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  Chapter one
The Reunion Spark


The hotel ballroom reeked of lemon polish, cheap booze, and the anxious sweat of people desperate to pretend they’d become someone else. Fairy lights dangled overhead, trying to make the place look less like a funeral for old dreams. Mirielle hovered at the edge of the dance floor, one hand gripping Arthur’s arm, the other wrapped tight around a half-empty glass of pinot grigio, as if it could protect her. Her hair was yanked back in a low bun, her blouse and black pants expensive enough to pass but bland enough to be ignored. She’d learned to make herself invisible. 
Arthur looked annoyingly put-together in his navy blazer, hair combed, eyes crinkling at some idiot’s 'you haven’t aged a day' line. He kept glancing at her, like he was afraid she’d disappear if he looked away. Fifteen years together and he still hadn’t figured out that her silence meant she was about to explode.
Then the double doors at the far end of the room opened and the temperature in the ballroom seemed to drop and rise at the same time.
Jacinda strutted in alone, not even pretending to care what anyone thought. Her black hair spilled down her back, thick and shiny, the kind of hair that made other women hate her. The green dress was painted on, tits practically falling out, slit high enough to show off thighs that looked like they could crush skulls. Her eyes swept the room, hunting. When she spotted Mirielle, her lips curled into a smile that promised trouble.
Mirielle’s stomach twisted. Mouse. The old nickname crawled up her spine, making her feel sixteen again—pale, weak, the kind of girl Jacinda could break just by looking at her.
“Oh shit,” Arthur muttered under his breath. “Is that…?”
“Jacinda Moreau,” Mirielle finished, voice flat. She took a sip of wine to steady herself. It tasted sour.
Arthur’s hand clamped down on her waist, like he was protecting her, but his eyes were glued to Jacinda’s ass as she walked. Mirielle felt something sour and burning coil in her gut.
Jacinda didn’t stop until she stood directly in front of them. Up close she smelled of expensive vanilla and amber—warm, addictive, nothing like the floral body spray Mirielle wore.
“Mirielle,” Jacinda purred, letting the name roll off her tongue like she was tasting it. “You finally grew into your face. And Arthur…” Her eyes slid over him slowly, shamelessly. “You grew into everything else.”
Arthur laughed—too loud, too nervous. “Hey, Jacinda. Long time.”
“Very.” She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “You two look… cozy. Domestic. Sweet.”
Sweet. The word hit like a slap. Jacinda’s way of calling her boring, invisible, the kind of woman men forgot as soon as they came.
“We’re happy,” Arthur said, squeezing Mirielle’s waist again. The gesture felt more like an apology than reassurance.
“I can see that.” Jacinda’s gaze dropped deliberately to Mirielle’s modest chest, then back up. “You always did like them… understated, didn’t you, Arthur?”
The air felt heavy. Mirielle’s nipples betrayed her, hardening against her bra, as if her body remembered every time Jacinda had mocked her flat chest, her skinny hips, her pathetic, boyish body. She hated herself for it.
Arthur cleared his throat. “So, what have you been up to?”
Jacinda smiled wider, showing perfect teeth. “Oh, you know. Making money. Breaking hearts. The usual.” She reached out and brushed a nonexistent piece of lint off Arthur’s lapel. Her fingers lingered. “You should come upstairs later. Suite 1408. I’ve got a bottle of Macallan that deserves better company than the open bar.”
Mirielle’s heart hammered. She waited for Arthur to say no, to laugh, to put his arm around her and tell Jacinda to fuck off.
Instead, he paused. Just long enough to make her want to puke.
“I’ll think about it,” he said.
Jacinda’s eyes flicked to Mirielle. “Bring your lovely wife if you want. I don’t mind an audience.”
The words punched her in the gut. Heat crawled up her neck, shame and something filthy pooling between her legs.
Jacinda leaned in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper only the three of them could hear. “I always wondered what you saw in her, Arthur. Maybe tonight I’ll find out.”
Then she turned on her heel and glided away, leaving a wake of turned heads and whispered gossip.
Arthur exhaled shakily. “Jesus. She hasn’t changed.”
Mirielle said nothing. Her hands shook. Her heart pounded. Worse, she could feel how wet she was, slick and humiliating, just from watching Jacinda and Arthur.
She mumbled something and fled to the bathroom, locking herself in a stall. She pressed her forehead to the cold metal, breathing hard. Her hand slid into her pants before she could stop herself. Her pussy was soaked—obscenely, disgustingly wet—just from Jacinda’s voice, her smell, the way Arthur had stared at her.
She bit her lip and rubbed her clit in slow, furious circles, hating herself for how badly she needed it.
She came fast, barely a whimper, the orgasm empty and pathetic, leaving her feeling even more hollow.
Back in the ballroom she found Arthur at the bar, talking to an old classmate. His cheeks were flushed. His eyes kept darting toward the elevators.
Mirielle stared at him, a cold, ugly certainty settling in her gut.
She wasn’t going to stop him. She was going to watch.
When Arthur murmured that he was going to “grab some air,” she nodded sweetly. Then she waited three minutes and followed.
The hallway on the fourteenth floor was quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioning. Suite 1408 had the door propped open with the security latch—an invitation or an oversight, it didn’t matter.
Mirielle ducked into a shadowy alcove across the hall, pressing her back to the wall, heart thudding so loud she was sure they could hear her. She felt like a pervert, but she couldn’t stop.
Through the narrow gap of the door she watched Jacinda pour two glasses of amber liquid. Watched Arthur hesitate in the doorway like a man who already knew he was going to cross the line.
Jacinda lifted her glass in a mock toast.
“To old times,” she said, loud enough for Mirielle to hear.
Arthur stepped inside.
The door swung almost closed—left deliberately ajar.
A low, masculine groan drifted into the hallway.
Mirielle’s hand crept between her thighs, fingers pressing against her soaked panties.
She didn’t move.
She watched.






