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Scavenger Hunt of Humiliation


Chapter 1

Thunder above the city makes the automatic glass doors shudder as I enter. My heels tick across the marble lobby. The gold-lettered sign over the front desk says HARRINGTON SUITES in a font that’s all money and arrogance. I’m early, but I know he’s already watching the clock.

My dress is black, conservative enough for a business lunch—until you see the slit, or the lace peeking at my thighs, or the way the neckline dips with every step. I’ve chosen perfume with too much jasmine. The receptionist barely glances at me as I approach, tapping at her screen. I know she’s cataloging everything, the subtle judgment only women ever pick up on.

I lean forward, just enough. “Good afternoon. I have an appointment with the general manager, Thomas Harrington.”

“Of course,” she says, posture straightening. “Mr. Harrington is expecting you. Please have a seat, and I’ll let him know you’ve arrived.”

She gestures to a waiting area where businessmen in navy suits pretend not to look at me. Giggling to myself, I cross my legs, ankle over knee. I let my coat slip down enough to show a bare shoulder. I don’t have to wait long before I hear his voice from behind.

“Ms. Montgomery.”

I stand. Thomas’s handshake is all strength and warmth, but the look in his eyes is sharp and hungry. His suit is perfect, blue with a hint of silver, hair just shy of unruly. He holds my hand longer than necessary.

“I trust the weather didn’t slow you down?” His smile is courteous, teeth white, but the moment his receptionist looks away, his gaze drops to the skin above my dress.

“Not at all,” I say. “Your driver was efficient.”

“This way, please.” He guides me with a touch at my back—low, discreet, just above the curve of my ass. I feel him smiling behind me. I don’t let myself look back.

The hallway is thick with the scent of lemons and polished wood. We pass bellhops, guests arguing in several languages, a cluster of tourists watching a goldfish in a glass fountain. Each time I catch a reflection, I see Thomas at my side, jaw set, eyes steady. His hand keeps me moving. The corridor to his office is quieter, the carpet plush enough to muffle the heels of my walk.

His office is vast. There’s a wall of windows and a desk the size of a compact car. Two chairs face each other, angled for negotiation. Rain streaks the city outside, neon and traffic lights glowing like a runway. Thomas rounds the desk and gestures me to the seat in front. I don’t sit.

He closes the door and turns the lock.

“It’s good to see you again, Valerie.”

The false names are a joke by now, a boundary neither of us respects.

I step close enough that he can smell the perfume and the tension. “You didn’t think I’d come,” I say.

He laughs, soft. “Not alone, anyway.”

“I’m not that predictable.”

He slides a hand around my waist and pulls me to him. I let him, twisting my fingers into his hair, pushing him back against the edge of his desk. For a moment, we stare at each other, faces inches apart.

He’s the first to move, catching my mouth with his. He tastes like cinnamon and expensive bourbon. I feel his tongue, careful at first, then aggressive as I open for him. My hands tug at his tie. He pulls me harder, pressing our bodies together.

I break the kiss, just to whisper, “I want you to fuck me.”

He grins, teeth bright, and his hands find my thighs, lifting the dress. “Here?”

“Here.”

He sweeps a stack of folders to the floor. I hear them hit in a scatter of paper. The only evidence that anything in this room is ever out of place. He hoists me up onto the desk, spreading my legs so the lace of my stockings bites into my skin. My coat slides to the floor.

He drops to his knees, fingers stroking my calves, then my thighs, working higher. I grab his head and pull him closer, and he nuzzles between my legs. His hands are everywhere, thumbs running circles over the sheer nylon.

I can’t help it: I moan, sharp and hungry. I want the hotel to hear.

He pushes my panties aside and inhales, slow, savoring. “You wore them for me.”

I laugh, a hot burst. “Of course I did. My husband would never notice.”

He slips a finger inside me, and the words come out on a gasp. “He doesn’t have a clue, does he?”

“Not a fucking one.”

His tongue is perfect, expert. He licks me slowly, careful at first, then teasing, then merciless. I dig my nails into his scalp. I lock my ankles behind his back, holding him there. He hums against my pussy, and the vibration shoots through me.

I glance over his shoulder and catch my reflection in the glass—hair wild, lips bruised, eyes hungry. There’s nothing polite left in me.

I reach down and unbuckle his belt. His cock is already hard, straining the fabric of his pants. I free him, let it spring into my hand, hot and heavy. I stroke him, watching his face, daring him to take me right here, right now.

He stands, pushing his pants to his knees, and lines up against me. I arch back, bracing on my elbows. He slides in slowly, stretching me open. I gasp, louder than I mean to. He doesn’t wait, doesn’t ask. He just fucks me deep, the desk shuddering beneath us.

I wrap my legs around him, heels digging into his ass. He thrusts harder, each stroke rougher, hands gripping my hips. I stare into his eyes. “Harder,” I say, and he gives it to me.

There’s a sharp knock at the door. We both freeze, breathless.

“Mr. Harrington?” It’s the receptionist. “There’s a call for you.”

He keeps fucking me, eyes on mine. “Tell them I’m in a meeting,” he shouts, not missing a beat.

My pussy clenches around him. I want to scream. I bite my lip instead.

When he comes, it’s violent. He grunts, buries his face in my neck, and I feel his cock pulse inside me. I dig my nails into his back and pull him closer. He collapses against me, and we both pant for air.

I push him off, straighten my dress, and hop down from the desk. I want him to watch as I smooth my hair and fix my makeup in the reflection. His cum is already dripping down my thigh, hidden by the black silk.

He’s grinning like a devil.

I whisper, “Better than my husband ever was.”

He grins. “I know.”

“You know what I like about you, Mr. Harrington?”

He watches me from behind the desk, shirt half-buttoned, pants still open. I turn and let him stare, let him see the streaks of mascara beneath my eyes, the mess he’s made of me. The city glows outside, glass wet with rain, cars bleeding color across the pane.

“My cock, of course.”

I grin, licking my lips, his cum still running down my legs.

“Yes, your cock. I bet it’s already twitching, ready for more.”

“Come here,” he says, low, like a secret.

I go.

He grabs my waist, spins me so my back slams against the desk, and kisses me rougher than before. His hand slides under my dress, up my thigh, knuckles grazing the slick between my legs. I shiver.

The door remains locked, but I hear the muffled lobby sounds—a suitcase scraping on marble, an elevator dinging distantly. He leans in close and whispers, “You want everyone to hear you, don’t you?”

I laugh into his mouth. “Make me.”

He grabs my wrists and pins them over my head, one hand holding both with effortless strength. With the other, he unbuttons my dress, careful not to rip it. The black silk falls to my waist. I shiver as the air hits my bare skin, nipples already hard.

He kneads my tits, thumb circling a nipple, then bites at my neck hard enough to leave marks. I arch up, grinding against him. His cock is still hard—he must have been thinking about this for days. I know I have.

