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Callum Drake bought The Reserve for the hall, not the bedrooms. That was the story he told bankers. The truth was meaner and simpler: he liked a room where wanting something out loud was the entire point, and he liked being the man who said sold.

The Reserve had always looked better after the members left.

By day it was a Hudson Valley estate with a gravel drive, a catalog, and a reputation for putting unusual objects in front of people who could afford to be unusual. The east lawn ran down to a black-water creek. The west wing held crates and climate control and a staff that knew not to ask why some lots never printed in the public brochure. By night—after the last car, after the wine stems, after the polite laughter—it was a long body of dark wood and rain-lit glass that belonged to one man and whoever he allowed to stay inside it. On the night Lot Nine failed to sell to any paddle in the room, he allowed two, and he did not pretend afterward that the failure had been an accident.

The last paddle hit the felt at eleven forty-two.

Callum Drake did not look at the clock. He looked at Lot Nine—the collar in the glass case, matte black leather, a small gold plate still blank—and then at the two women who had not left the viewing parlor when the members filed out into the rain.

Linh Tran stood with the catalog tablet against her hip, long black hair sliding over one shoulder, the emerald knit of her dress cut low enough that the auction hall lights made a warm line between her breasts. She was twenty-seven, catalog lead, the person who made sure every lot had a provenance and a reserve. She had been on his staff for fourteen months. She had never once stayed after close without a reason he could write on a ledger.

Thea Morrow had a reason that would not fit on a ledger. Twenty-four, fair, light-brown hair falling long and simple down her back, blue-gray eyes still bright from the bidding. She had won Lot Six—an ugly, perfect little bronze that nobody else wanted—and then she had stayed for Lot Nine without lifting a paddle. She had watched the collar the way some people watched a storm.

Callum set the gavel down. The hall was a long room of dark wood and old glass, Hudson Valley rain ticking the high windows, the estate’s private collection still staged on pedestals like the night had not ended. The side doors to the courtyard were unlocked. Anyone with a member key could walk back in. He left them that way on purpose.

“You two are still on the floor,” he said.

Linh did not pretend she had paperwork. “The collar doesn’t have a name on the plate.”

“It will,” Callum said.

Thea’s throat moved. She was slim-curvy in a champagne wrap that clung when she breathed, the knot at her waist already a little loose from the heat of the room. “I didn’t bid on it.”

“I know,” he said. “You watched it. That’s different.”

He was thirty-eight, tall, heavy through the chest and thighs, warm olive-tan, dark auburn hair waved back from a face that looked like it had been built to deliver bad news and then stay in the doorway. Green-gold eyes. Short beard. The jacket was already off. The white shirt was open at the throat. He looked like the kind of man who owned an estate that ran a members-only auction and did not apologize for the after-hours.

Linh set the tablet on the viewing table. “If you’re going to put a name on it, do it while the doors are still open. I won’t write a closed-room lie into the catalog.”

Callum almost smiled. “Good.”

He crossed the parlor. Thea did not step back. Linh didn’t either. He stopped close enough that Thea had to tip her chin up, close enough that Linh’s shoulder brushed his sleeve.

“Lot Nine is not leaving the estate tonight,” he said. “Neither are you, unless you walk. The courtyard door is unlocked. The drive is wet. You can still make the last car service.”

Thea’s voice came out thinner than she wanted. “And if I don’t.”

“Then I put you on the block the way I put everything I mean to keep,” Callum said. “No paddle. No reserve. You and Linh. Together. In this room, and upstairs, and anywhere the glass can see. I don’t do half claims.”

Linh’s laugh was quiet and not kind. “He means that. I’ve watched him close a lot on a man who blinked.”

“You’ve watched me do more than that,” Callum said, and Linh’s mouth closed.

Thea looked from one of them to the other. The rain thickened. Somewhere in the east wing a pipe knocked. The estate was old enough to sound occupied even when it wasn’t.

“I won a bronze,” Thea said. “That’s all I came for.”

“No,” Linh said softly. “You came for the way he says sold.”

Thea flushed. Callum’s hand found the knot of her wrap and did not pull it yet. His other hand found Linh’s waist, the dip above the swell of her hip, and Linh let him.

