across the blinds, and shadows had grown longer across the carpet. Time had moved, even if they hadn’t.

Clay stood near the foot of the bed, buttoning his shirt in slow, methodical movements. There was no awkwardness in the way he moved, no need for small talk or forced goodbyes. Just the clean, quiet finality of someone who understood his part in something rare, and didn’t try to extend it longer than it was meant to last.

Gavin stayed in the chair.

He didn’t look away, didn’t speak, didn’t fidget. His hands were folded now in his lap, his breathing steady, his eyes clear. He didn’t feel the sharp heat of jealousy. He didn’t feel guilt or adrenaline or anything like the anxiety he’d prepared himself for. What he felt was... stillness.

Something had settled inside him.

Clay glanced at Abby once as he pulled on his shoes. She was lying on her side, one leg bent up toward her chest, arm tucked beneath her head. She didn’t look at him. Not out of coldness. Just... completion. She had no need for closure. What was meant to happen had happened.

Clay looked over at Gavin. Not with expectation or discomfort—just a quiet nod. A kind of thanks, maybe. Then he left.

The door clicked shut.

And the room exhaled.

Gavin stayed in his chair for a long moment, letting the silence thicken. Not dead silence—there was still the sound of Abby’s breath, the faint hum of the A/C, the soft rustle of the sheets when she shifted slightly. But it was a silence without urgency. The kind that comes only when everything that needed to be said had already been felt.

He let his eyes fall to her back, the long line of her spine, the way her shoulder blades rose and fell with her breathing. She wasn’t crying. She wasn’t curled up or recoiling. She looked calm. Whole. Like someone who had stepped through something difficult and had come out the other side not broken, but solid.

And yet... Gavin didn’t move.

Not yet.

Because this moment wasn’t for fixing.

It was for witnessing.

She had given him that much, hadn’t she?

He owed her the same.

The carpet felt cool beneath Gavin’s feet as he rose from the chair. His legs ached—not from tension, but from the sheer act of holding still for so long. He didn’t move quickly. There was no reason to. The urgency had passed. This moment didn’t belong to adrenaline or impulsivity. It belonged to something gentler—something built on presence, on trust, on quiet acknowledgment that everything that had just occurred was not a break in the fabric between them, but a reweaving.

He crossed the short space between them, each step deliberate, not hesitant but careful. Abby hadn’t moved much. Her eyes were open now, half-lidded and relaxed, and when she turned her head to see him approach, there was no question in her expression. No fear. No doubt. Only reception.

Gavin sat down slowly on the edge of the bed beside her, not touching her yet, just letting their nearness do what words couldn’t. The warmth from her body radiated toward him. He could feel the heat that hadn’t left her skin yet, the faint dampness at the crease of her lower back, the slow, full rhythm of her breath beginning to settle back into her.

She turned onto her back, her arm brushing against his thigh. She didn’t say anything right away, and neither did he. They just looked at each other. Her pupils were still wide, her lips parted slightly, her hair in disarray over the pillow. She looked spent—but not used. And Gavin felt something tender rise in his chest at the sight of her in this state: undone, open, honest.

He reached up and let his fingers trail lightly over the line of her collarbone, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek. The contact was soft, grounding. He wasn’t touching her to start something. He was touching her because he was still here.

She smiled faintly, and her voice came low and raw, the way it always did after too much emotion. “You’re okay?”

He didn’t rush his answer. He let the question settle first.

“More than okay,” he said, his voice just as quiet. “You?”

Abby nodded, her gaze steady. “I feel… full. Not overwhelmed. Just—filled.”

There was a moment after that where neither of them spoke. Gavin could feel the weight of everything they had just allowed themselves to experience—the gravity of seeing her, hearing her, feeling her energy leave and return to the room. And still, in all of that, the most surprising thing was the peace.

“I thought it would be harder,” he said finally, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “To see it. To be here. But it didn’t feel like something I had to endure. It felt like something I got to witness.”

Abby’s eyes glistened a little at that, and she reached up to touch his jaw, letting her fingers rest there. “I didn’t look away because I wanted you to see me. All of me. Not because I needed approval. But because I wanted to be known.”

