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The memory burns behind Evan's eyelids when he closes them — Rachel's body arched beneath Malik at Jerome's party, her lips parted in ecstasy he'd never seen before. Three weeks later, and he still wakes up hard and aching from dreams of watching them together. When Rachel suggested Malik "should join us in Vegas," her tone made it clear what kind of trip she had in mind. Their adventure, she'd called it. His stomach twists with equal parts dread and anticipation as they approach the terminal.

"There he is," Rachel says, her voice lifting with an enthusiasm she rarely shows for Evan anymore.

Malik stands by the check-in counter, all six-foot-four of athletic perfection in tailored jeans and a cashmere sweater that hugs his broad shoulders. People notice him — women stealing glances, men unconsciously stepping aside. The contrast between his deep brown skin and Rachel's pale complexion is deliberate, Evan knows. Part of the theater of it all.

"Rachel," Malik says, his voice a low rumble that carries across the space. He doesn't move toward them. He waits, expectant, as Rachel quickens her pace, leaving Evan behind with their carry-ons.

Evan watches his wife approach Malik. Watches Malik's large hand settle at the small of her back, proprietary and confident. Watches Rachel tilt her face up for a kiss that lasts two seconds too long for casual friendship.

By the time Evan reaches them, dragging both their bags, Rachel is already pressed against Malik's side, her body language shifting subtly into what Evan thinks of as her "Malik mode" — looser, more tactile, radiating a sexual readiness that used to be reserved for bedroom doors closing.

"Good to see you, man," Malik says, extending his free hand to Evan. The handshake is firm, borderline painful — a reminder of the physical differences between them that Rachel finds so compelling.

"Glad you could join us," Evan manages, the words sticking slightly in his throat.

Malik's smile is easy, confident. "Wouldn't miss it. Rachel and I have been texting about this trip for weeks."

The casual admission settles like a stone in Evan's stomach. Private conversations. Plans he wasn't privy to. The knowledge that his wife has been building anticipation with another man makes his cock stir, much to his shame.

"I took care of our boarding passes," Malik continues, producing three tickets from his pocket. He hands one to Rachel, one to Evan. "Had to make a small adjustment to keep the seating balanced."
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