“Last chance,” he said.

Neither of them moved toward the courtyard.

He kissed Thea first because she was shaking. It was not gentle. He took her mouth the way he took a bid—decisive, a little mean, tasting the wine she had not finished. She made a sound into him and grabbed the front of his shirt. Linh watched for three seconds and then Callum turned his head and kissed Linh like he had been waiting fourteen months to stop pretending the catalog was the point.

Linh kissed back filthy. She bit his lower lip. She put Thea’s hair in her other hand and tugged so Thea had to watch.

“On the table,” Callum said.

The viewing table was long, waxed walnut, built to hold gloves and condition reports. He lifted Thea onto it by the waist. The wrap loosened. Champagne silk slid off one shoulder and stopped at the swell of her breast, nipple still covered, the fabric so thin the shape of her was an argument. Linh stepped between Thea’s knees and kissed the hollow of her throat while Callum dragged the wrap down to Thea’s waist.

Thea’s bra was plain and pale. Callum unhooked it with two fingers and tossed it toward a chair. He did not take her nipples in his mouth yet. He looked. He made Linh look.

“Full,” he said. “Fair. You’re going to mark.”

“Please,” Thea whispered, which was not a word she had planned to use on an estate floor.

He bent and sucked one nipple hard enough that she jerked. Linh took the other, darker mouth, slower, licking first, then biting the way she catalogued damage—precise. Thea’s head fell back. Her hands went into both of their hair. Callum’s beard scraped the underside of her breast. He pulled off with a wet sound and pushed Linh toward Thea’s mouth.

They kissed over Thea’s chest. Callum watched that too. Then he dropped to his knees on the parlor rug like a man who owned the rug and put Thea’s thighs over his shoulders.

She was already wet through the silk between her legs. He tore the underwear instead of sliding it. The sound made Linh laugh against Thea’s mouth. Callum dragged his tongue up Thea’s cunt in one long, rude stroke and held her open with his thumbs.

“Christ,” Thea said.

He ate her like he was late for something. Broad tongue, short beard scraping her inner thighs, two thick fingers working into her while he sucked her clit. Linh kissed Thea through it, then slid down and put her mouth on Thea’s breast again, then lower, until Linh’s tongue met Callum’s at Thea’s cunt and Thea made a broken noise that carried to the unlocked courtyard door.

Callum pulled back just far enough to speak against wet skin. “Anyone walks the gallery, they hear that. You still want out, you say it.”

Thea shook her head hard. Linh said, “She’s not going anywhere. Neither am I.”

He stood. His belt came open with a sound that belonged in a quieter room. He shoved trousers and underwear down just enough. His cock was thick, flushed, heavy in his fist, the head already wet. He dragged it through Thea’s folds and looked at Linh.

“Hold her open.”

Linh did. Fingers on Thea’s thighs, emerald knit riding up, her own breathing gone uneven. Callum pushed into Thea in one long claim that made Thea’s mouth open on a silent cry. He did not stop until his hips were flush and Thea’s nails were in Linh’s shoulders.

“That’s it,” he said. “Take it. You watched the collar like you wanted to be owned. Now you are.”

He fucked her on the viewing table in deep, even strokes that moved the table legs a quarter inch each time. Linh kissed Thea’s mouth and then dropped her own dress off one shoulder. Callum reached without leaving Thea’s body and dragged Linh’s neckline down until the emerald fabric caught under the heavy curve of her breasts. Still covered. Barely. He put his mouth on the covered swell and bit through knit while he kept thrusting.

“Upstairs,” Linh said against his temple. “If you finish her here the night staff will write it in the incident log.”

“Let them,” Callum said, but he pulled out of Thea with a wet sound that made Thea whimper, lifted her off the table, and walked them toward the hidden stair behind the east cases.

The loft above the lots was a long glass box. Rain on three sides. The auction hall visible below through the floor grate near the rail. Callum had designed it that way. He wanted to see his floor even when he was not on it.

He set Thea on the daybed and stripped. Shirt first. The body underneath was heavy muscle, auburn hair on his chest, a scar at the lower rib from














































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