“You were,” Gavin said, leaning in just enough for his forehead to rest against hers. “You are.”

There was nothing performative in the moment that followed. No pivot into sex. No grand declarations. Just the kind of silence that existed only between people who had broken through something real—and were still lying side by side on the other side of it.

The room was quieter now than it had been all night, but the silence wasn’t empty. It felt full—thick with breath, warmth, and something heavier than words. Gavin remained beside her, one hand still resting near Abby’s, the back of his fingers grazing the edge of her arm. Neither of them moved quickly. They weren’t rushing toward anything. They were just here, sharing the space that had been changed forever, not with shame, but with something far deeper: acceptance.

He watched her as she looked up at him, her eyes soft but clear. The calm in her gaze struck him more powerfully than any of the heat or urgency he’d felt earlier. She wasn’t apologizing. She wasn’t asking him to say the right thing. She was just letting herself be seen.

And that—more than the night, more than the act, more than anything—was what undid him.

Gavin leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull back if she needed to. But she didn’t. Her eyes fluttered closed, not with hesitation, but with trust. When their lips met, it wasn’t electric or dramatic. It was slow, warm, and achingly human. Her mouth opened under his like she’d been waiting for this—not because she needed forgiveness, but because she needed closeness.

He deepened the kiss carefully, not devouring her, just holding her there. His hand moved to her cheek, then to her hair, fingers slipping through the tangles as his other arm wrapped around her waist. Her body pressed into his with a soft, steady kind of heat. There was no hurry. Just presence. Just the rhythm of breath and skin and belonging.

As they kissed, Gavin felt something loosen in his chest. He hadn't realized how much he'd been holding in—not just tonight, but across every conversation, every fantasy they’d teased but never touched. Watching her come undone in front of someone else had changed him—but not in the way he feared. It hadn’t made him question her. It had made him see her.

And now, kissing her like this, he felt like he was meeting her again for the first time. But this time, with nothing hidden. Nothing restrained.

He pulled back just enough to look at her face again, their foreheads resting together, their noses brushing lightly.

“I didn’t lose anything,” he said quietly, as if the words were only meant for the air between their mouths. “I just found more of you.”

Abby’s fingers slid into his hair, gently tugging him closer again. “I didn’t feel like I was leaving you,” she whispered. “I felt like I was making space for both of us.”

Their lips met again, slower this time. Deeper. And Gavin let himself lean into her completely, pressing her back into the mattress, not with hunger, but with reverence. He kissed her with everything he hadn’t said. Every breath he’d held. Every part of him that had watched her open—and now just wanted to hold her there.

They stayed like that for a long time. Touching. Breathing. No words. No more fear.

Just closer.

The sheets had cooled around them, their bodies still close but no longer tangled in movement. Abby lay curled on her side, her forehead tucked beneath Gavin’s chin, one leg draped across his. He rested his hand against the small of her back, tracing the soft, even line of her spine with the pads of his fingers. Neither of them had spoken in several minutes, but it wasn’t silence born of hesitation. It was something gentler—like the lull that follows an answered question.

Gavin exhaled slowly, not from exhaustion, but from settling. The kind of exhale that comes after holding something in too long and finally letting it go. He felt warm, grounded, and still riding the edges of an emotional intensity that hadn’t worn off yet.

“I thought I might feel different,” he said softly, breaking the quiet with words that had been sitting on his tongue since the moment he touched her after it all.

Abby didn’t move away. Her body stayed pressed against him, her fingers curled into the sheets near his shoulder.

“Different how?” she asked gently, not afraid.

He paused, letting the question hang there just long enough to gather the real answer. “I thought maybe I’d see you differently. That something would be missing. Or worse—that I’d feel like I wasn’t enough.”

Abby shifted only slightly, lifting her head just enough to look at him. Her eyes weren’t guarded. She didn’t rush to reassure him. She let him finish.

“But that’s not what happened,” he continued, brushing her hair back from her cheek. “I didn’t feel like I lost anything. If anything, I feel like you let me into a part of you I’ve never seen before. Like I didn’t know how much more of you there was to love.”

