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The Bellagio lobby gleams with too much light for three in the morning, forcing Evan to squint as they pass through the revolving doors. Rachel walks ahead of him, her body swaying with that deliberate rhythm she only uses when she knows men are watching. Malik's hand rests at the small of her back, fingers splayed wide, possessive. The sight burns into Evan's retinas worse than the chandelier glare — a perfect echo of that moment on the plane when Rachel straddled Malik's lap in first class while Evan knelt in the aisle, holding her champagne glass steady.

He can't shake that image. Four hours ago, when they left for dinner, he thought he might. But watching her lean into Malik's touch all evening, listening to her laugh at his jokes with her head tilted back to expose her throat — it only reinforced the memory. Rachel taking Malik beneath that jacket while flight attendants pretended not to notice. Rachel coming with barely a sound, her eyes locked on Evan's the entire time.

"Champagne," Malik announces to no one in particular as they approach the front desk. Not a question or suggestion — a statement of fact, like everything else he says. The night clerk nods immediately, recognizing the tone of someone who's accustomed to service.

"Of course, sir. To your room?"

"To the Presidential Suite." Malik slides his room key across the marble counter. "The good stuff. Dom Pérignon. Two bottles."

Evan winces. He's paying for this trip, technically, though Malik insisted on covering dinner. The champagne will appear on his credit card statement next month, a permanent record of tonight's humiliations.

The clerk makes a call, then smiles. "It will be up shortly, Mr. Carter."

Malik peels a hundred-dollar bill from a money clip that seems to materialize from nowhere. He slides it across the counter with the casual indifference of someone who's never worried about money. "For the trouble."

"No trouble at all, sir."

Rachel watches the exchange with that half-smile Evan has come to dread — amused, impressed, turned on by Malik's easy command of the world around him. Her hand drifts up to rest on Malik's bicep, fingers tracing the muscle beneath his tailored jacket. She hasn't touched Evan since they left the hotel room earlier.

A young bellhop appears almost immediately, nodding deferentially to Malik. His eyes drift to Rachel, lingering on the plunging neckline of her dress before jerking back to Malik's face. Evan can't blame him. The dress was Malik's choice — purchased this afternoon while Evan waited in the hotel room, unpacking their luggage.

"Follow us up," Malik tells the bellhop, already turning toward the elevators. Rachel moves with him like they're connected, her body anticipating his direction before he even takes a step. Evan trails behind, carrying Rachel's purse and Malik's shopping bags from their afternoon excursion.
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