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      I stared at the mirror and blotted my red lipstick. Ruby Woo. David always loved this color. He said it made me look like trouble.

      
      Tonight, I actually wanted to be trouble.

      
      It had been exactly eleven days since David came home from his tech summit in Austin. Eleven days since he pinned me to the mattress, looked me dead in the eye, and told me he wanted to watch another man touch me.

      
      My stomach did a nervous flip. I smoothed down the black silk of my dress. It clung to my hips and dipped low in the back. A total revenge dress, except I was wearing it for my husband. Or, more accurately, I was wearing it to catch someone else’s eye, just so my husband could watch.

      
      The human brain is a weird place. For seven years of marriage, I was faithfully, boringly monogamous. I baked sourdough. I managed our shared calendar. I organized his socks by color. Now, the mere thought of a stranger’s hands on my waist made me wet enough to ruin a good pair of silk panties.

      
      David walked into the bedroom. He adjusted his tie and stopped dead in his tracks.

      
      “God,” he breathed out. He stepped up behind me. His hands slid around my waist. Our eyes met in the mirror. “You look incredible, Sarah. Absolutely devastating.”

      
      “Too much for a Tuesday night dinner?” I asked. My voice was a little breathy.

      
      “Exactly enough,” he murmured. He leaned down and kissed the bare skin of my shoulder. A shiver ran straight down my spine. “Remember what we talked about?”

      
      I nodded. My throat suddenly felt very dry. “Look. Flirt. See what happens.”

      
      “Exactly.” His fingers tightened on my hips. He dragged his thumb over the silk, right where my pulse was jumping. “I want to see how they look at you. I want to see them starving for my shared wife.”

      
      The word wife hung in the air. A possessive anchor in the middle of an insane proposition. It was the ultimate safety net. He was not pushing me away. He was holding the rope while I leaned over the edge. Compersion. That was the word he had used. Finding joy in my pleasure.

      
      “And if someone actually bites?” I whispered.

      
      David smiled. It was a dark, wicked thing. “Then I buy him a drink and we see if he plays nice.”

      
      We were heading to an investor dinner in downtown Seattle. A sprawling penthouse overlooking the rainy skyline. It was supposed to be boring. Men in suits talking about market caps and angel funding. But for us, it was a hunting ground.

      
      The Uber ride was silent but electric. David kept his hand firmly on my thigh. Every time we hit a bump, his fingers squeezed. A silent reminder of the open marriage game we were playing.

      
      The party was exactly what I expected. Expensive champagne. Soft jazz. People trying too hard to look like they did not care about money. David got roped into a conversation with a bald guy about crypto almost immediately.

      
      I drifted toward the bar. My heels clicked on the marble floor. I felt a dozen pairs of eyes track my movement. The black silk dress was doing its job.

      
      “Bourbon, neat. Please.” I smiled at the bartender.

      
      “Rough Tuesday?” a voice asked.

      
      I turned. He was leaning against the marble counter. Tall. Dark hair pushed back. A tailored navy suit that fit a little too perfectly across broad shoulders. He looked like the kind of guy who ruined lives for fun.

      
      “Just pacing myself,” I said.

      
      He smiled. It reached his eyes. “Liam,” he said, holding out a hand.

      
      “Sarah.” I took it. His grip was firm. His skin was warm. A jolt of electricity shot up my arm.

      
      “Well, Sarah,” Liam said. His gaze dropped to my mouth, lingering on the red lipstick for a fraction of a second before meeting my eyes again. “You look entirely too interesting to be stranded by the bar at a tech dinner.”

      
      I took a slow sip of my bourbon. The liquid burned in a good way. I glanced over Liam’s shoulder. Across the room, David was still nodding at the bald guy. But he was not looking at him. David was looking dead at me.

      
      His eyes were dark. Hungry. He gave me a slow, almost imperceptible nod.

      
      A flush of heat pooled low in my belly. My husband was watching. And he wanted me to reel this man in.

      
      “I am not stranded,” I told Liam. I set my glass down and took a half step closer. Just close enough for him to smell my perfume. “I am just browsing.”

      
      Liam let out a low laugh. The sound did terrible, wonderful things to my pulse. “Find anything you like?”

      
      “I am still deciding.”

      
      We talked for thirty minutes. It was easy. Banter mixed with heavy, lingering eye contact. Liam was sharp, funny, and relentlessly charming. He was an architect, apparently. He talked about lines and structures while his eyes traced the line of my collarbone.

      
      I was intensely aware of my body. The slide of silk against my thighs. The heat radiating from Liam. The constant, burning stare of my supportive husband from across the room.

      
      It was a cocktail of adrenaline and pure lust. I felt powerful. I felt like a true vixen.

      
      “You have a wedding ring on,” Liam noted suddenly. He did not sound deterred. He just sounded curious.

      
      “I do,” I said. I ran my thumb over the diamonds.

      
      “Is he here?”

      
      “He is.” I pointed David out.

      
      Liam followed my gaze. He studied David for a moment. Then he looked back at me. His brow furrowed slightly. “He has been watching us this whole time.”

      
      “I know.”

      
      “He does not look angry,” Liam said. His voice dropped an octave. The realization was dawning on him.