Her breath caught—not sharply, but enough to show it landed. She leaned in and kissed the underside of his jaw, slow and quiet, like she wanted to put something in his skin that would stay there.

“I was afraid you’d flinch,” she said softly. “Or look at me like I was someone else afterward.”

“I did look at you like someone else,” Gavin said, his voice thick. “But not because I didn’t recognize you. Because I finally saw the parts you hadn’t shown me before.”

Abby swallowed and laid her head back against his chest, pressing her ear over his heartbeat. “I didn’t hold anything back tonight,” she said. “And it meant everything that you didn’t turn away. That you watched. That you stayed.”

Gavin let his hand move over the bare curve of her hip, not with need, but with the slow certainty of belonging. “You didn’t disappear from me,” he said. “You just… expanded. You became more.”

The room stayed quiet after that, but the kind of quiet that held no weight. Just stillness. Trust. A depth of understanding that couldn’t have existed before tonight—not because they hadn’t wanted it, but because they hadn’t dared ask for it. Until now.

Abby pressed a kiss to his chest and whispered, “So what now?”

He didn’t have a plan.

But he knew the answer.

“We keep going,” he murmured. “We stay honest. We listen. And when something scares us… we talk about it instead of hiding from it.”

She nodded against his skin.

And neither of them moved to change the subject.

The space between their bodies felt different now. Not because there was distance, but because the nearness had shifted into something deeper. When Gavin looked down at her, Abby’s eyes met his without hesitation. There was nothing playful in her expression, nothing teasing. She looked calm. Grounded. Her body was relaxed beside his, but her gaze was sharp and steady—as if she was still seeing him just as clearly as he was seeing her.

She reached up first, her hand finding the back of his neck, fingers threading slowly into his hair. It wasn’t a pull. It wasn’t even an invitation. It was just contact—the kind that said, You can come closer now, if you want to. And Gavin did. Not with urgency. Not with hunger. But with a kind of quiet certainty that lived somewhere beneath his ribs.

He moved over her gently, the weight of his body supported on his forearms as he kissed her again. This time, her mouth opened to him with the softest breath, her lips brushing his like they were meant to carry something unspoken. There was no build-up. No teasing. No escalation. Just warmth and presence and two people who didn’t need to rush anymore.

Abby’s hands moved along his back, palms flat, fingers slow. She wasn’t pulling him into her—she was holding him with her, anchoring him in the space they now shared. Gavin kissed the corner of her mouth, then her cheek, then the line of her jaw, each one slower than the last. His breath warmed her skin, and he felt her exhale beneath him, not in arousal alone, but in surrender—not to him, but to this moment.

When he entered her, it wasn’t a reclaiming. There was no part of her that had been taken away. It was simply the act of joining again—two bodies that already knew each other, now reacquainted on deeper terms. Abby’s breath hitched softly, and her hands slid to his shoulders, holding—not gripping. Just staying connected.

Their rhythm built slowly, not driven by climax or tension, but by something more rooted. Gavin felt every shift in her body, every ripple of muscle and breath and need. He watched her eyes, her mouth, her chest, not because he was seeking approval or looking for signs—but because he didn’t want to miss a single detail.

Abby kissed him like she was writing the last sentence of a letter. Her fingers stayed threaded in his hair, and when he pressed his forehead to hers, they both closed their eyes—not to block anything out, but to feel it more fully.

When they came together, it wasn’t loud. It wasn’t cinematic. It was just theirs—shared in a breath, in the curve of her back rising to meet him, in the stillness afterward when neither of them moved.

They didn’t speak. There was nothing left to say.

Gavin stayed inside her long after the rhythm faded, his body resting against hers, his cheek against her shoulder. Abby’s hand traced lazy circles across his back, their legs tangled under the sheets, their skin cooling, but their connection steady and alive.

For the first time in a long time, Gavin didn’t feel like he needed to define what they had just done.

He didn’t need to name it.

He just needed to feel it.