He lets my wrists go. Pulling him down by his tie, I taste the salt on his throat. I want to devour him, to leave bruises he can’t hide. I want to ruin him for anyone else.

He lifts me again, this time setting me on the edge of the desk. The wood creaks. He pushes my knees apart, glancing once at the door as if daring someone to burst in. I pull him close, guiding his cock inside me with practiced ease. I’m wet and open, aching for him.

He fucks me slow at first, savoring every inch. His eyes stay on mine, challenging, relentless. Every thrust rocks the desk. He slips a finger into my mouth. I bite hard, and he growls.

“You like that?”

I nod, mouth full, voice muffled. “Harder.”

He slams into me, punishing, relentless. I scream. This time, I want the entire floor to hear. He wraps an arm around my back and pulls me up, chest to chest. Our bodies are slick with sweat, and his cock fills me perfectly. Better than anyone ever has.

“Fuck, Valerie,” he grunts, voice raw. “You’re a goddamn animal.”

I pull his ear to my lips and whisper, “Better than my pathetic husband.”

He laughs, breath hot. “He can’t handle you, could he?”

“He never even tried.”

Thomas growls, rutting into me even harder. I dig my heels into his back, clinging. He bites my shoulder, and I feel myself unraveling. My pussy clamps around his cock, and I scream again, nails raking down his spine. He pounds through my orgasm, chasing his own cock swelling inside me.

He pulls out at the last second, spraying cum across my stomach, my thighs, even the paperwork on the desk. I don’t flinch. I watch him pant, lips parted, his face wild and beautiful.

He wipes his brow. “You’re fucking unbelievable.”

I push him off, laugh, and slide down from the desk. My dress is a wreck. I don’t care. I step into his lap, straddling him as he collapses into the leather chair. His cock is already twitching to life again. I kiss him deep, then slide down to my knees between his legs.

I stroke him slow, teasing, running my tongue along the length, savoring the taste of myself mixed with him. He groans, fists my hair, not gentle. I take him as deep as I can, choking and drooling, eyes never leaving his.

He thrusts, using my mouth. I love it. I hollow my cheeks and let him fuck my throat. Tears sting my eyes. He grunts, then jerks back, spraying cum across my lips, my chin, my chest.

I lick it off, slow, watching his eyes. “Is that what you wanted?” I ask, voice hoarse.

He nods, stunned.

I stand, smooth my hair, and walk to the window. The rain is coming down harder now, streaks of water racing down the glass. I lean against the cool pane, letting my breath fog the view. I want him to watch me, want him to see what he’s done.

He comes up behind me, hands at my waist. He kisses my neck, softer this time, almost tender. I shiver at the contrast.

I turn to face him, arms draped around his shoulders. “Tell me you’ve had no one like me before.”

He laughs, but there’s something real behind it. “Never. No one even close.”

I press my forehead to his. “I don’t want to stop.”

“Then don’t.”

After a long minute, he says, “What about Jake?”

I look at him, smile crooked. “I left him a note.”

“A note?” He raises an eyebrow, intrigued. “What kind of note?”

I smile, tracing his jawline with my fingertip. “A scavenger hunt, of sorts. He thinks he’s hunting for his birthday present.”

Thomas pulls back slightly, a smirk playing on his lips. “And what’s the prize?”

I hold his gaze, steadily. “Me.”

He laughs, a deep, throaty sound. “You’re playing a dangerous game, Valerie.”

I shrug, a playful gesture, and push him back gently. I hop onto the desk, spreading my legs wide, giving him a full view. His eyes flick down, hungry.

“I like games, Thomas,” I say, leaning back on my elbows. “Especially when I make the rules.”

He steps forward, hands on my knees, thumbs tracing circles on my inner thighs. “And what are the rules?”

I grin, feeling the cool air on my wet pussy. “He gets clues, follows them, thinks he’s getting closer. But he won’t find me. Not until I want him to.”

Thomas leans down, his breath hot on my skin. “And where will he find you?”

I tangle my fingers in his hair, guiding his mouth to where I want it. “Right here, Thomas. Right here with you.”

He groans, and his tongue finds my clit, circling it slowly. I gasp, arching my back. His hands slide under my ass, pulling me closer to his mouth. I moan, feeling his tongue dive deeper.

“And what,” he murmurs, pulling back just enough to speak, “makes you think he won’t figure it out?”

I laugh, breathless. “Because he’s too stupid. Too arrogant. He won’t see it coming.”

Thomas chuckles, his breath hot against my pussy. “And what do I get out of this?”

I look down at him, my voice steady despite the waves of pleasure. “You get me, Thomas. All of me. Any way you want.”

He growls, diving back in, his tongue relentless. I cry out, not caring who hears. The lobby outside is a distant hum, a symphony to our fucking. I come hard, grinding against his mouth, my scream echoing off the glass walls.

He stands, wiping his mouth, a satisfied grin on his face. I sit up, panting, and pull him close.

“But there’s one more rule,” I say, my voice a low purr.

He raises an eyebrow. “And what’s that?”

I lean in, my lips brushing his ear. “Fuck me. Right here, right now. Hard. Like my husband never could.”

He grins, already hard again. “Deal.”

And with that, he spins me around, bending me over the desk. I hear his belt hit the floor, and then he’s inside me, fucking me hard and deep. I scream again, loving every second. This is what I live for. The game, the thrill, the fucking. And Thomas is just the man to give it to me.


Chapter 2

Thomas has a way of making my world feel smaller, every room shrinking to the exact dimensions of our bodies. It’s never more true than in the elevator, doors closing on the wreckage of his office—my lipstick on the glass, his cum on my legs, my panties still somewhere near the desk.

He presses me against the back wall, the fluorescent lights painting us in blue-white. His hand is on my thigh, just under the hem. The steel doors close and I hear our mingled breathing, my pulse in my throat. He doesn’t bother with pretense. His fingers push in, knuckle-deep, and I bite his shoulder through his shirt, tasting sweat and aftershave.

We reach the spa level. He straightens his tie, runs a hand through his hair, and walks out first, king of the floor. I follow, heels tapping, shivering a little in the hotel robe as he hands me at the door. “Spa is closed for renovations,” he says, voice perfectly neutral for the CCTV. “But for you, Ms. Montgomery, I’ll make an exception.”

The place is empty except for the whirr of pumps and the clatter of distant maintenance. The lights are low, spa-blue and gold, everything damp and plush. He leads me down a hallway lined with candles, the air heavy with cedar and eucalyptus. The tile is warm beneath my feet, each step closer to the edge.

The floor holds a hot tub sunk deep within it, its marble rim glazed with condensation, and water swirling in lazy spirals. Steam rises, curling up to the ceiling. There’s no one here, but he checks the corner cameras anyway, and I catch him smiling at the game of it.

