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The black envelope sits on our kitchen counter like a dare. Gold foil seal winking under the pendant lights, my name and Beth's written in perfect calligraphy that curves like a woman's spine. I circle it twice before touching it, sensing already that whatever's inside will change something between us. Beth watches me from across the room, eyes bright with a curiosity I recognize—the same look she gets when she's about to suggest something that will wreck me in all the right ways.

"Open it," she says, leaning forward. Her bathrobe slips, revealing the curve of her breast. She doesn't fix it.

I break the seal with my thumb, feeling the expensive paper give way. The invitation slides out, heavy cardstock with embossed lettering that catches the light.

"You are cordially invited to the Vesper Breeding Gala," I read aloud, my voice catching on the last two words. Beth's breath hitches audibly. I continue reading, each word making my collar feel tighter. "An evening of sanctioned pleasure and discreet competition."

"Keep going," Beth urges, moving closer now.

My eyes scan the rules listed in elegant script beneath the invitation:

- Wives wear white masks and nothing else.

- Husbands must remain masked, clothed, and silent.

- Only the husband who correctly identifies his wife's orgasm wins a private session.

The paper trembles slightly in my hand. I set it down before Beth notices.

"Holy shit," she whispers, picking up where I left off. Her eyes devour each word, then she reads it again. And again. "Sam, do you know what this is?"

I nod, though I'm not entirely sure. The basics are clear enough. Men watching while their wives... I can't even complete the thought, yet my body reacts, blood rushing downward.

"It's exclusive," Beth says, running her finger along the edge of the paper. "Alicia mentioned something like this last year. I thought she was making it up."

"You want to go?" I ask, already knowing the answer from the flush creeping up her neck, the way her pupils have dilated.

"Don't you?" She counters, studying my face. "The idea of me with someone else while you watch... isn't that what we've talked about?"

We have talked about it. Late at night, her body curled against mine, whispering fantasies in the dark. Her describing other men while I touch her. Me admitting how much it would destroy me to see her taken by someone else—and how much I crave that destruction.

"It's different," I say, "talking about it versus actually—"

"Actually letting me fuck someone else?" Beth finishes my sentence, her bluntness making my cock twitch. She notices, smiles. "You're hard just thinking about it."

I look down at the invitation again. "The rules are... specific."

"That's what makes it perfect," Beth says, excitement building in her voice. "You'll be there, watching, listening. But you can't touch. Can't speak." She moves closer, her hand sliding along my arm. "And you have to identify my orgasm. My real one. The one that only you know."

My mouth goes dry. "And if I get it right?"

"Then you get a private session. Just you and me." She pauses, considering. "Or maybe you, me, and whoever made me come."

I swallow hard. "And if I get it wrong?"

Something flickers in her eyes—excitement, challenge. "Let's make sure you don't." She takes the invitation and reads it again. "We need to practice."
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