
  
    
      THE MASTERPIECE

      THE NIGHT HER HUSBAND SAID YES

      
        THE MASTERMIND HUSBAND SERIES

        BOOK 4

      

    

    
      
        LIANA PRYCE

      

    

  


  
    
      The Masterpiece: The Night Her Husband Said Yes

      Copyright © 2026 Liana Pryce

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews.

      

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is entirely coincidental.

      

      For adult readers 18+ only.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          NICE

        

      

    

    
      The night my husband offered me to another man began with him telling me I looked nice.

      That is still the part that gets me.

      Not because Greg meant anything cruel by it. Greg almost never means anything cruel. He is careful with people in the same quiet way he is careful with receipts and insurance renewals and the little rubber feet beneath furniture. He notices what might go wrong and tries to prevent it. It is one of the reasons I married him.

      It is also, occasionally, the reason I want to bite him.

      We had been married twelve years. Nothing was wrong in the way people mean when they ask whether something is wrong. We paid the mortgage. We remembered birthdays. We laughed at the same stupid things in bed, usually while not having sex in it. We loved each other. I knew that as surely as I knew Greg would put the coffee on before I woke and leave exactly one cabinet door open afterward.

      But love can become so well behaved that you stop hearing it breathe.

      I had stopped asking for more because asking made me feel needy, and feeling needy made me brisk. Efficient. The kind of woman who reorganized a drawer instead of saying, I miss the way you used to look at me.

      Greg had stopped noticing that I was doing it.

      His firm's annual charity gala was held at the contemporary art museum downtown. Before our life became practical, I had studied art history and imagined myself working in a place like that. I had pictured white walls, quiet rooms, perhaps a severe haircut. I had not pictured standing beside donors while my husband discussed mortality tables and I tried to judge how quickly bad champagne could become a headache.

      I spent two hours at the salon anyway.

      The dress was sapphire silk, cut low in the back and simple enough that the fit had nowhere to hide. I had tried it on three times that week. Each time I told myself I was checking the hem. Each time I turned sideways and imagined Greg coming up behind me, putting both hands on my waist, and forgetting we had somewhere to be.

      That evening, I stepped out of the bathroom and turned once in front of him.

      I did not ask how I looked. I hated asking. Asking gave him time to be kind.

      Greg looked up from tying his shoes.

      His eyes moved over me. Quickly. Too quickly.

      "You look nice, honey. Ready?"

      Nice.

      I pressed my tongue to the back of my teeth, which was something I did when the first answer in my mouth would cause administrative difficulties.

      "Ready."

      He smiled and went back to his laces.

      For one ugly second, I wanted to punish him for not understanding a test I had never told him he was taking.

      Then I hated myself for that too.

      So I picked up my clutch, checked that I had my lipstick, and followed my perfectly good husband out of the apartment while feeling like a woman nobody had touched yet.

      The museum was already crowded when we arrived. Men in gray suits stood in soft little circles, holding glasses at chest height and laughing half a second after the important person did. Women in expensive dresses performed ease. I knew the choreography. Smile. Ask one question. Let the man explain something he had assumed you did not know.

      Greg was taken from me within four minutes by a senior partner who said, "Just briefly," with the confidence of a man who had never been brief in his life.

      I drifted toward the Rothko gallery.

      There was a red painting on the far wall, rust and wine and a dark violet border that looked almost bruised. I had loved it in college. Then a professor spent six weeks explaining what it was permitted to mean, and I developed the petty conviction that Mark Rothko had done nothing personally to deserve that.

      I was still looking at it when the room changed.

      Not dramatically. Nobody gasped. A waiter did not drop a tray.

      People simply began noticing the entrance while pretending they had not.

      I followed their attention.

      Silas Crane had arrived.

      I knew the name. Greg had used it several times in the car, each one flatter than the last. Silas had bought three companies Greg's firm advised and then made senior men speak about him as if he were weather.

      He was taller than I expected, broad without looking arranged for it, wearing a midnight-blue tuxedo with no visible concern about whether it suited him. His hair was slightly out of place. That detail made him more dangerous to me than perfection would have. It suggested he had touched it himself, perhaps impatiently, perhaps in a car while someone waited.

      His gaze moved through the room.

      Then stopped on me.

      My first response was to look behind myself.

      I wish I were lying.

      There was only the Rothko.

      When I faced forward again, he was walking toward me.

      My left knee locked. It did that when I was nervous, as though one part of my body had decided stability was now a group project.

      Silas stopped beside me rather than blocking my way. Up close, he looked less polished and more awake. Green eyes, faint stubble, a small pale mark near one eyebrow. He smelled of cedar and Scotch, but lightly, like a real person rather than a department-store campaign.

      He nodded toward the painting.

      "Do you actually like it?"

      It was not what I had prepared for.

      "I did before I studied it."

      His mouth shifted.

      "That bad?"

      "Two semesters of being told what I was supposed to feel. It can ruin almost anything."

      "You studied art."

      "Long enough to become irritating in museums."

      "Useful."