I peel off the robe, slow, letting it slide off my shoulders. He watches, eyes narrow, as I drop it to the tile and step in. The water is so hot I gasp, skin prickling everywhere, and I sink down until only my neck and shoulders show. My hair floats around me in a black halo.

He strips in one practiced move—shirt, pants, everything in a pile. His body is just as hard as I remember, maybe harder, cock already rising as he climbs in. The water blurs us from the waist down, but I can feel him when he moves close, knees bracketing my hips, hands catching my wrists beneath the surface.

For a minute, we just float. The bubbles hiss and pop, the water lapping against my collarbone. I close my eyes and let myself drift.

But he doesn’t let me drift far. He pulls me to his lap, cock sliding against my thigh, and whispers, “You’re not as quiet as you think.”

I open my eyes. “Neither are you.”

He grabs my ass with both hands, lifts me a little, and grinds me down onto him. I’m still wet from the office, from the thought of this. He pushes in, slow and steady, my pussy stretching around him. Underwater, it feels surreal—like fucking in a dream, every movement heavy and hot.

His mouth is at my ear. “How many clues do you think your husband’s found by now?”

I wrap my arms around his neck and ride him, slow, feeling the jet of water hit the small of my back. “Probably still on the first. He always needs instructions.”

Thomas laughs, deep in his chest. “He’ll get here, eventually.”

“That’s the fun part,” I say, and squeeze tighter around him. “Wondering who’ll get caught first.”

He fucks me slow, almost lazily. His hands are everywhere—cupping my tits, sliding up my back, fingers curling in my hair. I move with him, grinding down, letting him lift and drop me in time with the pulse of the bubbles.

The sounds from the hotel above drift down, echoing through the vents—cart wheels, elevator bells, a woman’s laugh from the distant pool. Any of them could walk in at any second.

I turn, looking over my shoulder at the glass door. It’s fogged, but I can see shapes moving on the other side. He follows my gaze, and without missing a beat, thrusts up hard, making the water splash. My toes curl against the marble.

He nips at my neck, breath hot. “You want them to see?”

I don’t answer, just push back harder, bracing my hands against his chest. He fucks up into me, each stroke a little faster, a little harder, until the slapping of our bodies under water matches the slap of my heart in my chest.

My head tips back, mouth open, and I let myself get loud. The room amplifies every moan, every gasp, every wet slap. If anyone’s listening, they’ll know exactly what’s happening in here.

He holds me tighter, hands bruising my hips, and I claw at his shoulders, nails leaving marks that won’t wash off. He loves it, grunting, eyes half-closed, sweat beading on his forehead even in the steam.

I feel him close, the tension in his abs, the flex in his thighs. I rock down harder, chasing my release. “Fuck me,” I whisper, just for him. “Harder. Don’t stop.”

He doesn’t stop. He pounds up into me, water sloshing over the rim, bubbles roaring around us. I come so hard I almost scream, body shaking, water splashing onto the tile. He follows, cock throbbing deep inside, and for a moment we’re both weightless, nothing but heat and skin and pulse.

We float, catching breath, water cooling on our skin.

Finally, he kisses my shoulder, soft. “What’s the next clue?”

I grin, still panting. “Pool locker. Inside the left shoe.”

He laughs, rolling me off his lap, so I float beside him. “He’ll find it. Don’t underestimate him; he’s not as dumb as you think.”

I pull him close, kissing his jaw. “Doesn’t matter. You already won.”

He strokes my hair, quiet for a minute. Then: “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

I shrug, water droplets sliding down my chest. “So are you.”

We sit in the steam, side by side, listening to the world outside the door. Eventually, I slip out, skin flushed red, and wrap myself in the robe. He follows, towel slung low on his hips, eyes never leaving me.

In the corridor, the air feels colder, brighter. We walk past a staffer in a gray uniform, her eyes wide as she catches the aftershocks of what we’ve done. Thomas just smiles, the perfect manager, and leads me back to the elevator.

As the doors close, I lean in, lips at his ear. “Next time, leave the door unlocked.”

He grins. “Next time, bring your husband.”

The elevator hums up, and I wonder how many more floors until he fucks me again.

#

Thomas keeps his word. It’s not even noon, and he’s got me back in the spa, lights still dim, the water barely cooler than before.

He doesn’t bother undressing—just drops his suit coat in a heap and stands at the pool’s edge, watching me float naked in the haze of steam. The waterline cuts across my breasts, leaving just enough above for him to stare at. I play with my hair, winding it up off my neck, and let my legs drift open, toes pointed at him.

He strips fast, efficient. His cock is already hard, maybe harder than before. He slides in behind me, feet anchoring to the steps, hands circling my waist. I reach back and touch his thigh; the muscle tensing under my palm.

We don’t say a word. He moves my hair aside and kisses the back of my neck, trailing his tongue down my spine. I shiver in the heat, all nerves and hunger.

He nudges my shoulder, and I know what he wants. I kneel on the submerged seat, water sloshing over my thighs, and he steps up behind me, guiding his cock past my lips. I open for him, tongue out, letting him set the pace.

It’s strange and filthy, sucking him here, the chlorine taste mixing with salt and skin. My head bobs in rhythm, sometimes above water, sometimes below, and the noise of it is obscene. I can hear every slurp, every gasp echoing in the tiles.

He leans forward, one hand on the edge of the tub, the other tangled in my soaked hair. I feel him shudder when I take him deeper, his cock bumping the back of my throat. I pull off, gasping, and he slaps his cock against my cheek, a spatter of water hitting my jaw.

I grin up at him, then dive back down, sucking him harder, faster. He’s fucking my mouth now, the grip in my hair tightening with every thrust. I love the way he loses composure, the way his stomach flexes and his face goes slack.

Then, from the other side of the frosted glass, footsteps. A silhouette moves past the door—a hotel guest, maybe, maybe Jake, maybe no one at all. We freeze, bodies pressed together, my mouth still full of him. He lets out a strangled laugh, half-panic, half-pleasure.

The footsteps stop right outside. My heart jackhammers.

Thomas thrusts gently, as if daring the person to look in. I suck him slow, tongue swirling around the head, feeling the tension coil tighter. The shadow lingers, and I want to moan, to let them hear. I hollow my cheeks and suck even harder, drawing a hiss from Thomas.

Then the footsteps move on. The shadow disappears.

He pulls me up by my hair, water streaming down my face, and kisses me. It’s desperate, raw. He tastes himself on my lips, and it only turns him on more. He spins me around, presses my chest to the wet marble, and kicks my legs apart under the water.

The jets roar. My ass floats above the surface, and I feel his cock slide between my thighs, rubbing against my soaked pussy.

He grabs my wrist and makes me hold the edge of the pool, knuckles white on the tile. I hear his breath, shaky now, and I know he’s close.

He leans in, mouth at my ear, and whispers, “Do you think he heard us?”

I arch my back, pushing into him. “I hope so.”