And in that silence, in that closeness, in the slow, tired beat of her heart against his chest—he did.


EPILOGUE




The house felt lived in, softened by years of shared routines and quiet nights. It wasn’t grand or sprawling, but it was theirs, and Gavin had long since realized that what mattered most wasn’t the square footage or the furniture—it was the way Abby moved through it. She filled every room, not with noise, but with presence. Even now, as he sat on the edge of their bed, he could hear the rhythm of her steps across the hall, the faint rustle of fabric as she adjusted her dress, the occasional hum she made when she thought she was alone.

He let himself breathe it in, slow and steady, the way he always did before these nights. The anticipation wasn’t nervous anymore. It was heavier, steadier. Like the quiet stretch before a storm you didn’t fear but welcomed. He’d come to crave it—the waiting, the knowing, the certainty that soon he would see her in ways most husbands never did, and that she would let him because he had earned it.

Abby appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame for a moment before stepping inside. She was barefoot, her hair falling loose around her shoulders, wearing a deep burgundy slip that clung to her in all the right places. Her eyes found his immediately, and the small smile that curved her lips wasn’t shy or uncertain. It was knowing. Confident. A woman completely at ease in her own skin.

“Do I look all right?” she asked, though the question was rhetorical. She wasn’t fishing for approval. She knew.

Gavin’s chest tightened as he looked at her. Years ago, he might have answered with reassurance. Now, he just told the truth. “You look like yourself,” he said, his voice low. “That’s all I ever want.”

She crossed the room and sat beside him, close enough that he could feel the heat of her body. He reached for her hand, and she let him take it, her fingers cool against his palm. For a moment, they didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. The hum of the house filled the silence, and beneath it, Gavin could feel his heart settling into the same rhythm it always did before nights like this—not frantic, not jealous, but awake.

There was no performance in Abby’s posture, no nervous energy. This was not the hesitant wife who once looked at him with questions in her eyes. This was the woman she had become, and Gavin felt the weight of pride and desire mingle in his chest as he realized, once again, how far they had come.

Soon, Allen would arrive. And Gavin would be there. As always.

The sound of the doorbell broke the hush of the house, not sharp, not jarring—just a reminder that the night was moving forward. Abby stood, smoothing the slip against her thighs, and gave Gavin a quick look before she turned toward the hall. It wasn’t a question, and it wasn’t a request for permission. It was simply acknowledgment. He was here, she was ready, and this was theirs.

Gavin listened to the faint sounds of her footsteps and the soft click of the deadbolt. The front door opened, and a deeper voice carried in—warm, steady, casual. Allen’s. He didn’t need to strain to catch the words. The details weren’t important. What mattered was the ease of it. No posturing, no awkward small talk, just the familiar cadence of a man welcomed into a space that already had room for him.

A moment later, they entered the bedroom together. Allen was tall, broad, his dark shirt fitted across his chest, his presence grounding rather than imposing. He gave Gavin a nod, the same kind of quiet respect he always had, and Gavin returned it. No tension passed between them. No competition. Just understanding.

Abby lingered close to Allen’s side, her arm brushing against his as if the connection was effortless now, second nature. She wasn’t coy, and she wasn’t playing a part. She was simply herself, moving into the current she’d chosen, the current Gavin had chosen with her.

Watching them like this didn’t sting anymore. If anything, it stirred something deep in him that was equal parts pride and hunger. The pride came first: pride that she could stand so certain in who she was, pride that he had walked beside her long enough to see this confidence bloom. The hunger followed, low and steady, curling through his chest and settling between his legs as he realized how much he craved what came next—not in spite of Allen, but because of him.

Allen placed a hand at the small of Abby’s back, steady and casual, and she leaned into the touch without hesitation. Gavin felt his breath catch—not from jealousy, but from the visceral reminder of what it meant to see her in this light. She wasn’t just his wife. She was a woman in full possession of herself, and he was lucky enough to witness it.

Abby’s eyes flicked back to him then, brief but sharp, a silent tether pulling him closer without a word. That look was always for him. No matter who else was in the room, no matter what unfolded, she never let him forget: he wasn’t on the outside. He was the constant.

