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Chapter 1


The silence in our apartment is thick, almost suffocating, as I sit across from Jonah, the soft hum of the refrigerator the only sound breaking the stillness. Jonah thinks I don't notice the way he watches me when he thinks I'm not looking. I can feel the weight of his gaze on me, a heat that prickles my skin, especially when another man brushes against me, even in the most innocent of ways. I remember the last time it happened, just a few days ago at the coffee shop. A friend of mine, someone I’ve known for years, casually placed his hand on my arm to emphasize a point. Jonah’s jaw tightened, the muscles clenching visibly, and I caught the flash of something dark in his eyes. It was a mix of jealousy and something deeper, something primal that sent a shiver down my spine. In that moment, I felt a rush of conflicting emotions. His eyes went dark and hungry and furious all at once, and I was left wondering if he even realized how much he revealed in that fleeting second. I could almost taste the tension in the air, thick and electric, and it made my heart race. I wanted to confront him about it, to ask him what he was feeling, but the silence between us was a barrier I wasn’t sure I could breach.

We've been married three years. For two of them, we've been circling each other like strangers sharing a bed, too polite to admit the distance, too stubborn to bridge it. He thinks he's hiding something from me. He thinks I haven't figured out what makes him hard—the jealousy, the possession, the raw animal need to claim what's his even when he's convinced himself he doesn't want it.

He's wrong.

I see him. I see the way his breath catches when I wear that dress, the one that rides too high and dips too low. I see the way his hands curl into fists when I laugh at another man's joke. I see the way he takes me afterward—desperate, punishing, like he's trying to erase the image of someone else's hands on my skin.

Tonight, I'm done waiting for him to admit what he wants. Tonight, I'm giving him a situation he can't ignore, can't redirect, can't pretend isn't happening.

Tonight, I make him watch.

The apartment smells like him—cedar and bergamot, the cologne he’s worn since before I knew him. I stand at the kitchen island, running my thumb along the rim of my glass, listening to the silence that lives between us now. Three years of marriage, and we’ve perfected the art of occupying the same space without touching. Without really seeing each other.

It wasn’t always like this. In the beginning, Jonah couldn’t keep his hands off me. He’d pin me against walls in the hallway, breathe filthy promises against my throat, fuck me like he was trying to crawl inside my skin. Then something shifted—so gradually I almost missed it. The touches became polite. The sex became scheduled. The hunger in his eyes dimmed to something cautious, controlled.

I told myself it was normal. Comfort. The natural cooling that comes with familiarity.

I was wrong.

Two weeks ago, everything changed. We were at Marcus’s birthday party, some rooftop bar downtown, and I was laughing at something stupid Derek said—my personal trainer, all muscle and no filter. Jonah was across the room, talking to Marcus about football or stocks or whatever men discuss when they’re pretending not to watch their wives. But I felt it. That prickling heat on the back of my neck. I turned, and there he was—staring at me with a look I hadn’t seen in years. Dark. Feral. Possessive.

Not the look of a man who’s lost interest.

The look of a man who’s been fighting something vicious and hungry, and is losing.

Later that night, after we’d stumbled home, after he’d pushed me against our front door and taken me with a desperation that left bruises on my hips, I lay awake listening to him breathe. Thinking about the way he’d watched me all evening. The way his jaw tightened every time Derek touched my shoulder. The way he’d fucked me afterward—like he was reclaiming territory, like he was erasing another man’s fingerprints from my skin.

That’s when I understood. Jonah doesn’t want less of me. He wants something he’s afraid to name. Something that lives in the dark corners of his desire—jealousy, possession, the raw animal need to watch me and want me and hate that other men want me too.

He’s been hiding it. Polishing it into something respectable, something safe. And I’ve been letting him.

Not anymore.

I set down my glass and walk to the bedroom. Jonah’s at his desk, frowning at his laptop, the blue light carving shadows across his face. He’s beautiful like this—unaware, unguarded. That sharp jawline. Those broad shoulders straining against his t-shirt. The way his hands rest on the keyboard, strong and capable and currently doing nothing useful at all.

I lean against the doorframe. “Marcus is having people over Friday.”

He doesn’t look up. “Mm?”

“Derek will be there.”

His fingers are still. Just for a second. Then: “Your trainer?”

“Mm. And his girlfriend, I think. Or date. Whatever.” I let the words hang, casual as smoke. “I told him we’d come.”

Now he looks at me. Those dark eyes narrowing, searching my face for something I’m not showing him. “You don’t even like Derek.”

“I like him fine.” I push off the door frame, cross to where he sits, perch on the edge of his desk so my thigh brushes his arm. “I like the way he looks at me.”

Jonah’s jaw tightens. That tell I’ve memorized. “Lena—”

“I like how you look when he does it.” I drop my voice, let it go soft and dangerous. “You think I haven’t noticed? You think I don’t see what it does to you?”

He stands so fast his chair scrapes backward. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Liar.” I don’t move. Just watch him pace, watch the muscle tick in his cheek, watch the way his hands curl into fists at his sides. “You want to know what I think? I think you’ve been starving yourself. I think there’s something you want—something that makes you feel guilty, or weak, or out of control—and you’ve been locking it down so tight you’ve convinced yourself it doesn’t exist.”

He stops. Faces me. His chest is heaving, his eyes blown wide and black. “Stop.”

“Make me.”

The silence stretches between us, vibrating with everything unsaid. I can see him breaking it down, weighing his options, searching for an exit. He won’t find one. I’ve spent two weeks planning this. Choosing the venue, the guests, the dress I’ll wear. The exact moment I’ll let Derek touch me just long enough for Jonah to shatter.

“You’re playing with fire,” he says, low and rough.

I smile. “Then burn with me.”

I slide off the desk, smooth my dress, walk to the door. At the threshold, I pause. Look back. He’s still standing there, rigid and trembling and so beautifully trapped.