He grinds against me, sliding the head of his cock between my lips, teasing, just on the edge.

I moan, loud and shameless, letting the sound bounce off the walls.

“Good girl,” he says, and then he pushes in, slow and deliberate, stretching me open. I gasp, the heat and fullness making my legs shake.

He fucks me like that, slowly at first, then picking up speed. The water slaps against the sides, splashing over the floor. I brace myself on the tile, nails scraping, head thrown back. He fucks me deep, grinding his hips into my ass, both of us making more noise than we should.

I wonder if Jake is on the other side of that wall. I hope he is.

Thomas wraps his arms around my waist, pulling me tighter, thrusting harder. I feel him swell inside me, and I clench down, wanting to drag it out, make him lose control.

He does. He grabs my hips and slams in once, twice, then freezes, cock pulsing. I feel the heat of him even through the water. He doesn’t let go, just holds me there, both of us panting.

When he finally pulls out, I turn and sink into his arms, letting him hold me up.

We float, tangled, the world beyond the glass meaningless.

“I want you to fuck me again,” I whisper. “Right here, right now.”

He smiles, eyes wild. “I was about to suggest the same.”

He lifts me, sets me on the ledge, and kneels between my legs, kissing his way up my thighs. His tongue finds my clit, and I melt into the marble, hips rocking up to meet him.

He doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, nails biting into the stone, legs squeezing his head. I come hard, the heat and steam and risk all collapsing into one long, shuddering wave.

He stands, cock hard again, and kisses me, biting my lower lip.

“Next clue,” he says, voice rough.

I grin, dizzy. “You’ll know it when you see it.”

He grins back, and fucks me again, harder, until we’re both spent, bodies floating together in the silent blue.

There’s something about being used like this, in a place where anyone could see. That makes me want to ruin every surface in the hotel. I float on my back in the hot tub, thighs still slick with Thomas’s cum, body stretched out like a crime scene. He paces the rim, half-hard already, cock heavy between his legs. I know that look: greedy, restless, already plotting his next move.

He snaps his fingers. “Come here.”

I don’t even hesitate. I slink through the water; the bubbles kissing my skin, and climb onto the marble ledge, knees spread, ass in the air. I grip the tub’s edge. The stone is cold, but I don’t care. My wedding ring glints in the overhead light, a reminder of why I started this. A token, not a shackle.

Thomas kneels behind me. He plants a hand on my lower back, pressing me down, then runs the other up my thigh, over the curve of my ass, fingers slipping between my legs. I’m open, raw, ready. He teases the head of his cock at my entrance, makes me wait, makes me beg.

I look over my shoulder. “If you’re going to fuck me, do it.”

He smirks. “You think your husband’s this direct?”

“He never even learned how to ask.”

Thomas lines up, pushes in slowly. He stretches me open, so much thicker than Jake, so much more. I suck in air through my teeth, nails raking lines in the marble. He buries himself to the hilt, balls slapping my clit, hands digging into my hips. For a second, I see stars.

He fucks me with steady, hard strokes. The water sloshes up, splashing against my stomach, each thrust sending another wave over the tiles. He leans in, breathing hard, sweat mixing with steam, lips at my ear. “You want him to walk in, don’t you?”

I moan, arching my back. “I want him to see what he missed.”

Thomas pulls out, slaps my ass, then rams back in. The sound echoes off the walls, filthy and perfect. I brace myself, elbows locked, shoulders tight, body trembling with every motion.

The sensation is unique here—weightless, frictionless, but no less brutal. I can feel the pressure building, every inch of him stroking my insides, every movement daring the universe to interrupt us. With my head down, my hair dripping onto the tiles, I keep my eyes glued to my reflection in the glass door. I see a blur of bodies, a swirl of motion, the red of my face and the pale of my skin.

He slows, holding himself deep, and circles his hips, grinding against my G-spot until I can’t breathe. I shudder, the orgasm sudden and sharp, muscles clamping down on his cock. He grunts, pulls out, and slams back in, setting off another wave.

A sharp knock at the door.

We freeze, mid-thrust, his cock throbbing inside me.

“Spa staff,” a woman’s voice calls, muffled but close. “Is everything all right in there?”

I want to laugh. I want to cry. Instead, I bite my lip and look at Thomas, daring him to answer.

He doesn’t move, doesn’t let me up. “Yes,” he calls out, voice steady. “Just testing the jets.”

I hear a shuffle, a pause.

“Okay,” she says. “Just let us know if you need anything.”

The footsteps fade. The tension doesn’t.

Thomas pulls out, grabs my hair, and yanks my head back. He kisses me, tongue fucking my mouth just as hard as his cock did. He spins me around and hoists me onto his lap, plunging in again, this time facing him.

I wrap my legs around his waist and ride him hard, the water lapping at my nipples, my hands digging into his shoulders. He bites my neck, leaves marks, and whispers, “You’re a mess.”

“You love it,” I say, grinding down.

He fucks up into me, hands on my ass, lifting and dropping me on his cock. My pussy clenches, already on the edge again. I think of Jake, lost in the maze of hallways, following a trail of my perfume and forgotten panties, clueless about what waits for him at the end.

Thomas is relentless. Each thrust deeper, rougher, until I’m gasping, begging, my body shaking. He grabs my chin, forces me to look at him. “Tell me whose pussy this is.”

“Yours,” I say, voice hoarse. “It’s all yours.”

He fucks me harder, water spraying everywhere, the tile slick beneath us. I come again, so hard I scream, and he doesn’t stop, just keeps pounding, chasing his own release.

When he finally comes, it’s explosive. He pulls out, strokes his cock, and shoots all over my stomach, my tits, even my face. I lick my lips, tasting him, eyes locked on his.

We collapse against each other, bodies shaking, hearts racing. For a long time, there’s only the sound of water and our ragged breathing.

Finally, he lifts my chin, wipes a strand of hair from my eyes. “One more round?”

I laugh, dizzy and wrecked. “You trying to kill me?”

He grins, already hardening again. “Only if you beg.”

I do.

He fucks me slow this time, savoring every inch. I hold him tight, nails on his back, legs locked around him. The world outside the spa doesn’t exist. There’s only us, our bodies, the water, the light catching my ring every time I stroke his face.

When I come, it’s quiet, almost sad, like the last gasp of something beautiful and doomed. He comes after, holding me so close I forget my name.

We float together, tangled in the cooling water.

I think of Jake, following the clues, heart pounding with every new hint, every new humiliation. I almost feel sorry for him. Almost.

But as Thomas kisses my neck, I know exactly what I’ll do next. With my hair wet, dress clinging, and cum still dripping down my leg, I’ll leave the spa. I’ll find Jake in the lobby, or the elevator, or maybe even the bar. He will see the marks on my skin, the bite on my neck, and the smeared mascara. I’ll let him wonder.

And if he asks, I’ll tell him everything.