Gavin sat back against the headboard, his pulse steady but alive, and let the weight of the moment settle into his bones. The night had only begun, and already he felt the familiar truth humming through him—this was theirs, and he was right where he belonged.

Abby led Allen toward the bed with the same easy grace she had shown in the doorway, her body loose, her movements fluid. There was no hesitation in her steps, no flicker of doubt in her expression. She knew herself now in ways Gavin remembered she once only guessed at. Watching her like this was different from those early nights when every gesture felt like discovery. This wasn’t discovery anymore. This was ownership.

Allen slipped his hands along her waist as she turned to face him. The burgundy fabric shifted, catching the dim lamplight, and Gavin saw the way her body pressed into his with the faintest arch, subtle but sure. Their mouths met in an unhurried kiss, lips lingering, her hand sliding up the back of his neck. Gavin’s breath deepened as he watched her tilt her head, opening to Allen with the same instinctive surrender she’d shown countless times before. It didn’t diminish what she shared with him—it only sharpened it.

For a moment, Gavin let himself simply observe. He took in the curve of her back beneath Allen’s hands, the delicate parting of her lips, the soft sound in her throat that wasn’t for performance but for release. He could feel himself responding, his body heating, his arousal steady and thick. But what struck him more than anything was the calmness. He wasn’t wrestling with the old shadow of jealousy. He wasn’t trying to parse his place. He knew his place, and she knew it too.

Abby broke the kiss with Allen and turned, her eyes seeking Gavin across the short space of the bed. She didn’t speak, but her hand reached back, fingers stretching toward him. The gesture was simple, but it carried weight. It was her reminder, her anchor: I’m here, and you’re part of this.

Gavin moved to take her hand, his fingers curling around hers, grounding her even as Allen slid the strap of her slip down her shoulder. The fabric gave way, baring her skin inch by inch, and Gavin felt his chest tighten with the gravity of it. Abby closed her eyes briefly, leaning back into Allen’s touch, but her hand never left Gavin’s.

Allen eased the slip down her body, letting it fall to the floor, and Abby stood between them—nude, radiant, utterly unashamed. Gavin’s gaze swept over her, not with the hunger of a man who wanted to reclaim, but with the reverence of one who knew he already belonged. She was his, even here, even now, even as she turned back to Allen and kissed him again, her body molding against his.

When Allen guided her back onto the bed, Gavin followed, settling beside her as she stretched onto her back. Allen’s hands moved with steady confidence, exploring her as if he already knew the map of her skin. Abby’s breath caught, her chest rising and falling, and Gavin reached out to stroke her hair, letting his thumb brush her temple. Her eyes fluttered open at his touch, and she looked at him—not at Allen, not at the ceiling, but at him.

The connection anchored him, even as Allen began to take her. Gavin felt every shift in her body, every tremor, every sigh, not as an outsider, but as the man she reached for when she needed grounding.

She had Allen’s body.

But Gavin had her soul.

Abby’s breath came in uneven waves, her body arching with each motion Allen gave her. The sounds filled the room, not loud, but full — the kind of noises that lived deep in her chest, heavy and raw. Gavin sat close enough to feel the heat radiating from her skin, close enough to see every flicker of her expression, the parting of her lips, the way her fingers clawed lightly at the sheets. He held her hand through it, their fingers tangled tight, and though her body moved with Allen’s rhythm, her eyes found Gavin’s again and again.

It was always like this now. No matter how far she let herself drift, no matter how completely she gave in, she returned to him with her gaze. That was the tether. That was the unspoken vow.

When Allen pulled back slightly, letting Abby catch her breath, Gavin moved. He leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss that was nothing like the ones Allen gave her. His was deeper, slower, filled with years of belonging. She opened to him instantly, a soft sound escaping her throat that was different — not the sound of release, but of recognition. Gavin felt the tension in her fingers ease, her body melting into his even as Allen’s weight remained against her thighs.