“Friday,” I say. “Don’t be late.”
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There’s nothing so crude as a line of sight at a party. There’s only the slant of intention, the axis of seeing and being seen, and the question of who’s caught in whose cross-hairs. I claim a seat at the long oak table, all rough grain and resinous edge, under a scatter of pendant bulbs dimmed to a honeyed haze. Half the city’s lungs sweat outside on the rooftop, but I stay in the kitchen, where the air is thick, mingling with the warmth of bodies and laughter, creating an intoxicating atmosphere that wraps around me like a familiar embrace and the quieter, more surgical conversations.

I know the moment Jonah arrives: the air distorts, a cold front cutting through the thermal updraft of the party. I don’t have to turn. He lingers at the threshold, always the good soldier, always making the perimeter sweep before he’ll even step inside. I catch his reflection in the window. He’s in his usual: a black tee, sleeves strangling his arms, jeans that must be painted on. That face—cut and scrubbed, with a jawline hard enough to sand glass—would blend in at any bar in this city, except for the way he scans for me, always searching, always alert.

Tonight’s set piece: “Derek, my personal trainer, whose IQ is about as high as a protein shake.” His strengths are less cognitive than aesthetic. He’s already three drinks in, monologuing about interval sprints while his date, a girl with magnificent extensions and zero patience, fake-laughs at all the right beats. Derek’s hand keeps straying to my bare knee, in that thoughtless, persistent way of men who’ve prioritized brawn over brains, oblivious to the subtle signals of discomfort.

If I wanted, I could break his fingers. Instead, I press my palm atop his, pinning it down with a mix of authority and playful defiance, a silent challenge, a warning, but also a tease. He grins, boyish, and winks at me as if we’re already on a team. I return the smile, let the moment go slack, then look past him to the window, making sure Jonah sees the exchange. He does. He’s still pretending to text, but his posture gives him away—shoulders set, feet braced. The glass in his hand isn’t a drink, just a prop. He’s not here to party. He’s here to watch.

I angle my body toward Derek, un-cross my legs, let the hem of my dress slide up a half-inch higher. The entire table is a choreography of not-quite-accidents: the way my heel kicks off, the way my hand travels up his thigh, applying casual pressure, a dance of seduction that only Jonah can witness I keep my movements so minimal you’d need a microscope to catch them. The tablecloth is an ally, a screen. From anywhere else in the room, I’m just being polite, listening, nodding along to his dumb jokes. But if you know what to look for, if you’re standing at the exact angle between the kitchen and the living room—say, by the bar cart, where Jonah has staked his claim—then it’s a silent film playing only for you.

My hand is under the table now, working slow circles on Derek’s quadriceps. He’s still talking about the next half marathon, but his words are starting to wobble. His thigh is a stone column, vibrating under my palm. I glance up: his jaw is locked, sweat beading at his hairline. The girl next to him hasn’t noticed yet. She’s busy Instagramming her drink, oblivious to the fact that her boyfriend is about to blow a load in his Lululemons.

Jonah hasn’t moved. He’s gripping his glass tightly, his lips gone thin with tension, a clear sign of the storm brewing beneath his calm facade. There’s a flush rising on his neck, ugly and raw, almost like a rash. I know him well enough to count the beats before he breaks. He hates how I use other men, how I make him feel powerless, and yet he can’t look away, drawn in by the very thing that torments him. He hates the performance. But he’s never looked away. Not once.

I squeeze Derek’s thigh, slide my hand an inch closer to his groin, feel the twitch and surge beneath the fabric. He shifts in his chair, tries to mask it with a laugh, but it comes out cracked. I whisper something into his ear, something neutral, like ‘You’re tense,’ and watch him choke on his breath, surprised by the intimacy of the moment.

That’s the cue. I withdraw, slow and clean, and reach for my glass, leaving a fingerprint smudge on the stem. I lift my gaze, find Jonah’s eyes. They’re wide, dilated pupils blown so dark there’s barely any color. He’s trembling, just enough to rattle the ice in his untouched drink.

I raise my glass in a toast to him, a silent acknowledgment of the game we’re playing, a challenge wrapped in a smile. He lifts his own, but his hand is shaking so badly that the liquid sloshes over the rim. He doesn’t flinch. He just sets the glass down, hard, and lets his gaze drift down my body, cataloguing the damage.

Derek excuses himself, probably to jerk off in the guest bathroom. His girlfriend follows, but not before giving me a look—half admiration, half horror. I offer her a smile, benign and impenetrable. There are no hard feelings in this game. Only points scored.

The party gets louder, denser. I make a show of listening to a new conversation, this one about someone’s recent divorce, but my focus is peripheral, trained on Jonah’s position. He’s still by the bar cart, but now he’s pacing, like a predator trapped in a cage, restless and ready to pounce, his instincts honed and alert. He wants to confront me, or kiss me, or kill me. I’m not sure which.

Eventually, he can’t hold out. He cuts through the crowd, moving straight toward me with that predator gait. His eyes are locked on mine, and I feel the low-grade panic of prey, chased but never caught.

He stops at the head of the table, just out of reach. “‘You’re having fun,’ he says, his voice flat, betraying nothing, yet I can hear the undercurrent of tension in his tone

I take a sip of my drink. “Isn’t that the point of a party?”

He’s not buying it. “You know what you’re doing.”

I cock my head, innocent. “Remind me?”

He leans in, lowers his voice. “You want me to lose control, to unravel in front of you, and you know it.”

I smile, baring my teeth in a challenge. “If I wanted that, you would’ve lost it by now.”

He looks away, jaw flexing, the muscle ticking in his cheek. There’s a silence, tight and quivering, like a bowstring right before the arrow goes. I let the silence stretch between us, thick and charged, a palpable tension that crackles in the air.

Then, because I am generous, I lean forward, let my breath ghost the shell of his ear. “You’re up next, and I can’t wait to see how you respond,” I murmur.

He stiffens, every muscle going rigid. For a half-second I think he might grab me, drag me somewhere dark. But he just exhales, low and broken, taking a step back as if retreating from a battlefield.

I watch him go. It’s not about the sex, never has been. It’s about the raw desire, the thrill of the chase, the intoxicating power I wield over him. The hunger, sharp as razors. The knowledge that I can make them ache, and that they’ll come back for more.

