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The bouncer checks my name against his list and nods once. No small talk, no bullshit. Just the way I like it. Room 77 opens its doors like a mouth ready to swallow sin, and I step through into the velvet darkness where moans punctuate bass beats and sweat glistens on bare skin. I'm not here to swap. I'm here to take.

"T.J." The hostess slides against me, her dress cut low enough to make her intentions clear. "Been waiting for you to grace us again."

I trace one finger down her spine. "Miss me?"

"The wives did." Her lips curl around the truth we both know: I'm not here for the regular rotation. I'm the remedy for marriages where the husband can't fuck his wife right.

The main room throbs with bodies and desperation—couples in various stages of negotiation and undress. Two women share a man on a leather sectional, their husbands stroking themselves nearby. A blonde bent over a table, dress hiked up, a stranger's fingers inside her while her husband watches, his face twisted with the pleasure of his own humiliation. The air smells like sex and expensive perfume. Like permission.

Three couples eye me as I pass. I know the look—hungry wives, curious husbands. I've fucked in front of all of them before. Given them something to measure against. Tonight, I'm hunting fresh meat.

That's when I see her.

Corner booth. Hands clutched around a barely-touched martini. Dark hair falling in loose waves past delicate collarbones. A dress that hugs but doesn't flaunt—modest by Room 77 standards, which makes her all the more fuckable. She's watching the room with wide eyes, lips parted just enough to make my cock twitch behind my zipper. Beside her, a man in a button-down that screams middle management rests his hand on her thigh like he's afraid to squeeze.

Waste of good flesh.

I make my way over, never breaking eye contact with her. She flushes when she realizes I'm approaching, her fingers tightening around her glass. Her husband notices too late—only turns when I'm already standing at their table, blocking their view of a threesome on the adjacent couch.

"Mind if I join?" I don't wait for an answer before sliding in beside her. Close enough that my thigh presses against hers. She doesn't move away. First test passed.

The husband blinks rapidly. "We're, uh, new here. First time. Just watching."

I ignore him, focusing entirely on her. "What's your name, sweetheart?"

"Elise," she whispers, the single word carrying more heat than it should.

"Pretty name." I lean closer, my voice dropping to a growl meant just for her. "But I bet you sound even prettier when you're coming."

Her sharp intake of breath tells me everything—she's not used to men who speak their intentions. Her husband fidgets, finally extending his hand across the table.

"I'm Mark." His handshake is damp, limp. "We've heard about this place from, uh, friends."

"T.J." I barely glance at him before returning my attention to his wife. "So what brings you here, Elise? Looking for someone who knows how to use what you've got?"

Her cheeks flame red. She glances at her husband, then back at me. "We wanted to try something... different."

I laugh, low and knowing. "Different from what? That pathetic excuse for fucking he gives you at home? When was the last time you came, baby? Really came—screaming, shaking, soaking the sheets?"

Mark clears his throat. "I don't think—"

"That's obvious." I cut him off. "You don't think. If you did, you'd have this goddess bent over every piece of furniture you own instead of bringing her here for real men to enjoy."

I expect protest. Anger. Instead, Mark's pupils dilate, his breath quickening. Interesting. I slide my hand onto Elise's bare knee, feeling her tremble.

"Is that what you want, Elise? A man who'll fuck you like you deserve?"
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