He pulled back just enough to whisper, his forehead pressed to hers. “Mine.” The word wasn’t a claim born of insecurity. It was a truth. A reminder. A pulse between them that had anchored every night like this.

Abby answered him without words, lifting her hips toward him, her lips brushing his ear as she murmured his name in a tone that belonged to no one else. Gavin’s body answered before his mind did, his hand sliding down her side, his breath rough in his chest.

Allen gave space — he always did. It wasn’t about pushing Gavin aside or holding dominance. He knew the rhythm too. He leaned back, letting Abby turn into Gavin’s arms, her body twisting so she could pull him fully on top of her.

The shift was immediate. Everything narrowed to the two of them, the room shrinking, the noise of the night fading until all that remained was Gavin’s breath against her lips, Abby’s nails at his shoulders, and the unshakable truth of who they were together. He kissed her again, deeper this time, the kind of kiss that said more than language could.

When he entered her, it wasn’t frantic. It wasn’t rushed. It was grounding. Abby’s legs wrapped around him, pulling him closer, and the sound she made then was different from the ones Allen had drawn out of her. This sound was softer, more intimate, like it came from a part of her only Gavin had the key to.

Their bodies moved together in a rhythm that had been written over years, and Gavin felt it in every part of himself — not reclaiming what had been lost, because nothing was gone, but reaffirming what had always been there. This was theirs. This would always be theirs.

Allen faded into the background, silent and steady, until eventually he rose, pulling his shirt back over his shoulders. He didn’t interrupt. He didn’t intrude. He left quietly, respectfully, because they all understood the truth: the night always ended like this. Abby and Gavin, entwined. No one else.

Gavin held her tighter, his lips brushing against her temple as he whispered her name again, and Abby clung to him with a kind of desperation that wasn’t about need, but about anchoring herself in him, in them, in the unshakable rhythm of what they’d built together.

The reclaiming wasn’t a performance. It was a ritual. And as Gavin felt her tremble beneath him, felt her body give way to him completely, he knew it would always be this way.

The front door closed softly in the distance, and the house settled back into its familiar quiet. Gavin lay on his back, Abby draped half across him, her head resting over his chest. Their skin was damp, cooling, their breaths slowly syncing in the stillness. He could feel the steady beat of her heart against his ribs, an intimate rhythm that grounded him more deeply than any climax ever could.

The bedroom smelled of them, warm and heavy, layered with everything that had just passed. But the air didn’t feel crowded. It felt lived in, settled. This wasn’t the disorienting aftermath of something foreign or risky. It was the aftermath of something known. A ritual that belonged only to them.

Abby shifted slightly, her arm sliding higher across his chest, her fingers drawing lazy circles on his shoulder. She didn’t speak at first. She didn’t have to. They’d long since stopped filling the silence with nervous reassurances or questions. Their silence now was full, comfortable, heavy with meaning.

When she finally lifted her head to look at him, her hair falling across her cheek, her expression was soft but unwavering. “You’re quiet,” she said gently.

Gavin smiled faintly, brushing the hair back from her face. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

He let his eyes travel across her features, lingering on the way her mouth curved, the way her pupils were still wide even in the dim light. “About how lucky I am,” he said simply.

Abby studied him for a long moment, as though she was weighing the truth in his words. But then she smiled, small and certain, and lowered her head back against his chest. “You’re not the only one.”

The words warmed him more than the sheets. He wrapped his arm tighter around her, pulling her close, and kissed the top of her head.

Years ago, he might have worried about what nights like this meant—what they took, what they risked, what they could break. But lying here now, with Abby curled against him, her body still humming from everything they had shared, he felt only the steady certainty that this wasn’t loss. This was gain. This was expansion. This was their life.

Allen had been there. Others had been there before him. And maybe others would come after. But the truth had never changed, and it never would: Gavin was always there. Abby was always his. And every night like this ended the same way—with them together, entwined, closer than they’d been the day before.

He pressed his lips to her hair again, breathing her in, and let his eyes close. The house was quiet, the night stretched long before them, and in that stillness, Gavin felt the truth settle into his bones like something permanent.

This wasn’t the end of anything.

It was the always.
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