There are a hundred ways to destroy a man. Tonight, I’m crafting new ways to ensnare him, to draw him in deeper, to explore the boundaries of our desires


Chapter 2


Ifind Jonah where I left him—sequestered at the far edge of the rooftop terrace, drink untouched, glass sweating into the V of his thumb. His jaw is locked so tight I can see the corded muscle running up his cheek, even in the half-light leaking from the sconces overhead. If he turned just so, the party crowd would catch the outline of his dick tenting the front of his pants. Maybe they already have. Maybe that’s why no one else ventures this way, why the olive trees shudder in the night wind, their leaves scraping softly against the iron railing, and why even the city’s distant sirens seem to avoid this altitude.

He watches me, of course. Even now, when he’s pretending to stare out at the skyline, I feel the pull of his eyes, tracking me like a heat-seeking missile. I don’t rush. I move through the door with my hips set on a slow simmer, let the outside air wrap itself around me, and close the glass door behind me with a click that says: privacy, but not secrecy.

The jazz from inside is muted, warped by the thick glass, but the rhythm is unmistakable—saxophones gliding over a heartbeat of snare. The scent out here is less party, more ozone and whatever cologne Jonah wore tonight, something sharp and aquatic, clinging to his skin like a second layer.

I approach him. I don’t bother with prelude.

“You left before the punchline,” I say, just loud enough for him to register the taunt.

He doesn’t flinch, but his fingers flex around the glass, a visible tell. “Wasn’t sure if I was invited to the afterparty,” he says.

He tries for dry humor. It lands with the resonance of a man holding back a scream.

I step right up to him, erase the pretense of space, and take his wrist in mine. His pulse thrums beneath my thumb, rapid, unsteady. I guide him—gentle, authoritative—into the deep shade behind a row of olive trees that stretch overhead like old ghosts, leaves black against the sodium-lit sky. The party is a diorama viewed through pinholes: a woman in a red dress; two men trading secrets over their phones; Marcus, blurred by reflection, moving behind the bar.

I don’t check if anyone’s watching. That would imply doubt, or shame, or any emotion other than total conviction in what I’m about to do.

I back Jonah up against the low stone wall that rims the terrace. The chill seeps through his shirt, but he doesn’t shiver—doesn’t move, except to watch my face with a predator’s focus. He thinks I might slap him. Or kiss him. He thinks he’s still got a say.

I slide my hand straight to his crotch, cupping him through the dense, expensive fabric of his trousers. He’s hard, and when I squeeze, he makes a sound—nothing like a word, more like the noise a person makes when they’re punched in the solar plexus. His other hand goes straight to the planter beside him, clamping onto the edge as if he might float away if he didn’t anchor himself.

I keep my voice flat. “You’re leaking pre through your pants,” I say, almost bored.

He breathes out, a rasp of humiliation, maybe, or hunger. “You don’t—”

I squeeze harder. “I do. You’re the one who doesn’t. Or won’t.”

He tries to say my name but fails on the first syllable. His eyes flick up to mine, then away, then back again. I stroke him, slow and methodical, except there is nothing kind in the movement, just unrelenting purpose.

I lean into his ear. “Marcus has been watching you for five minutes,” I say, soft as a secret.

That does it. His body goes rigid, pelvis thrusting forward like he wants to fuck my hand through his clothes. He groans, actually groans, and the sound is filthy. I can feel him getting harder, straining against the zipper, desperate for friction.

I let the silence stretch, let him stew in it, until he finally tries to speak. “Are you—are you going to—”

I withdraw my hand. Wipe it delicately on the hem of my dress. “No,” I say. “You don’t get to come. Not until you ask. Not until you tell me how much you liked it. What it did to you. How much you liked watching me with Derek.”

He glares at me, pure defiance, but there’s nothing behind it. He is a naked nerve. His hands drop to his sides, balled into fists. He shakes his head, just once, but his lips tremble.

“I can wait all night,” I say, and smile.

Another minute ticks by. Maybe two. He’s sweating, but his body has learned that relief is not forthcoming, and now it has only one task: to survive this. His breath comes in shallow, wounded gasps.

Finally: “I want you,” he says, not a whisper but a shattered confession.

“Not good enough.”

He bites his lip until it goes white. “I wanted to kill him.”

“Who?”

“Derek,” he spits. “Anyone who touches you.”

“Even Marcus?”

“Especially Marcus,” he says. There’s something wild in his eyes now. “But I couldn’t stop watching.”

I let that hang, then tip his chin up with two fingers. “Derek lasted longer than I thought he would,” I say, almost conversationally. “Think you can do better?”

His throat works. His eyes drop to my mouth.

“Ask,” I say, soft but lethal.

“Please,” he says. “Please. Make me come. Here. Now. I don’t care if anyone sees.”

The dam in him breaks so violently I hear the crack, a full-body surrender that leaves him trembling. I don’t gloat. I drop to my knees, knees pressed into rough stone, feeling the scrape through my tights. I want him to remember that sound, that posture, as the moment he gave up every inch of dignity for me.

He’s already straining against the fabric, so swollen and hard it looks like it hurts. I use two fingers to hook the zipper down, slow enough that the teeth chatter, and pull his cock free. He’s angry and flushed, the crown glossy with pre, skin stretched taut and quivering. I don’t even pretend at a hand job. I open wide and take him deep, tongue flat and hard against the underside, lips cinching around the ridge until he hisses through his teeth.

My hands stay behind my back. I want it clear: I’m doing this because I choose to, not because I must. He grabs the back of my head like it’s a lifeline, fingers digging into my scalp so hard my eyes water, but I let him. Tonight, every illusion of agency I grant him is a gift, one I can snatch away whenever I please.

Jonah fucks my mouth like he’s never been allowed to before—rough, selfish, frantic—because he knows I want him desperate. He pumps in and out, the tip hitting the back of my throat with wet, obscene sounds. I breathe through my nose, focus on the salt and musk and the way he shakes when I hum around him, just to prove he’s not in control at all. He’s not quiet; little whimpers break free from him every few thrusts, a counterpoint to the jazz echoing through the glass.

