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​The Platform Selection
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The elevator doors slide open on the penthouse level, and Rachel steps out first — always first. Her hand slips from mine the moment we cross the threshold, like she's already shedding me in preparation. The party hums with low conversation, ice clinking against glass, and that electric tension that fills a room when everyone knows what they're here for but pretends it's just another Friday night.

I follow Rachel's silhouette, her black dress tight enough to telegraph the absence of underwear. Three steps behind her, exactly where she wants me.

"Evan and Rachel," our host calls out, champagne flute raised in greeting. Jerome's penthouse loft is all exposed brick and floor-to-ceiling windows, Manhattan spread out like a glittering offering thirty-eight floors below. "We were wondering if you'd make it."

Rachel flashes that smile — the one that parts her lips just enough to promise something filthy. "Wouldn't miss it."

My eyes track across the space, registering details with the precision of someone who knows he'll remember every second of tonight whether he wants to or not. Sixty people, maybe more. Designer clothes. Expensive watches. An investment banker, two tech executives, a handful of models. The usual crowd at Jerome's "special gatherings."

But it's the centerpiece that makes my throat tighten — a king-sized bed on a raised platform, ringed by leather armchairs and low couches. Soft lighting focused downward, creating a stage effect. Nothing crude about it. Jerome's taste is too refined for that. This isn't some basement swinger party; it's erotic theater for the elite.

Rachel's fingers brush my wrist. "Get me a drink," she says, not looking at me. Already scanning the crowd.

By the time I return with her gin and tonic, she's holding court near the platform. Three men orbit her, but her body language is dismissive, assessing. She takes the glass, her ring finger dragging deliberately across my knuckles.

"You're fidgeting," she whispers when I stand beside her. "Relax."

I nod, but we both know I won't. The anticipation is part of it — that coil of dread and arousal winding tighter in my stomach. She likes me wound up, likes knowing I'm already hard and hating myself for it.

Jerome climbs onto the platform at midnight, tapping a knife against his crystal tumbler. The crowd quiets, gravitating toward the center like iron filings to a magnet.

"Welcome to another spotlight night," he announces, his voice carrying that hint of amused authority that comes with old money. "For our newcomers, the rules are simple. One volunteer takes the spotlight. They choose their partner from the crowd. Everything else is up to them." His smile sharpens. "We're here to appreciate, not participate — unless invited."

A murmur ripples through the crowd. Rachel's fingers tighten around her glass.

"Any volunteers to start us off?"

Rachel's hand rises before he finishes the question. Jerome's eyebrows lift — pleased but not surprised.

"Rachel," he says, gesturing toward the platform. "Why don't you come up and choose your spotlight partner?"

She hands me her glass, and I catch that gleam in her eye — the one that tells me she's already decided exactly how this will play out. She climbs the three steps to the platform, the slit in her dress opening to reveal a sliver of thigh that draws every eye in the room.

"Who will it be tonight?" Jerome asks, a theatrical master of ceremonies.

Rachel takes her time, turning slowly, making a show of considering. But I see her gaze settle briefly on someone near the back of the crowd, and I know she's already made her choice before walking in the door.

"Him," she says, pointing past the gathered guests. The crowd parts.

Malik Carter steps forward, and something in my chest caves. Six-foot-four at least, shoulders that strain the seams of his charcoal suit. Deep brown skin that seems to absorb the light rather than reflect it. He moves with the casual confidence of a predator who never has to rush.

The murmurs intensify. A woman beside me whispers to her companion: "Isn't that the cornerback who just signed with—"

"Yes," her companion cuts her off. "Forty million guaranteed."

I've seen him before — on TV, in sports magazines Rachel leaves open on the coffee table. But nothing prepared me for the reality of him, for how small he makes me feel just by existing in the same space.

Malik approaches the platform, and a strange alchemy happens in the room. Other men shrink; women lean forward. He doesn't acknowledge anyone, his focus entirely on Rachel. He doesn't rush, doesn't play to the crowd. When he reaches the platform, he looks up at her with a slow smile that carries absolute certainty.

"You sure?" he asks, voice deep enough that I feel it in my sternum despite standing fifteen feet away.

Rachel's answer is to extend her hand, pulling him up beside her.

Something twists in my gut — jealousy so sharp it's almost a physical pain, tangled with an arousal so intense I have to shift my stance to accommodate it. My wife stands beside a man who makes me look like a sketch beside a sculpture, and all I can think is: I need to see this. I need to watch him take her.

Jerome smiles at the crowd. "It seems we have our spotlight couple." He gestures to the bed. "The floor is yours."

Rachel's eyes find mine across the room, and she holds my gaze as Malik's hand settles possessively on the small of her back.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Predator’s Approach
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Malik doesn't rush. He circles Rachel slowly, examining her like she's an acquisition he's already decided to make. His fingers trail across her bare shoulder, leaving goosebumps in their wake. When he completes his circuit, standing before her again, he doesn't ask permission — he simply takes her face in his hands and brings his mouth down on hers.

The kiss is deep, possessive. I can see his tongue push past her lips, see her body yield to him instantly. Her hands come up to his chest but don't push — they grip, pulling him closer. Sixty pairs of eyes watch, but they might as well be alone.

A soft murmur ripples through the crowd. Someone whispers "Jesus" under their breath. I stand frozen, my wife's half-empty glass still clutched in my hand, ice melting against my overheated skin.

When they break apart, Rachel's lipstick is smeared across her mouth, across his. She doesn't wipe it away. Neither does he. She's breathing harder, pupils dilated, and I recognize that look — the one I used to think was only for me.

"Turn around," Malik tells her, his voice pitched low but carrying in the hushed room.

Rachel obeys without hesitation, presenting her back to him, facing the crowd. Facing me. Her eyes find mine across the space, locking on with deliberate intensity. There's a challenge in them, a dare.

Malik's fingers find the zipper at the top of her dress. He draws it down with excruciating slowness, revealing inch after inch of bare skin. No bra. His large hands spread the fabric apart, exposing her back fully before letting the dress fall to her waist, caught on her hips.

Rachel doesn't break eye contact with me. Not when Malik's hands slide around to cup her breasts from behind. Not when his thumbs circle her nipples until they harden to stiff peaks. Not when she arches back against him with a sigh that carries clearly to where I stand.

"You like having your husband watch?" Malik asks against her ear, loud enough for the front row to hear. Loud enough for me.

"Yes," she breathes, still staring at me. "He needs to see this."

My cock strains painfully against my zipper. Shame and arousal war in my veins, neither winning, both feeding each other in an endless loop. I hate that I'm hard. I hate that I can't look away.

Malik's hands move lower, pushing at her dress until it pools around her ankles. She steps out of it, now wearing nothing but a black thong and heels. His fingers hook into the thin strip of fabric at her hip.

"You want this off too?" he asks, and the question isn't for her.
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