But for now, I stay in the water, wrapped in Thomas’s arms, listening for the sound of footsteps behind the glass.

The game isn’t over. Not by a long shot.


Chapter 3

The walk from the spa to the penthouse is silent. My skin is still flushed, hair damp, dress clinging in places I want him to notice. Thomas doesn’t break pace, doesn’t glance back as we pass the sleepy night desk, the elevators, the mirrored hallways where my reflection multiplies in endless echoes.

The suite is nothing like the last room. The lights, low gold, amber, and faint blue from the city, set the mood. They have shut the windows tight against the storm. There’s a bottle of something cold sweating on the end table and two cut-crystal glasses waiting beside it. In one sweep, I take in the room—the king bed unmade, sheets tangled, the leather sofa facing a wall-sized one-way mirror. I know what’s on the other side of that glass: another room, a little darker, a man waiting. I know because I arranged it.

Thomas keys in a code and the lock buzzes. He swings the door open, steps aside with a slight bow. His jacket is off before we’re through the threshold, shirtsleeves rolled, hair still messy from where I dragged my nails. He moves with the slow, careful energy of someone who knows there are eyes on him.

I close the door behind us, let the latch catch. For a moment, I listen. There is only the wet hush of the city, and the faint ticking of the suite’s grandfather clock.

Thomas pours water into the glasses, holds one out. I take it, our fingers brushing. We drink, standing, barely a foot apart. His eyes never leave my face.

He sets his glass down. “Are you nervous?”

“Not even close.” I let the answer hang, then cross the carpet toward the bed. I shrug the dress off my shoulders. It puddles to the floor in a slow, expensive sigh. I leave my heels on. I turn to face him, arms at my sides, nipples hard from the aftershock of the spa and the chill of the penthouse. The mirror eats the room, dark and seamless, but I know exactly where Jake is standing on the other side.

Thomas takes his time with his shirt. Each button, a click. I watch the movement of his hands, the long stretch of his torso as he slips the shirt off, the ropey strength in his arms. He leaves his pants on, but the bulge is impossible to miss. I smirk, slow and predatory.

“You’re thinking of him,” Thomas says, voice soft. He crosses the space between us, trailing his fingertips over my bare hip, up my waist. “Aren’t you?”

“I’m thinking of you.” I tip my chin, catch his eyes. “And how good it will feel to break him.”

Thomas laughs, low. He palms my ass, pulls me flush against him, presses his cock against my thigh. The move is forceful but not rushed, as if he’s savoring every inch. His mouth is hot on my neck, tongue tracing the salt from my skin. I tilt my head back, eyes fixed on the mirror, waiting for movement, a shape, a breath.

My body goes loose, hyperaware. He walks me backward until I hit the edge of the bed. I sit, legs spread, one foot braced on the carpet. Thomas drops to his knees, lifts my ankle, and presses a kiss to the inside of my calf. His hands slide up, parting my legs wider, leaving prints on my skin.

“You want him to watch you,” he says, just loud enough to carry.

I hold his gaze. “I want him to see what he lost.”

Thomas grins. He bites, gently, just above my knee, then works higher, lips and tongue and teeth. He kisses the crease of my thigh, and I shudder. My pussy is still soaked, every nerve raw from the spa, but I want more. I want to feel his tongue on me, to see the fog of breath on the glass, to know Jake is right there, forced to watch.

Thomas runs a finger along my slit, spreading me open. “Still greedy.”

“Still not satisfied,” I shoot back, grinding into his hand.

He slips a finger inside, slow, then another. His tongue follows, lapping, flicking, teasing my clit in perfect circles. I fist the sheets, arch my back, heels digging into the bedspread. I look straight at the mirror, imagine Jake’s face—mouth slack, eyes wide, cock in hand or maybe just shaking, helpless.

Thomas eats me with focus, hands clamped on my hips, tongue relentless. I don’t hold back. I moan, loud, savor the echo of the marble and wood and glass. My world is broken if Jake can’t hear me.

When I come, it’s sharp and mean, a full-body seizure that leaves my thighs trembling. Thomas doesn’t stop until I shove his head away, breathless, half-laughing, half-crying.

He stands, wipes his mouth, looks at me like a meal he’s barely started. He undoes his belt, lets the pants fall, steps out. His cock is heavy, already glistening with pre-cum. I lick my lips, let him see I want it.

But first, I rise, walk barefoot to the mirror. I lean in close, breasts brushing the cold glass. I scan the darkness. At first, I see only myself: hair wild, skin flushed, lipstick smeared. But then—there. A shift. A silhouette, unmistakable. Jake’s profile, hands in fists, forehead nearly pressed to the glass.

I laugh, soft and venomous.

Thomas comes up behind me, cock riding in the cleft of my ass. His: Trapping me, his arms are around me, palms flat on the glass. He nips my earlobe. “He’s watching.”

“I know,” I say. “I want him to see you fuck me.”

Thomas growls, deep and honest. He lines up, pushes in from behind. I brace against the glass, leaving prints and streaks. He fucks me hard, steady, no slow tease now. Each thrust shoves my breasts against the mirror, leaving damp ovals. The whole room shakes.

I keep my eyes locked on Jake’s. Even through the dark, I know when he’s watching my face, and when he’s watching Thomas’s cock disappear into me, over and over. I moan, loud, and it bounces back in the glass. I whisper, just for Jake: “Do you see me, baby? Do you see what you missed?”

Thomas grabs my hair, yanks my head back. He kisses me, devouring, teeth scraping my lower lip. He doesn’t slow down, just fucks me deeper, using the leverage of my body against the mirror.

I see Jake’s hand move. His mouth is moving, as if he’s trying to speak. I wish I could hear it. I want him to beg.

Thomas grabs my wrists, pins them to the glass above my head. He’s stronger than I remembered, or maybe I’m just letting him win. He bites my neck, then whispers, “Should I let him in?”

I meet my own eyes in the glass, mascara streaked, mouth open. I grin.

“Not yet. He deserves to watch.”

Thomas fucks me harder, balls slapping against my clit, every thrust a declaration. I’m soaked, dripping, desperate for more. Jake’s face is wild, furious, and horny; I can see it. I know exactly what I’m doing to him, and it makes me want to come again, just to spite him.

Thomas slides out, flips me around, lifts me onto the bed with brute force. He crawls on top, lines up, pushes in again. I wrap my legs around his waist, heels digging into his back. He looks down at me, face pure hunger.

He fucks me with full strokes now, slow enough to make me scream, fast enough that the headboard slams against the wall. He watches my face, every twitch, every gasp. I can feel Jake’s gaze, too, burning from the other side of the glass.

I run my nails down Thomas’s back, leave marks he’ll feel for days. I rake his ass, squeeze him tighter. He groans, deep in his chest, and I know he’s close.

I lean up, lips to his ear. “Come for me,” I say. “Let him see.”