I glance up. His eyes are screwed shut, jaw clenched so hard I imagine shards of enamel splintering inside his mouth. Good. He’s not looking at the party, or at Marcus, who I know is watching from just inside the sliding door. He doesn’t notice that, through the olive branches, we’re a living tableau: the new wife on her knees, the golden boy splitting at the seams.

I pull off him for a second, long enough to catch my breath and slick a line of spit along his length. “You want to come?” I ask, voice raw.

He nods, frantic.

“Say it.”

“I want it—please, please—”

I suck him back in, deeper this time, until his thighs go rigid and he shudders against the wall. His grip tightens, nearly painfully, but I let him have it. His grip on my hair goes iron-hard. I hear the start of his groan, then he bites down on the meat of his forearm to kill the noise. The hand on the planter knocks loose a chunk of soil, which hits the stone with a small, damp thud.

He comes in a torrent, hot and bitter and not nearly enough to slake his need. I swallow, because of course I do. Then I stand, smooth my skirt with brisk efficiency, and face him. His face is slack, undone, sweat glittering at his temples. His cock is still half-hard, still out, still needy.

I zip him up. No ceremony.

He tries to catch his breath, tries to say something, but I cut him off with a single upraised finger.

“Marcus is going to want me next,” I say. Not a question. Not even a threat. Just: this is how it will be.

He sags against the wall, boneless with post-orgasmic ruin, but his eyes are brighter than I’ve ever seen them. Not afraid. Hungry.

I leave him there, half-shadowed, the pulse of the party throbbing in time with his own, and I don’t look back. There’s no need. He’ll follow.

He always does.


Chapter 3


Idon’t look back as I exit the rooftop. I know Jonah will follow. I know, too, that Marcus will shadow me, his presence silent but massive, the promise of his complicity radiating off him like heat from poured concrete. It’s the certainty you get once you realize how predictable men are—strip them down to the raw, the dark, and there’s never anything they won’t do for the privilege of watching you destroy them.

The corridor is narrow, lined with aged brick and a runner that swallows sound. It’s colder down here, like the party’s body heat has been left to ferment in the penthouse above. The only noise is the staccato of my heels, echoing the adrenaline in my veins. I walk the hall with deliberate slowness, spine straight, hair still perfect even though my throat burns from sucking off my husband in front of a wall of glass. Behind me, Jonah’s footfalls are a half-beat behind mine—never overtaking, never falling back. His discipline is pathetic, even now.

Marcus falls into step at my right, his hands in his pockets, shoulders tight under the tailored suit. He doesn’t look at me, doesn’t need to. His acceptance of my invitation is all in the set of his jaw and the way he matches my stride, frame-for-frame. He doesn’t even check to see if Jonah is still following; he already knows. In this triage, he is the hinge. Jonah is the wound. I am the surgeon.

At the end of the hall, the door to the study stands ajar, exactly as I left it hours earlier when I staged the entire room for this moment. I don’t hesitate, just shoulder inside. The air is different in here—warmer, heavy with the scent of leather and expensive whisky and a subtle undertone of polished wood. The party’s laughter is muffled, the bass from the music bleeding in only as a low, animal growl. The room is lit by a single amber lamp set on the credenza, casting a circle of honeyed light across the low couch and catching on the glass of a half-finished tumbler. The scene is so staged it’s practically theatrical.

I stop in the center of the rug, pivot to face Marcus, and—without so much as a glance at Jonah—pull Marcus into me by the lapel. He’s taller, broader, built like the defensive back he once was, and when our mouths meet, it’s not gentle. I bite his lower lip hard enough to taste blood. His hands come up, not to my face, but to the small of my back, fingers digging into the fabric as though he wants to hold me there forever.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Jonah’s shadow hesitate in the doorway. Not a word. Not a noise. Just him, paralyzed by the instant recognition that this is not the fight he’s trained for. I reach one arm back, palm flat against Jonah’s chest, and push him hard until he collapses into the leather club chair opposite the couch. There’s a faint gasp—the kind a man makes when his heart rate jumps twenty points. But I don’t look at him. Not yet. My entire focus remains on Marcus.

I break the kiss with a sound more violent than affectionate, like the snap of a ligament. I shove Marcus down onto the couch and climb onto his lap, knees bracketing his thighs. He’s already hard—of course he is, they always are—and when I grind down he grunts, low, guttural, but doesn’t take control. He knows the rules; he’s played this game before. I let my hands wander to his shoulders, then up to his face, cupping his jaw between my palms. He holds still for me, unblinking, pupils blown wide and black as a dying star.

Behind us, Jonah grips the chair arms so tightly the leather creaks. His knuckles glow white in the amber light. For a moment, he’s not even breathing.

I tilt my head so Marcus’s mouth grazes the curve of my neck, his stubble sandpapering my skin. With my left hand, I pull the zipper on my dress, slow and incremental, letting the sound carry in the silence. The fabric gives way, loosening across my shoulders, and I let it fall to my waist in a casual shrug. My breasts are bare—no bra, because forethought is my religion. Marcus’s hands move to my ribs, just under the swells, and his thumbs stroke along the edge of flesh, so reverent it’s almost funny. I guide his mouth lower, until his lips brush my nipple, then I force his head down with a pressure that’s all authority.

Only then do I look at Jonah. He’s transfixed, pupils so wide there’s almost no iris left. His jaw works, lips parted, but no sound escapes.

I hold his gaze, absolutely steady, as Marcus’s tongue laps at my nipple. His mouth is hot, greedy, but I don’t let it distract me. I want Jonah to see everything. I want him to understand the economy of desire: if he wants me; he has to want the way other men want me, too.

“Do you like what you see?” My voice is so calm it’s almost a threat.

Jonah doesn’t answer. His chest is heaving, his hands still gripping the chair as if he might shatter it.

I ask again, this time slower, each word a scalpel slicing the air between us. “Jonah. Do. You. Like. What. You. See?”

Marcus’s mouth never stops moving against my skin. His hands knead my hips, holding me in place while he worships every inch of exposed flesh.

Jonah’s throat flexes. When he finally speaks, it’s barely audible, so hoarse it sounds like pain. “Yes.”

It’s enough.

