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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.
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