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The club throbs behind them as Don follows Kim toward the vip lounge. A single red strand separates the ordinary from something else entirely something darker, richer, more exclusive. He watches the gentle sway of her hips, the confidence in her stride, and wonders when exactly his wife decided they needed more than what they had. Curiosity, he thinks. It's always been her weakness. Or perhaps her strength.

"You sure about this?" he asks, his voice barely audible above the bass.

Kim turns, her eyes reflecting the club's pulsing lights. "Are you?" Not a question but a challenge.

The host appears without warning tall, impeccably dressed in black, face emotionless. He studies Kim, his gaze moving from her face down to her heels, then back up. Don feels himself tense, a strange territorial instinct battling with an unexpected arousal.

"She qualifies," the host says, the words sliding between them like a blade. He unhooks the velvet rope with practiced elegance.

Kim smiles, a small curl of her lips that Don hasn't seen before. Pride? Triumph? She steps through without hesitation.

The host extends a keycard toward Don . It's matte black with a single white stripe, the edges sharp enough to threaten skin. "The Observation Lounge is on the right. Complete silence is required. All participants have consented to be viewed." His eyes flick to Kim . "And more."

Don 's fingers close around the card. It's heavier than expected, like it's made of something more substantial than plastic. Like it matters.

The corridor narrows, darkens. Doors appear on either side, unDon ed except for subtle lighting beneath them some red, some blue, one pulsing purple. The door to the right glows a soft white.

"Let's just peek," Kim whispers, her breath warm against his ear. "No harm in looking, right?"

Don nods, his mouth dry. He slides the card through the reader. The white light turns green. The door opens.

Inside, darkness. Then, as their eyes adjust a glass wall spanning the entire room. Beyond it, a space that looks like a cross between a luxury hotel room and something else entirely. A black leather bench. Walls of deep burgundy. Soft lighting that conceals as much as it reveals.

"One way mirror," Kim says, approaching the glass. Her fingers leave no Don when she touches it. "Soundproofed, probably."

Don stands behind her, close enough to smell her perfume mixing with something new excitement, arousal. "How do you know?"

She doesn't answer. Instead, she turns to face him, her back to the glass. Slowly, deliberately, she slips off her skirt, fully revealing her lingerie. 
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