  
  Chapter two
First Taste of Revenge


The carpet in the hallway was so thick it could have swallowed a body, but Mirielle still caught every filthy little sound: the clink of ice in a glass, the whisper of clothes being stripped away, the low, hungry voices leaking out through the cracked door. She stood there, pressed against the wall like a criminal, one sweaty palm mashed into the wallpaper, trying to keep herself from shaking apart. Her heart hammered so hard in her throat she could taste blood. 
Inside Suite 1408, Jacinda had already shed the pretense of small talk.
Mirielle stared through the narrow crack in the door, barely wide enough to fit three fingers, as Jacinda shoved Arthur up against the wall by the minibar. Jacinda's green dress was already bunched up around her hips, her thigh wedged between his legs, grinding against his cock. Arthur's hands hovered at her waist, useless, not grabbing her, not pushing her away, just trembling like he didn't know what to do with himself.
“You’re shaking,” Jacinda observed, voice velvet and amused. She dragged a single crimson nail down the front of his shirt, catching lightly on each button. “Nervous, Arthur? Or just excited?”
Arthur swallowed. “This… this isn’t—”
“Shhh.” Jacinda pressed two fingers to his lips. “Don’t lie to me. I can feel how hard you are already. Right through these boring corporate trousers.” She palmed him deliberately, slow and firm. Arthur’s head tipped back against the wall; a rough sound escaped his throat.
Mirielle's breath caught in her throat. She should barge in, scream, claw at Jacinda's face, drag Arthur out by his limp dick. Instead, her thighs squeezed together, grinding the seam of her pants against the throbbing, wet ache between her legs.
Jacinda laughed softly. “Poor Miri. Always so proper. Bet she never touches you like this, does she? Bet she waits for you to ask nicely.” She sank to her knees with predatory grace, the movement fluid, practiced. The dress pooled around her like spilled ink.
Arthur’s hands fisted at his sides. “Jacinda, we shouldn’t—”
“You should shut up and enjoy it,” she said, already working his belt open with deft fingers. “Because this is happening whether you feel guilty about it or not.”
The zipper came down with a rough sound. Jacinda yanked Arthur's pants and boxers down to his thighs in one practiced motion. His cock popped out, thick and red, already drooling precum. Mirielle stared, mouth dry, hating how familiar it was—fifteen years of boring, routine sex, of the same tired moves in the dark. But she'd never seen him like this before: cock twitching, desperate, straining for another woman's touch.
Jacinda wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, twice, thumb circling the head. “Look at you. So eager. So much bigger than I expected from the boy who used to blush when I walked past his locker.” She glanced toward the door—directly at the crack, directly at the shadows where Mirielle stood. The eye contact lasted only a second, but it burned.
“She’s watching, you know,” Jacinda murmured, almost conversationally. “Your sweet little wife. Hiding out there like she used to hide in the bathroom stalls when I made her cry in tenth grade. Probably touching herself right now, listening to you groan for me.”
Arthur jerked. “What? No, she—”
“Shhh,” Jacinda repeated, then leaned forward and took him into her mouth.
The wet sound was obscene in the quiet room. Arthur’s hips bucked involuntarily. His hands finally moved—one tangling in Jacinda’s glossy hair, the other slapping against the wall for balance.
Mirielle bit down on her cheek until she tasted blood. At some point, her hand had wormed its way into her pants, fingers sliding through the mess between her legs. Her clit was already throbbing, swollen and needy. She rubbed it in slow circles, matching the bob of Jacinda's head, hating herself for how wet she was.
Jacinda worked him with obscene skill—slow, deep pulls, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. Every few strokes she pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him with her fist while she spoke.
“She never sucked you like this, did she? Too shy. Too worried she’d do it wrong. Bet she barely gets the head in her mouth before she gags.” Jacinda licked a long stripe from base to tip. “I don’t gag, Arthur. I take it all. I let you fuck my throat until my eyes water and I still beg for more.”
Arthur groaned—deep, broken. “Fuck…”
“That’s right.” Jacinda took him again, deeper this time, until her nose brushed his abdomen. She held him there, throat working around him, then pulled back slowly, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his shaft.
Mirielle's fingers sped up, shame burning through her chest and making her even wetter. She could smell her own pussy now—raw, needy, filthy. She slapped her other hand over her mouth to keep from moaning out loud, but the pathetic little whimpers still slipped through.
Jacinda pulled off again, stroking him slickly. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want to come in my mouth while your wife listens.”
Arthur’s head thrashed. “I—I can’t—”
“You can.” Jacinda squeezed the base of him, staving off his orgasm. “Say it. Say you want me more than you want her. Say you’ve always wondered what it would feel like to fuck the girl who made your wife cry.”
A long beat of silence. Arthur’s chest heaved.
“I want it,” he rasped finally. “I want you.”
Jacinda smiled—triumphant, vicious. “Good boy.”
She took him deep again, faster now, relentless. Arthur’s hips snapped forward, fucking into her mouth with short, helpless thrusts. The sounds were filthy—wet, rhythmic, punctuated by his ragged breathing.
Mirielle fucked herself with two fingers, thumb grinding her clit, trying to keep up with the filthy rhythm in the room. Tears ran down her cheeks
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