      I smiled despite myself.

      Then he looked at me.

      Properly.

      There was no polite sweep away when his gaze reached my chest. No social correction. He looked down the line of the silk, at the shape of my body inside it, and then back at my face as if he expected me to know exactly what he had done.

      Heat moved across my chest. I felt it happen. That was the humiliating part. My body announced me before I had decided what I wanted to say.

      Silas glanced once at the Rothko.

      "That dress is making the painting irrelevant."

      I rubbed my thumb beneath my wedding ring.

      Another tell. Another piece of myself I would later wish I had hidden better.

      "A serious criticism in a museum."

      "I can defend it."

      He stepped closer, not enough to trap me. Enough that I noticed the space I was choosing not to take.

      "You look bored," he said.

      "I am waiting for my husband."

      His eyes moved toward Greg, who was still nodding at something near the bar.

      "If you were my wife, I would not leave you alone long enough for another man to notice."

      It was an outrageous thing to say.

      I should have disliked him.

      Instead, something low in my stomach gave a slow, unmistakable pull.

      The worst part was not that Silas wanted me. The worst part was how relieved I felt to be wanted without having asked first.

      "There you are."

      Greg's voice came from my left.

      He carried two plates of food so small it seemed vindictive. He saw Silas, and the polite expression he wore for work slipped.

      "Crane."

      "Greg."

      Silas did not move away from me.

      "I was keeping your wife company," he said. "You failed to mention you had a masterpiece at home."

      I looked at Greg.

      I expected embarrassment, perhaps annoyance. I expected his hand at my back in the automatic, respectable way husbands touch their wives when another man has overstepped.

      Greg looked at Silas first.

      Then at me.

      His attention caught on the color in my chest. My lips. The way my fingers had tightened around the stem of my glass. He saw Silas looking at me, and then he saw that I knew Silas was looking.

      Something happened in his face.

      Not anger.

      That would have been easier.

      His eyes sharpened. His mouth parted slightly. I watched my husband understand my arousal and become aroused by it before either of us had the language to protect ourselves from the fact.

      My stomach dropped.

      I had spent months wanting Greg to look at me.

      Now he was.

      He simply needed another man to show him where.

      Silas saw it too.

      A small smile moved across his mouth, not triumphant exactly. Certain.

      He stepped back.

      "Enjoy the gala," he said. Then, more quietly, to Greg, "Take care of the masterpiece. Someone else will if you do not."

      He walked away.

      I stared after him for one second too long.

      Greg put the plates down.

      His hand closed around my wrist.

      Not painfully. Not gently either.

      The pressure went straight through me.

      "We are leaving."

      I nodded because I did not trust my voice.

      In the Uber, the driver played a podcast about medieval crop rotation. I remember that because my mind needed somewhere harmless to go.

      Greg did not speak.

      Every few blocks, light from the street crossed the back seat and I caught him looking at me. At my bare thigh where the dress had shifted. At my breasts. At my mouth.

      I kept my knees together and rubbed my thumb beneath my wedding ring until the skin there hurt.

      I wanted him to say something.

      I was terrified he would.

      At home, Greg opened the apartment door, waited until I stepped inside, and shut it hard behind us.

      I turned.

      He pushed me against the wall and kissed me.

      There was no warning and no gentleness to hide inside. His mouth was open, hungry, almost angry. My clutch hit the floor. I made a sound into him that embarrassed me for perhaps half a second, then his hands caught my hips and the embarrassment became irrelevant.

      He pressed himself between my thighs.

      He was harder than I had felt him in years.

      That hurt in one place and thrilled me in another.

      Greg broke the kiss and held his forehead to mine.

      "Did you like it?"

      I knew exactly what he meant.

      Still, I said, "Like what?"

      That was my defense. Make him be the indecent one. Make him drag the truth into the room so I could pretend it had not started inside me.

      His hand tightened at my waist.

      "Do not do that."

      I went still.

      Greg's voice dropped.

      "Did you like the way he looked at you?"

      My mouth went dry.

      "Elena."

      I closed my eyes.

      "Yes."

      "Look at me."

      I did.

      The hunger in his face made honesty feel possible.

      "I loved it."

      Greg exhaled like the answer had struck him.

      He reached behind me, found the zipper of the blue dress, and pulled. The seam gave near my hip. I heard it and felt a brief, absurd stab of concern about the cost, then the silk slid down and the concern went with it.

      I stood in the entryway in a black thong and heels while my husband stared at me as if I had been hidden under my own clothes.

      Then he dropped to his knees.

      His hands slid behind my thighs. His mouth found me through the lace first, hot and impatient, and I caught the wall with one palm.

      "Greg."

      He pulled the thong down, helped me step out of it, and returned to me before I had found my balance.

      The first stroke of his tongue made my locked knee give.

      He held me up.

      That became the pattern of the night. Greg made me lose my balance and then refused to let me fall.

      "He wanted this," he said against me.

      The words vibrated through my body.

      I gripped his hair.

      "Yes."

      "He was thinking about putting his mouth here while he spoke to
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