He does. He slams in, cock pulsing, filling me. The look on his face is pure triumph. I come again, clenching around him, digging my nails so deep he hisses.

We collapse, tangled, the air thick with sweat and sex.

Thomas rolls off, catches his breath, then gets up, naked, and walks to the mirror. He stands there, lets Jake see every inch of him, every mark I left.

I join him, my body a mess, thighs still trembling. I press my palms to the glass, lean in, stare straight at Jake.

“Hi, sweetheart,” I whisper, as if he can hear me.

I turn to Thomas, pull him down, and kiss him slow. Then I grab his cock, stroke him back to hardness, and lead him to the bed again.

Tonight, Jake is just an audience. But I want him to know: it’s my show.

I close my eyes, listen for the faintest sound—a gasp, a sob, the little death of hope on the other side of the glass.

I smile, wide and wicked.

Let him watch.

He doesn’t even ask. He knows exactly what I want, what I need. He pushes me onto the bed and the sheets are still hot from our bodies. I sink in, skin sticking to silk, legs open. Thomas kneels between my thighs, hands bracketing my hips, his cock slick and angry and perfect. He slides the tip up and down, smearing his own cum and my mess everywhere.

I look at the mirror. Jake’s shadowed face is there, and the movement behind the glass is frantic—like he’s searching for a way through, but can only watch.

I reach down and spread myself, giving him the best possible view. “You see this?” I say, loud enough for the world to hear. “You watching?”

Thomas laughs. “You’re a menace.” He drives in, slow, makes me feel every inch. His hands grip my waist, fingers digging into the muscle, holding me in place. He fucks me with precision, not the wild rut from before. This is measured, controlled, like he wants to imprint himself in me forever.

I arch my back, push into him. I want him deeper, harder. “Don’t hold back.”

He grabs my ankle, throws it over his shoulder, and leans in. The new angle is almost too much. I gasp, nails clawing at the sheets. He picks up speed, each thrust more brutal. The headboard thuds in time with my heartbeat. My head lolls back, and the ceiling swims.

Through the haze, I keep my eyes on the mirror.

Jake isn’t moving anymore. Just staring. I can feel the heat of it, the envy, the ache.

Thomas pulls out suddenly. Rolling me onto my stomach, he plants a hand between my shoulder blades and presses down until my cheek is crushed against the pillow. I struggle, half-laughing, half-breathless.

He leans in, voice a growl. “Don’t move.”

There’s a pause. I hear him rummage in his clothes. The slap of a silk tie. My pulse spikes. I try to look back, but he’s already straddling my hips, pinning me in place. He loops the tie around my wrists, cinches it tight, knots it to the headboard. It’s not perfect, but it’s enough—I can’t pull free, not unless I want to rip the bed apart.

He runs a finger down my spine, slow, lingering at the base. “You like being helpless?” he asks.

I twist my hips, testing the bonds. “Only if you make it worth my while.”

He spreads my thighs with his knees, and I feel him press the head of his cock against my entrance, just barely inside. He holds it there, teasing, moving in tiny circles that make me insane.

I groan, low and needy. “Don’t tease.”

He slides in, but only an inch. “Why not? You’ve got an audience.”

I laugh, even as frustration sparks under my skin. “Don’t flatter him. He’s just jealous.”

Thomas fucks me, shallow strokes, always pulling back before I get what I want. My arms strain against the tie. I push back, desperate for more. He slaps my ass, once, then again, the heat blooming under his hand.

“Say it,” he commands.

I bite the pillow, try not to scream. “Fuck me like my husband can’t.”

He slams in, all the way, hard enough to knock the breath out of me. He stays there, deep, grinding. I cry out, and the sound is raw, ugly, perfect. The mirror vibrates with the force.

Thomas keeps going, relentless. He pounds into me, the pace savage, and the pressure builds in my core, sharp and relentless. My hands claw at the tie, trying to break free, but I’m locked in place. I love it. I fucking love it.

He leans over, his chest against my back, breath hot in my ear. “You want to come?”

I nod, wordless, lost.

“Beg.”

I hesitate, pride warring with need. But the ache wins. “Please. I need it. Make me come. Please.”

He slows down, teasing again, in and out, just enough to keep me on the edge.

I whimper. I don’t care. Let Jake see me beg.

“Say it louder,” Thomas says.

I scream into the pillow. “Please! Fuck me! Make me come!”

He laughs, cruel and sweet. He grabs my hair, pulls my head back, and fucks me so hard my vision goes white. My body snaps tight, every muscle locked. I feel the orgasm rip through me, wave after wave, blinding, shattering. I come so hard I sob, spit pooling on the pillow, and he keeps going, doesn’t stop, just keeps using me.

He comes too, cock pulsing inside, grip on my hips bruising. He collapses over me, both of us panting, sweating, trembling.

For a long minute, there’s only the ragged sound of our breath and the tick of the clock.

Finally, he unties my wrists. My arms flop to the sides, useless. He rolls me over, brushes the hair from my eyes, and kisses me, gentle for the first time tonight.

I look at the mirror. Jake is still there.

I raise my hand, fingers splayed, and wave.

Thomas laughs. “Do you think he’s still breathing?”

I grin, teeth bared. “I hope not.”

He lies beside me, pulls me in, and together we stare at the darkness beyond the glass.

I have never felt so alive, so wicked, so in control.

And I know the show isn’t over yet.

Thomas doesn’t wait long. He’s hard again before the sweat dries. He rolls me onto my back, pins my wrists above my head, his face inches from mine. For a second, I see the boy he must have been, reckless and cocky and hungry for anything that moved.

He kisses me, open-mouthed and raw. His cock presses against my thigh, smearing the slick mess from before. He moves down, bites my nipple, not gentle. I gasp, the shock of pain flooding straight to my cunt. My body is oversensitive, every touch electric.

He pushes my thighs apart and fucks me, deep and rough. The headboard rattles the wall, over and over, a message in Morse code to whoever’s listening. I look past his shoulder, straight into the glass, and Jake is closer now, pressed up so hard his breath fogs the surface.

Thomas knows it, too. He turns my head, forces me to look. “Do you see him?” he asks, voice thick.

“Yes,” I breathe, and I can’t help but smile.

He thrusts harder, hands locked on my wrists. Each motion lifts my ass off the mattress. I’m limp, fucked-out, but still greedy for more. The ache is everywhere, sharp and perfect.

The room vibrates with the noise. I hear something outside the mirror—a thump, like a fist against the wall. Jake’s silhouette jerks back, then slams forward again. The sound is desperate, wild. He’s losing it, finally breaking. I drink it in.

Thomas fucks me faster, barely holding back. He bites my neck, the mark instant and red. “You want him to watch you come again?” he says, teeth on my skin.

I moan, helpless. “Yes. Let him see.”