      
      “He is not angry,” I whispered. I leaned in close. The air between us practically crackled. “He likes it.”

      
      Liam froze. His eyes widened a fraction. Then, a slow, predatory grin spread across his face. He shifted his stance, boxing me in against the bar. His proximity was intoxicating.

      
      “Is that right?” Liam murmured. He did not touch me, but he was close enough that I could feel the heat of his body. “He likes watching you talk to other men?”

      
      “He likes a lot of things,” I breathed back.

      
      My phone vibrated in my clutch. I pulled it out. A text from David.

      Bring him to the balcony.

      
      I stared at the glowing screen of my phone. Bring him to the balcony.

      
      A hysterical little laugh bubbled up in my throat. Yesterday, my biggest concern was whether we were out of almond milk. Today, my husband was orchestrating a live voyeurism scene at a corporate mixer. He was a brilliant, filthy madman.

      
      I looked back up at Liam. His dark eyes were tracking my every micro expression. He was waiting.

      
      “It is a little stuffy in here,” I said. I dropped my phone back into my clutch with a satisfying snap. “Do you want to get some air?”

      
      Liam did not hesitate. “Lead the way.”

      
      Navigating a room full of venture capitalists while your panties are practically soaked is a surreal experience. A guy in a terrible plaid suit tried to hand me a business card near the ice sculpture. I just smiled vaguely, dodged his hand, and kept moving. My heart was pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs.

      
      I pushed open the heavy glass door to the terrace. The damp, freezing Seattle air hit me instantly. It was a total shock to the system, making my nipples harden painfully against the thin silk of my dress. The balcony wrapped around the corner of the building, offering a sweeping view of the glittering city skyline.

      
      More importantly, it was completely deserted.

      
      I walked to the glass railing and gripped the cold metal edge. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my racing pulse.

      
      The door clicked shut behind me. Liam walked up, stopping just inches away. He did not crowd me, but his presence was a heavy, undeniable weight. He radiated heat.

      
      “So,” Liam said softly. His voice was barely louder than the distant traffic below. “What exactly are we doing out here, Sarah?”

      
      I turned around, pressing my lower back against the railing. Through the floor to ceiling windows of the penthouse, I could see the party carrying on in oblivious luxury.

      
      And standing right by the glass, holding a glass of scotch, was David.

      
      He was not hiding behind a potted plant. He was watching us openly. His posture was relaxed, but his eyes were locked onto us with laser focus.

      
      I looked from my husband back to the handsome architect standing right in front of me. “My husband sent me a text,” I confessed. My voice was trembling slightly, and it was definitely not from the cold air.

      
      Liam tilted his head. “And what did it say?”

      
      “It said to bring you out here.”

      
      Liam inhaled sharply. He looked past me, locking eyes with David through the glass. A silent communication passed between the two men. It was the strangest, most primitive power dynamic I had ever witnessed. It was not a territorial challenge. It was a genuine invitation.

      
      Liam looked back at me. The polite, charming professional was gone. The look in his eyes now was pure, unfiltered predatory hunger.

      
      “You guys are serious,” Liam murmured. It was not a question.

      
      “Very,” I whispered back.

      
      Liam took that final half step forward, completely erasing the safe distance between us. He reached out and lightly ran his knuckles down the side of my neck.

      
      I gasped. It was the first time another man had touched me intimately in seven years. It felt electric. It felt completely reckless and entirely right.

      
      “He likes to watch,” Liam stated. His thumb came to rest lightly on my collarbone, brushing the edge of my silk dress.

      
      “He loves it. It is our…” I searched for the right word. “Our arrangement.”

      
      “And what about you?” Liam asked. His hand slid around to the back of my neck. His long fingers tangled in my hair. He tilted my head back, forcing me to look up into his dark, hooded eyes. “Does it turn you on, Sarah? Knowing your husband is watching me touch his wife?”

      
      My pussy gave a violent throb. “Yes.”

      
      Liam smirked. “Good girl.”

      
      That simple phrase hit me right in the chest. My knees actually felt weak. The praise kink was real, and it was devastating.

      
      He leaned down, his mouth hovering just a fraction of an inch from mine. I could taste the warm bourbon on his breath. “Let us give him a show, then.”

      
      Liam pressed his lips to mine.

      
      It was not a gentle first kiss. It was deep, wet, and incredibly demanding. He tasted like expensive liquor and raw confidence. His tongue swept into my mouth, taking total ownership. I let out a soft, embarrassing whimper and gripped the lapels of his tailored suit.

      
      One of his hands stayed anchored in my hair, holding me in place. His other hand slid down my side, tracing the curve of my waist before resting heavily on my hip. He squeezed, pulling me flush against his hard body. I could feel the rigid length of his erection pressing against my stomach through our clothes.

      
      He was huge. And he was entirely focused on me.

      
      I broke the kiss, gasping for air. My chest heaved. I turned my head just a fraction to look through the glass.

      
      David was still there. He had taken a sip of his scotch. His eyes were completely dilated, dark with arousal. Seeing my husband watch another man devour me was the most intense aphrodisiac in the world. I felt a surge of wetness flood my panties.

      
      Liam noticed where I was looking
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