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“That’s a lie.”

He raised a single brow at the vehemence in her voice.  She sounded utterly convinced that he’d been unfaithful, but he knew that wasn’t true so he was puzzled why she seemed so certain.  “Is it?”

Her eyes rounded as if he’d grown a second head.  “Of course it is!  You’re never home.  If you’re not working or away on business then you’re here at this place where anything goes, where people can fulfill any fantasy that takes them.  Don’t think me naïve or stupid enough to believe that you haven’t indulged in any of the pleasures to be had here.  Especially g—given your—”

“My desires,” he finished for her, realizing for the first time what she’d fabricated in her head.  He couldn’t blame her for holding her assumptions, but they were false.  He’d never touched another woman.  Not once.  “When you met me you knew I was into the lifestyle.  That is how we met after all,” he added, ignoring her soft gasp.  Neither of them liked to be reminded of her initial deception that in a way had led to their hasty marriage, but least of all her.  He figured it was because she was ashamed of her behavior, afraid to accept that he wasn’t the only one in their marriage with forbidden desires.  “But just because you won’t fuck me doesn’t mean my urges are so uncontrollable that I can’t still remain faithful to my wife.”

She snorted, once again looking around the room.  He didn’t have to even lift his head to know what she saw.  The second floor of the House of Decadence was the first room guests entered as soon as they arrived inside the club and it was meant to be an inviting area, a place for people to mingle, party and socialize.  Keeping with the masquerade theme, tonight it was decorated in splashes of golds, reds and purples as if they were partying in Brazil at Carnival, or Mardi Gras even.  While off to the side there was a buffet of food, filled with elaborate dishes, as the soft notes of jazz floated around them.  For the most part it appeared to be a normal masquerade ball, if you ignored the women whose bodies were draped in sheer lingerie and the men who sauntered around in black satin robes with nothing underneath.  A few guests wore cocktail dresses and suits, but they were very few.  

He knew exactly what she saw.  This was called the House of Decadence for a reason and it was obvious that it catered to the erotic tastes of the wealthy elite of New York.  The alternative scene in New York came to expect the unexpected at these events, and Trent never disappointed.  He spared no expense in the opulence of these events, and nothing was ever too extravagant—nothing.


“You really don’t have to lie to me, Trent.  I understand why you strayed, especially since I really gave you no choice.”


He pursed his lips together into a tight line as he silently counted to ten until he got his temper under control.  Could she no longer hear or was she deliberately trying to provoke him to anger.  He was not a cheater, and with that he wasn’t a liar either.


“I don’t know how many times I have to say this, but I am telling you the truth.  I have never once been unfaithful to you.”


He knew the moment his words seemed to register in her brain, because her gaze narrowed and she peered up at him, as if searching for that tiny granule of a lie that she would never find.  And when she didn’t it was almost as if the wind had been knocked out of her sails.  “Then why do you want a divorce?  I thought it was because you found someone else.”


He stared down at her, trying to piece together her logic, trying to figure out what had driven her to come there tonight, and when he settled on an answer he was not happy with it at all.  His earlier assumption had been right.  She’d come to fuck some random man, in his club, no less, while he wasn’t there, as a sort of small triumph—her private revenge for his lack of fidelity.  If he never found out then she would always have the satisfaction of knowing she’d cuckolded him in his own backyard, but if he did discover the truth then she would still win because she knew he would never look at this place the same ever again.  He’d never be able to return there without seeing his wife in the arms of another man.  She would have spoiled it all for him, and that thought made him hate her, made him truly wonder if he’d ever felt any type of affection for a woman that had only proven herself to be self-centered and cold.

Well he would show her cold.


He shoved his hand into the soft, silken strands of her chestnut hair, wrenching her head back with none of the gentleness he’d treated her with before.  She didn’t deserve it.  None of it.  


He almost released her when she let out a tiny yelp, as a slow ember of fear leapt in her gaze.  He smiled and he knew she read the cold bitterness in his gaze, when she gulped deeply, her lips trembling.  Good.  He made her nervous.  For the first time in their marriage, he was in control, not her, and he reveled in it because he knew she hated it.


  “It’s amazing just how arrogant you truly are, Nia.  You thought another woman had to be the only reason why I would want to leave you, but you’ve given me so many reasons to leave you.”  He chuckled bitterly. “It’s a shame really.  You’re beautiful, exquisite even.  And everything about you, from your lush body to your tempting mouth was made for sex, made to pleasure a man, but it’s wasted on you, a woman who hates sex—”


“I don’t hate—”


“Yes you do,” he plowed ahead, ignoring her protest.  “Trust me a man knows when his wife doesn’t desire him.  Maybe it’s me or maybe it’s you.  Who knows?  All I know is that you needed no other woman to send me running from you when the thought of thrusting between my wife’s cold thighs one more time was enough to make me realize this marriage was long over.”
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