He grins, savage. He reaches down, thumb on my clit, and rubs hard circles. The pressure builds, relentless. I arch, scream, claw the air.

Jake pounds on the wall, the sound like thunder.

My orgasm rips through me, brutal and hot, the room spinning. I scream, not even caring if it’s a word or just a sound. Thomas grunts, slams in one last time, and I feel him explode inside me, cock pulsing, his whole body locked.

We stay there, fused, for a long moment. The only sound is our breath, wet and ragged.

When he pulls out, I flop to the side, boneless, hair plastered to my face. I stare at the ceiling, heart racing. I can hear Jake outside, pacing, slamming something, maybe himself, against the glass.

Thomas laughs, pulls me into his arms. “Think he’ll ever get over this?”

I grin, lazy and spent. “Not a chance.”

We lie there, tangled, sheets ruined, both of us still sticky with sweat and cum. I look at the mirror one last time. Jake is gone, vanished into the dark.

I raise my hand, give the glass a slow, deliberate wave.

Thomas kisses my forehead. “You’re fucking incredible.”

I sigh, content. “I know.”


Chapter 4

We don’t close the blinds. The city’s gold and blue pours in, painting the walls, the sheets, even the slow trickle of bourbon down my throat. Thomas sprawls beside me, hair damp with sweat, body stretched and languid. I can feel him watching me even with my eyes closed. The air in the penthouse suite is thick, sticky, loaded with sex and victory.

I look over at the mirror—our mirror. The glass is a little fogged from breath, my handprints still perfect on its surface. Beyond, the lights are out. But I know he’s there.

Jake’s shadow flickers just once before vanishing. Good. Let him lick his wounds.

I finish my drink. I set the glass down slowly, savoring the clink as it kisses the marble. Thomas lifts his head, watching the movement of my body as if I’m the only thing alive in the world.

“You’re insatiable,” he says, voice raw from fucking.

“Not yet,” I say. “I’m not done showing him.”

Thomas grins, all wolf and hunger. “You want him to see you beg again?”

I crawl into his lap, swing one leg over, and settle onto his thighs. He’s still hard, the head of his cock bobbing with anticipation. I stroke him, slow, letting my thumb smear the last of his cum down his length. His hands go straight to my waist, fingers pressing into the bruises he left.

I line him up and sink down, inch by inch. Every ridge and throb I long to feel. I want to leave nothing for Jake except the knowledge that he could never, ever fuck me like this.

The first thrust knocks the air out of me. I grind down, riding him slow, letting the friction make me raw. Thomas bites his own lip, gray eyes locked on mine.

Then a slam. The wall shudders. For a second, I think it’s an earthquake. But no. It’s Jake, pounding his fists, shattering his pride.

Thomas pauses, cock buried deep inside. “He’s persistent.”

I clench around him, hard. “Don’t stop,” I whisper, voice sweet poison. “Let him hear what he can’t touch.”

Thomas resumes, hands flexing on my hips, guiding me up and down. I pick up the pace, every bounce a message in Morse code: you’re not wanted, you’re not enough, you’re not me.

The next bang is louder. I glance at the mirror—this time, Jake doesn’t hide. He’s right there, wild-eyed, shirt rumpled, hair a mess. I meet his gaze, then tilt my head back and moan, loud and wanton, letting the sound roll through the suite and out into the hall.

Thomas grabs my ass and lifts, impaling me with a roughness that borders on cruel. I love it. I grind my clit against his pelvis, chasing the friction. My body is still humming from the last orgasm, but I want another, just to spite the ghost behind the glass.

“Fuck me harder,” I say, turning to look Jake dead in the eyes.

Thomas is all too happy to oblige. He flips me onto my back, never letting his cock slip out. My legs fly open, one heel catching the headboard. The velvet bedspread bunches beneath us, soaking up sweat and slick. He braces himself, arms rigid, and fucks me with piston force.

They perfectly positioned the mirror. I watch Jake watch us. I watch the moment his face caves, the moment he realizes he’s nothing more than a spectator in the life he thought was his.

Thomas leans in, teeth on my neck, tongue flicking the hollow of my throat. “He’s losing his mind,” he whispers. “You’re destroying him.”

“Good,” I gasp. “Don’t stop. Not for a second.”

We fuck like that, hard and messy, every movement punctuated by the thud of Jake’s fists, the staccato rhythm of failure. I rake my nails down Thomas’s back, leaving red trails. He groans, thrusting even deeper, cock swollen and angry.

The door rattles, the handle twisting so violently I think it might break off. Thomas looks up, grins. “Should we let him in?”

I shake my head, hair plastered to my cheeks. “Not yet. I want him to watch. I want him to know he’ll never be you.”

I arch my back, thighs shaking. The orgasm builds slowly, then detonates. I scream, wordless, then catch Jake’s eyes in the mirror and hold them as I come. Thomas loses control, slams in so deep I see stars. He comes, cock jerking inside me, and I milk him for every drop.

We collapse, a tangle of limbs and sweat. The door shakes again. I hear Jake’s voice, hoarse, breaking. “Let me in,” he says. “Please.”

Thomas rolls off, laughs, and lights a cigarette from the bedside table. He offers it to me, but I wave him off. I stand, walk to the mirror, and press my bare chest to the cold glass. I fog it with my breath, draw a heart with the tip of my finger. Jake’s eyes follow my every move.

I spread my legs a little, just enough. Squatting, I reach down between my thighs and watch as the mixture of cum and lubricant drips down onto the floor. I hold Jake’s gaze the entire time.

He’s lost, broken. I smile.

I walk back to the bed, stretch out, and let Thomas pull me close.

“Should we let him in now?” Thomas asks, voice lazy.

I shake my head, eyes drifting closed. “He’s better out there. Where he belongs.”

The city glows, cold and indifferent, as Jake’s shadow slides to the floor.

He can pound the walls all night.

He’s never getting in.

The next time Thomas gets hard, he doesn’t ask permission. He just rolls me onto my stomach and slides in, slow, savoring the power. The aftershocks make my entire body go limp, but he holds me up by the hips like a trophy. The mirror is still fogged, but I can just make out Jake’s face, streaked with tears and sweat.

He’s on his knees, right there, forehead pressed to the glass.

I wave again, wiggling my fingers.

Thomas fucks me slow, deep. Each thrust grinds my clit against the bedspread, each thrust a fresh humiliation for the man who once thought he owned me.

I come again, silent this time, but my whole body shakes. Thomas finishes with a grunt, pulling out to let his cum coat my ass, shining in the city light.

We lie there, ruined, until the sun rises.

Only then do I hear it—the soft, pathetic sound of Jake crying in the hall.

I almost feel bad for him.

Almost.

I turn over, nuzzle into Thomas’s chest, and let sleep claim me.

Let Jake wait.

Let him learn.

He’s not the hero of this story.

He never was.