I rise off Marcus’s lap, let the dress puddle on the floor, and extend one hand to Jonah—palm up, not as a question, but as a command. He stands immediately. For the first time all night, he looks smaller than Marcus, more vulnerable, undone.

I guide him to the couch. Marcus shifts to make room without complaint, his eyes flickering up and down Jonah’s body, cataloguing every tremor, every micro-expression. The air in the room has a charge now, something ionized and on the verge of combustion.

I take Jonah’s hands in mine and bring them to my breasts, still damp from Marcus’s mouth. I lean in so my lips hover just above his. “You can touch me,” I whisper. “You just have to admit you want it.”

He nods, breath stuttering, and pulls me closer, mouth clumsy, desperate. He kisses me like he’s starving, like the only thing keeping him alive is the taste of my skin. The three of us are knotted together on the couch, sweat and saliva and every unspoken fantasy coming unspooled in the low, amber light.

Above it all, I hear the faint music from the party, the laughter, the rise and fall of voices. I wonder, for a split second, if anyone will come looking for us. I hope they do. Let them see. Let them choke on it.

I close my eyes and let Jonah’s tongue explore my mouth, let Marcus’s hands map the curve of my spine, let the symmetry of their need to fill the hollow in me that’s been empty for years.

When I open my eyes, both men are staring at me, waiting for their next instruction.

Perfect.

I’ve never felt so alive.
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The room is a furnace now, every molecule of oxygen saturated with sweat, cologne, and anticipation. There’s a physical law to it: the way bodies in proximity exchange charge, the way even a casual brush of skin can turn lethal if left to burn long enough.

I stand between the two of them—Jonah on my right, Marcus on my left—and the math of it is intoxicating. I reach back, take a fistful of Jonah’s shirt, and pull him into me, hips colliding with his so hard my teeth click together. He smells like whiskey and old grudges. His mouth crashes into mine, no technique, just brute force and the terror of losing. I let him have it for a moment—let him think he’s steering—before I break away and turn to Marcus.

He’s already watching, eyes hooded, assessing every twitch of my body for an opening. I face him, mouth open, hair falling into my eyes. He brushes it back with one hand—tender, almost—and then shoves me back onto the couch. I sprawl, legs splayed, the last scraps of my dress sliding down to my ankles. He kneels between my thighs, kisses up the inside of one, then the other, then bites down hard enough to leave an imprint.

Jonah hangs back, awkward, hands balled into fists. I snap my fingers. “Come here.”

He does, instantly. I hook a finger into the waistband of his pants, drag him closer until he’s looming over me, body tense as a wire. I want him to see every angle, every pixel of what Marcus is about to do. I want him to live it from the inside out.

Marcus runs his tongue over my clit, slow and lazy, like he has all the time in the world. His hands bracket my hips, holding me in place so I can’t squirm away from the sensation even if I wanted to. I arch my back, reach up, and yank Jonah’s head down so his lips are at my ear.

“Watch,” I whisper. “This is how you make me come.”

His breath stutters, a hot rush against my cheek.

Marcus ramps up—suction, tongue, fingers—escalating with the precision of a man who’s mapped every nerve ending. I come so fast it almost hurts, thighs clamping around his head. Jonah groans into my neck, the sound raw and animalistic. For a second, I think he might cry.

I reach down, unbuckle Jonah’s belt, and fish out his cock. He’s hard as concrete, already slick at the tip. I stroke him, slow, making him shudder. Marcus doesn’t pause—he just slides two fingers inside me, curling them up while his mouth works overdrive on my clit. I’m shaking, nerves shot, but I don’t let up on Jonah, pumping him with a steady rhythm.

“Jesus Christ,” Jonah hisses, voice breaking. “I’m gonna—fuck—”

“Not yet,” I snap, and release him.

I push Marcus back and straddle him, guiding his cock into me with one hand. He fills me, thick and blunt, and for a moment all I can do is grind down, chasing friction. He grabs my ass with both hands, lifting and lowering me at his chosen pace. I let him set the rhythm, let him think he’s winning, and then twist around to beckon Jonah closer.

“Get over here,” I order. “You can touch.”

Jonah kneels on the couch behind me, his hands tentative on my shoulders at first, then bolder as he realizes he’s allowed. I reach back, guide his cock to my mouth, and take him deep. He tastes like salt and metal, sharp on my tongue. I suck him while Marcus fucks me, the collision of sensations making my entire body buzz.

Jonah holds my head, fingers tangled in my hair, hips jerking with each thrust. I don’t gag—I never do—but the fullness is obscene, overwhelming. I hollow my cheeks and drag my tongue along the underside, just the way he likes, and he goes wild for it, little noises breaking out of him every few seconds.

Marcus speeds up, his pelvis slamming into me with a force that rattles my bones. I ride him, greedy for the impact, while Jonah fucks my throat from behind. The air is thick with the sounds of flesh on flesh, wet and desperate, plus the faint echoes of the party through the walls. It’s a symphony of want.

At some point, Marcus slips a finger into my ass, slick and confident, stretching me open. The sensation is electric. I moan around Jonah’s cock, and he shudders, nearly losing it. I can feel every muscle in Marcus’s body tensing, his focus narrowing to a single point. He’s close, and so am I.

I pull off Jonah, gasping for air. “You want to come?” I ask, voice wrecked.

He nods, frantic, eyes wild.

“Hold it,” I order. “Wait for me.”

He almost sobs, but does as he’s told.

I lean forward, hands braced on Marcus’s chest, and grind down with everything I have. The pressure builds, hot and unbearable, and then I break—coming so hard I see white behind my eyelids. Marcus follows, cock jerking inside me, hands bruising my hips.

I collapse forward, chest to chest with Marcus, breath shuddering. Jonah whimpers, still hard, still desperate.

I turn, take him in hand, and stroke him with quick, merciless pumps. He comes in seconds, splattering across my breasts and stomach, then again, spurts landing on Marcus’s chest. He slumps back, shaking, utterly ruined.

For a long moment, there’s only the sound of our breathing, the lamp humming faintly, the party just a memory.

I wipe the cum from my skin with the back of my hand, then suck my fingers clean, eyes locked on both men.

Neither can look away.

I gather myself, smooth my hair, and sit back on my heels. “That,” I say, “is how you break a stalemate.”

Neither answers. There’s nothing left to say.

I lean back into the couch, body sore and satisfied, and listen to the silence.

I wonder if they’ll ever be able to go back to the way things were.

I hope not.
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There’s a certain gravity to the aftermath—three bodies draped across a ruined couch, limbs tangled, skin slicked with sweat and everything else. The lamp throws amber half-moons across the carpet, golds and browns bleeding into the bruised blue of the night beyond the windows. The study is a crime scene, and I am both victim and perpetrator, evidence of my appetite drying in slow rivulets across my chest.

I lie between them, shoulders and thighs pressed to theirs, the sound of the party leaking through the walls like an old memory. My hair clings to my forehead, the silver streak glinting under the low light. It occurs to me that I have never felt more beautiful—flesh worn raw, body humming with satisfaction, not a single part of me held in reserve.

Jonah is still catching his breath, ribs flexing with every inhale. His arm cradles my waist, and his other hand hovers uncertainly over my hip, as though afraid to settle, still not trusting that he’s allowed to hold me here, like this, after everything that’s passed. Marcus lies back with one arm over his eyes, the other hand splayed open on my thigh. He says nothing; he doesn’t need to. The point has been made.

A minute passes. Maybe more. The music outside has slowed, the crowd thinning, conversations dying off one by one. The quiet is not awkward. It is absolute.

I shift, turning into Jonah’s chest, cheek pressed to the slope of his pectoral. His skin is hot, the hairs there damp and flat. I listen to his pulse, steady now, the chaos inside him finally organizing itself into something less hostile. I think of all the times I tried to reach him—gentle, polite, tentative—and how he ignored every invitation until I gave him no choice but to surrender.

I speak first. My voice is hoarse from screaming, but even now it’s measured, almost soft. “This is what I wanted.”

Jonah’s fingers dig in, not enough to hurt, just enough to signal that he’s listening.

“Not the sex,” I clarify. “Not just that. The honesty.”

He turns his face, eyes finding mine in the gloom. There’s none of his usual self-effacing humor, no shield of irony. Just a wide-open, stripped-bare stare.

“I see that now,” he says. His voice is quiet, lower than I’ve ever heard it, all the vibrato of performance gone. “I thought you were trying to punish me. But you were…” He falters, then pushes through. “You were trying to get me to admit I liked it. That I wanted you like this. That I wanted to see you.”

I nod, once, and let the silence settle. There’s nothing to argue, nothing to explain.

Marcus exhales, a deep breath that sounds almost like a laugh. He rolls his head to the side, looks at me from under his arm. “You know,” he says, “most people just get a divorce.”

I bark out a laugh—short, genuine, ugly—and Marcus grins at me, lips split and teeth gleaming. For the first time all night, he looks happy, maybe even relieved. The rivalry is gone; in its place, a species of respect that feels more durable than anything that came before.

I shift again, untangling my leg from Marcus’s and letting it rest across Jonah’s thigh. Marcus doesn’t protest; Jonah doesn’t flinch. They both just let me have it, let me belong to both of them at once. For the first time, I believe this arrangement could work—not forever, maybe, but long enough to count as real.

I close my eyes and savor the heat of their bodies, the press of their hands on my skin, the absolute absence of shame. The party outside has faded to nothing, a world apart from this cocoon of sweat and spent fury.

My hand rests open on the couch between us, palm up, a small gesture of truce. I don’t reach for either of them, don’t try to force the next move. I let them come to me.

It’s Jonah who moves first—always Jonah, when it matters. He threads his fingers through mine, holds tight, and doesn’t let go.

I breathe out, tension bleeding from my bones, and let the room go quiet.

This is what it means to win.

This is what it means to be known.


Chapter 4


The march to the bedroom is silent, a retreat from the scene of the crime. I go first, Marcus at my shoulder, Jonah trailing like the loyal dog he swore he’d never become. Down the corridor, left at the powder room, through the double doors into the master suite I reserved on the invitation RSVP. No one’s going to miss us, not after the spectacle I made in the study, not after the party saw what it needed to see.

The room is exactly as I left it: queen bed squared to the wall, sheets the color of wet ash, one amber lamp already burning on the nightstand. The curtains are drawn so tight the city doesn’t exist—only this rectangle of space, this thermal bubble packed with want and unspent panic. Jonah enters last. He hesitates in the threshold, one hand on the doorframe, jaw set against the aftershocks still rolling through his body. His pants are zipped, but the wet patch is impossible to miss. It looks like a mistake he’s never made before. He lets go of the frame and shuts the door with a click that’s final, funereal.

I don’t bother looking at him. I make a straight line for the foot of the bed, the runner muffling my steps. I turn and face them both, feet planted, arms loose at my sides, the study’s sweat already drying on my skin.

“Sit,” I say, nodding toward the single armless chair posted against the far wall.

Jonah obeys. Of course he does. He sits with his knees together, hands gripping his own thighs, like a schoolboy called in for judgment.

I ignore him, for now. My focus is on Marcus. He is a man who understands momentum; he crosses the room to me in two steps, hands going straight to my waist. He’s taller than Jonah, broader across the chest, and he knows exactly how to fill a woman’s field of vision. His fingers span my ribs and dig in, but not as if he owns them. More like he’s afraid I’ll vaporize if he lets go.

“Wait,” I say, and take his wrists, moving them aside with a gentle but absolute force. Then I undo his shirt, button by button, never hurrying. Each pop is its own confession. He stands stock-still, eyes locked on my face, as if he’s waiting for the moment I decide to break him.

I let the shirt fall to the floor. Marcus’s torso is dark with sweat, hair at the chest glistening under the lamplight, abs flexed like he’s prepping for impact. I step back a half-pace and strip off my dress, the zipper already half-undone from before. I let it pool at my ankles and step out, leaving the dress behind like a spent skin. I don’t bother with a show. I just stand there, bare, arms at my sides, nipples hard and peaked from the shift in temperature.

I don’t look at Marcus. I look at Jonah.

He’s staring, lips parted, pupils maxed out. His hands clench tighter on his thighs, digging in so hard I expect to see crescent moons pressed through the denim. His cock is visibly hard again, straining at the front of his pants, so eager it’s almost tragic.

I climb onto the bed and motion Marcus up after me. He doesn’t hesitate. He loses the rest of his clothes in a single motion and stretches out on his back, cock stiff and leaking, legs spread in invitation or challenge—I can’t tell. I straddle him, lowering myself onto his length with a control that is pure choreography, nothing accidental or urgent about it.

The first contact is a shock—he’s thick, hotter than I expected, the blunt head splitting me in a way that forces an honest moan from my throat. Marcus’s hands settle on my hips, but he doesn’t guide. He holds, supporting, waiting to see what I’ll make of him. I brace one hand on his chest and start to ride, slow at first, letting each stroke stretch me, letting the friction build at a glacial pace. The bed creaks in protest with every thrust, the sound echoing off the closed curtains and tight ceiling.

But my eyes never leave Jonah.

He’s four feet away, frozen in his chair, face gone slack with shock and hunger. His knuckles are white, his breathing gone shallow. I make sure he can see every inch of Marcus’s cock disappearing inside me, the way my nails drag red lines down Marcus’s stomach, the way my own tits bounce and glisten with sweat. I want him to feel it, down in the marrow, to know that even from here, even with his hands locked to his thighs, this is happening for him.

I ride Marcus faster, my heels digging into the sheets. He starts to thrust up into me, matching my rhythm, his hands tightening just enough to keep me from floating away. I let the sounds happen—wet, obscene, the slap of skin on skin, my breath coming high and tight in my chest.

After a minute, I stop. I sit upright, still impaled on Marcus, and look Jonah dead in the eyes.

“Bring me a glass of water,” I say.

He flinches, but then he stands. He moves to the nightstand, hands trembling as he uncaps the carafe and pours. The glass wobbles in his grip, sending a thin arc of water onto the table. He crosses the room and hands it to me, arm extended, eyes averted like he’s afraid the glass will shatter if he looks at it.

I take the glass. I drink. I hand it back, empty, and Jonah just stands there, unsure what to do with his hands.

I keep my voice cool and precise, the way you talk to a skittish animal. “Put it down.”

He obeys, then turns back to face the bed.

“Describe it,” I say. “Out loud. What do you want him to do to me?”

Jonah’s jaw tightens. He looks away, then back. His voice is rusty, wrecked. “I want… I want you to fuck him. I want you to ride him until you come. I want to watch you lose control.”

I nod, satisfied. “Good. Now strip and get on the bed.”

He hesitates for half a second—then he’s unbuttoning, unzipping, kicking off shoes and shedding shirt and pants in a flurry of suppressed panic. His cock is swollen, the tip flushed dark, a bead of pre clinging to the slit.

He stands there, naked and trembling, waiting for further orders.

I look at him, then at Marcus. I let them stew in the moment, the pause engineered to see who cracks first.

“Join us,” I say, finally.

Jonah climbs onto the bed, careful not to touch either of us at first, like he’s afraid of tripping a wire.

I reach for him and pull him in, making room for him beside me, his body pressed up against my side, his cock twitching against my hip.

We are a circuit now, a closed loop, current flowing from one body to the next with no safe exit.

This is what it means to burn without being consumed.
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What follows is not a fuck. It’s a multi-phase exercise in demolition, a scheduled burn designed to test the fire codes in every corner of my body.

We start with the easy math: me straddling Marcus, Jonah pressed up against my back, his cock hard and frantic as a drill sergeant’s pulse. Marcus is still inside me, thick and grinding, hands cupping my ass, but Jonah is the one who makes the first move. He bends me forward with a palm between my shoulder blades, pinning me at the hinge of my spine, so that Marcus can thrust deeper, so that my tits flatten against Marcus’s chest. I don’t resist. I let them manipulate my angles, let them see how many ways my body can bend to their will.

Jonah grinds his cock against my ass, the friction making my head swim. He’s mumbling, too low for me to catch, but I know the tone: something halfway between prayer and threat. Marcus takes the opportunity, shifting under me to get his arms around my waist, locking me in place. For a moment I can’t move at all, can’t control anything. I fight the urge to bark an order; I force myself to just feel it. The lack of agency is foreign and hot, a spike of vertigo straight to my cunt.

“Harder,” I say, and Marcus complies—thrusts losing any pretense of rhythm, pounding into me like he’s trying to reach the core. The bed groans, the frame staccato against the wall. Jonah moves to my side, kneeling next to us, and without warning he cups my jaw and yanks my head to face him. He kisses me with open violence, biting my lower lip until I taste blood.

I return it with interest, and when I break away, I look him dead in the eye. “You’re not competing,” I tell him. “You’re collaborating.”

He swallows, hard. His hand is still at my jaw, thumb grazing my chin in a gesture that would be tender if it weren’t for the bruise I know is already forming.

Marcus is getting close—I can feel it, the way his breathing ramps up, the way his hands tighten their grip on my hips, the staccato flutter in his thighs. I clench down, milking him for every second, and reach back to grab Jonah’s cock, stroking it in time with Marcus’s thrusts. Jonah shudders, but holds steady.

“Switch,” I command.

Marcus withdraws, panting. He rolls to the edge of the bed and sits, legs spread, sweat slick on every inch of his skin. Jonah slides into the newly vacant spot between my thighs. He’s less patient than Marcus—he plunges in, fast and hard, splitting me open in a single, vicious thrust. It knocks the air out of me; I nearly come on the spot.

I let myself be fucked, let my brain blur out to static, only anchoring myself with the pressure of Marcus’s thigh under my hand and the ragged sounds tearing from Jonah’s mouth as he loses his practiced calm. I glance up to catch Marcus’s eye—he’s not even touching himself, just watching, cataloguing every twitch in my face, every micro-shake in my thighs. He reads the signs, and when he sees me close to breaking, he moves behind me, tongue tracing a line down my spine, hands spreading my ass cheeks wide so Jonah can get even deeper.

I come first. I bite down on my arm to kill the noise, but it’s a losing battle. My cunt clamps down on Jonah, hard enough that he freezes, gasps, and paints my insides with a heat that feels more like a punishment than reward. He pulls out and collapses to the side, eyes rolled back, body jerking with aftershocks.

For one hot second, the world is nothing but the rush of blood in my ears, the slick heat between my legs, the compression of flesh against flesh. I don’t hear Marcus until he’s right behind me, rolling me onto my stomach and hiking my ass up so my face is mashed into the pillow. His hands grip my hips, and without pause he slides back inside me. The angle is all wrong, or maybe it’s all right—it hits me somewhere deep, a pressure that forces every molecule of air out of my lungs. I can’t even speak.

He fucks me like that—merciless, machine-steady—until the second orgasm rolls through, this one wetter, meaner, a surge of involuntary spasms that make me dig my nails into the mattress. When I come, he follows, hips slamming into me so hard I see white, hear the crack of my voice as I scream into the sheets.

There’s a pause, then Jonah’s hands are in my hair, pulling me up, peeling me off the mattress. I’m not giving instructions anymore; I’m just letting it happen, letting the current rip me wherever it wants. Jonah kisses the back of my neck, gentle now, and Marcus wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me between them like a shield.

They shift me, adjust me, move me from one position to the next—sometimes Marcus on top, sometimes Jonah, sometimes me in the middle, always the three of us locked together in a knot of limbs and sweat and leaking, twitching cocks. At one point, Jonah fucks my mouth while Marcus is inside me, and the fullness is so complete it borders on claustrophobia. The taste of salt and pre is thick on my tongue, and when I gag, Jonah pulls out and wipes his cock on my cheek, then shoves it back in, rough but not cruel. He’s learned restraint. He’s learned exactly how much I can take.

Marcus is the first to think of it—to go for my ass. He rolls me over, spreads my cheeks, and starts working a finger in, slow at first, then faster, until he has two inside me and I’m writhing, my legs locked around Jonah’s shoulders. They talk to each other now, in low grunts and whispers, coordinating, trading me back and forth like a prize or a project. When Marcus finally lines up his cock with my ass and pushes in, it’s a shock, a flash of pain that makes me yelp, but he waits, lets me breathe, then goes deeper. Jonah watches, fascinated, jerking himself with slow, reverent strokes.

When they fuck me together—Jonah in my cunt, Marcus in my ass—it’s not even about the sex anymore. It’s about being broken open, about the total surrender to sensation, about the pride I feel at having engineered this, at having both of them desperate to please me, desperate to keep me at the center of everything. I don’t have to direct. I don’t have to say a word. They’ve learned the choreography; they know every cue.

I come again. And again. The orgasms blur together, overlapping, so that by the end I can’t tell where one starts and the next begins. My voice is gone, throat raw, face streaked with tears and spit. At some point, Jonah comes again, this time in my mouth, and I swallow it like communion, like it’s the only thing holding me together. Marcus finishes last, collapsing on top of me, both of us shaking and damp, stuck together by the mess of our own making.

There’s no finish line. Only the slow descent, the ragged breathing, the afterglow so thick it could drown you. I don’t want to move. I want to live here, in this ruin, forever.

For the first time all night, I don’t feel the need to be seen. I don’t need to orchestrate, or narrate, or watch myself from a safe distance. I am here, utterly reduced to nerve endings and hunger and the proof of my existence in the sweat and saliva on my skin.

This is what I wanted. This is what I am.

I close my eyes and let them hold me, and I don’t think about anything at all.
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The sheets are ruined, sweat-damp and sticky in the hollows where our bodies cooled. There’s a seam of blue at the window, dawn slitting the blackout curtains just enough to confirm that yes, the world is still turning. The lamp on the nightstand is still on, haloing the edge of the bed in a jaundiced glow, painting my skin a sickly gold that I find weirdly comforting.

Jonah is curled behind me, chest to my back, his breath slowing in the final, exhausted way of a man who’s given up the fight. His hand is on my hip, the fingers just barely splayed, as though afraid too much contact will wake me—or wake him—from the dream. Marcus lies on the far side, a fortress of muscle and spent intent, one arm thrown over his eyes like he can block out the sun if he just flexes hard enough. His other hand rests on my thigh, anchoring me between the two of them.

I’m not even sure I slept. My brain is running a full diagnostic: lips swollen, thighs sore, every nerve still humming with the aftershock. My hair is plastered to my skull, damp at the roots, the silver streak bisecting my temple like a war wound. I should feel wrecked. I feel…calm. More myself than I have in years.

Jonah’s hand slides up, brushes the hair from my neck, then—without ceremony—tangles in it, holding me by the root. Not a move I trained into him. Not a signal, or a dare. Just an honest, animal claim. He doesn’t squeeze, doesn’t test the boundaries. His fingers just rest there, thumb skimming the bone behind my ear.

The touch freezes me. Not because it’s possessive, but because it’s real.

I open my eyes. The lamp’s glow blurs the world at the edges. I watch the curtains for a while, waiting for the city to show its first honest color.

Jonah speaks first. His voice is low, no play left in it. “You could have just asked me for this.”

The line would have sounded weak in another context. Now, it’s a splinter under my skin.

I turn, meet his gaze. There’s no challenge left in him—just the ragged truth. I want to say a hundred things, all of them designed to wound, but I don’t. I let myself be honest, just this once.

“I needed to know you’d come when you saw what I was,” I say. My voice is quieter than I expect. It doesn’t even shake.

There’s a silence. Not the loaded kind. Just peace.

Marcus shifts, dropping his arm, and looks at us across the distance of my body. There’s no judgment in his eyes, no alpha-male scorekeeping. Just a bone-deep fatigue, and maybe something close to respect.

Jonah’s hand never leaves my hair. I don’t move away.

I let the light bleed into the room, let the lamp keep burning, let the three of us lie there as the city wakes and remembers itself.

No one says another word. No one bothers to turn off the lamp.

When the day finally arrives, we are still in the bed I chose, tangled together, survivors of our own design.

And for once, I’m not afraid of what comes next.
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