#

The sun is a pale smear against the curtains when the noise comes—sharp, metallic, desperate. The door handle rattles, stops, rattles again. I drag myself awake, sweat sticking my thigh to Thomas’s. He’s already propped up on one elbow, hair a mess, mouth curled in a lazy smile.

“Did you lock it?” he asks, voice rough with sleep.

I nod, stretching arms overhead. I make no move to cover my nakedness. Let him walk in. Let him see.

The door rattles again, a muffled curse from outside.

“Persistent,” Thomas says, echoing himself, and leans back on the pillows, waiting for the show.

I swing my legs off the bed, stride across the suite, and pour myself a glass of water. My reflection in the window is feral: hair tangled, skin flushed, bruises dotting my hips and collarbone. The room smells like bourbon and semen and sweat. I relish it.

The door explodes open with a bang. Jake staggers in, wild-eyed, face gray with exhaustion and something else. He’s still wearing last night’s clothes, rumpled, his tie loose and shirt half-untucked. The sight of me—of us—sucks the breath out of him. His eyes lock on my breasts, then Thomas’s hand resting on my thigh, then the tangle of limbs and stains in the bedspread.

He freezes. All his momentum gone. Shoulders collapse, anger draining out, replaced by confusion, then something rawer, uglier.

Thomas doesn’t move. He spreads his arms along the headboard, cock already rising under the sheets.

I take a sip, cold water burning down. “Nice of you to join us,” I say, all silk and venom.

Jake stares. “You… I—” He can’t finish. His jaw works, but the words stick.

Thomas yawns, loud, then pats the space beside him. “You look tired, Jake. Sit down.”

Jake’s fists ball at his sides. He wants to punch something, maybe Thomas, maybe the wall. But he just stands there, trembling, watching as I slide back into bed and straddle Thomas’s lap, my pussy bare and dripping.

I look Jake dead in the eyes as I reach down, stroke Thomas’s cock to full, hard attention. I guide it inside me, slow, relishing the stretch. Thomas groans, hands settling on my hips.

I ride him, slow at first, then faster, all the while Jake watches, helpless.

He doesn’t look away. He can’t.

He stands rooted by the door, breathing ragged.

I fuck Thomas harder, letting my tits bounce with every thrust, letting the sounds fill the air. The city’s morning light catches the sweat on my skin, the glint of my wedding ring as I rake my nails down Thomas’s chest.

Jake cries.

It’s not loud, just a wet hitch in his throat. He wipes his face on his sleeve, but the tears keep coming.

I slow my pace, make eye contact, and speak to him, clear and measured. “You want to watch, don’t you?”

He chokes on the answer, but it’s written all over his face: yes.

Thomas’s grip tightens on my waist. He leans forward, lips at my ear. “Let him,” he whispers.

I nod, and the balance of power shifts. I am the queen, he the supplicant.

“Come here,” I say, patting the foot of the bed.

Jake shuffles forward, hesitates, then kneels on the velvet at the end of the bed, like a penitent at a shrine.

“Hands at your sides,” I command.

He obeys, shoulders hunched, eyes glued to where Thomas’s cock slides in and out of me, slick and obscene.

I keep the rhythm slow, deliberate, letting him see everything. Letting him realize how easily I could have let him back in last night. How I didn’t want to.

Thomas matches my movements, meeting every thrust with a slow, hard grind. He stares at Jake, unblinking, almost taunting.

Jake’s breathing gets rougher. His own cock is hard, straining the front of his pants.

I smirk. “You may watch, Jake. But you don’t get to speak unless spoken to.”

He nods, eyes brimming. He doesn’t dare look away.

Thomas lifts his hands from my hips and runs them up my sides, palming my breasts, squeezing, thumbs circling my nipples. He leans back, lets me ride him, lets Jake see every inch of me on display.

I feel the power in my bones, sharp and electric.

I talk, low and cruel. “You never made me come like this. Did you know that?”

Jake shakes his head, shame blooming on his cheeks.

Thomas smirks, hands trailing down to my ass, spreading me wider.

“You spent years thinking you were enough. But you never even came close.”

Thomas thrusts up, hard. I gasp, but hold Jake’s gaze. “Watch how a real man fucks me.”

Jake flinches, but his cock throbs, a dark stain blooming at his zipper.

I laugh. “Take it out. But don’t you dare touch yourself until I say so.”

He hesitates, then unzips, freeing his cock. It’s stiff, angry, as red as his face. He wraps a hand around the base, but keeps still, trembling with need.

Thomas pistons up into me, one hand clutching my hair, the other dragging nails down my spine.

I’m close, so close. I let myself get loud, moaning and cursing, milking every reaction from Jake. His eyes glaze over, his mouth hangs open. He’s lost, drifting on a tide of shame and lust.

I bare my teeth and ride Thomas harder, chasing the edge.

The room is all sound and heat: the slap of skin, my cries, Thomas’s grunts, the choked whimper from Jake at the foot of the bed.

When I come, it’s volcanic. I clamp down on Thomas’s cock, squeezing until he groans, then shoves up and spills inside me, flooding me with heat. I ride the aftershocks, milking him for every drop, never breaking eye contact with Jake.

Only when I’m done, shuddering and spent, do I nod at Jake.

“You may touch yourself,” I say, voice cold. “But only until I say stop.”

He jerks off in desperate, ugly motions, never once blinking, never taking his eyes from the place where Thomas’s cum leaks out of me and down my thigh.

I glance at Thomas. He grins, grabs my face, and kisses me, tasting sweat and victory.

I turn back to Jake. “Stop.”

He freezes, panting, cock slick and glistening, but untouched from the last inch.

I stand, walk to the edge of the bed, and sit, legs spread, pussy red and raw.

“Crawl,” I say.

He does, on hands and knees, face inches from my cunt.

“You want to taste?” I ask, voice sweet and deadly.

He nods, desperate.

I look at Thomas. He smirks, then shrugs.

I grab Jake by the hair and shove his face between my legs. He eats me, tongue frantic, licking up the mix of come and slick and sweat. I grind on his mouth, showing him his true purpose.

When I finish, I push him back with my heel.

I climb into Thomas’s lap again, curl against his chest, and watch Jake kneel, wrecked, on the floor.

“You did well,” I say. “But next time, you’ll ask before you come.”

Jake nods, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Thomas sips his drink, arms around me, cock already hardening again.

I laugh, the sound bright and merciless.

This is how the day begins.

This is how it will always be.

#

The sun climbs higher, burning off the city’s morning fog, and the penthouse suite is a greenhouse—humid, overheated, rank with bodies and bourbon and loss. I sprawl across the velvet bedspread, limbs tangled with Thomas’s. My cunt aches, red and battered, lips swollen from hours of fucking. Sweat, lipstick, and cum have ruined the sheets.

Jake sits in the corner where I left him, back pressed to the wall, knees to his chest. He hasn’t moved in an hour. His cock hangs out, soft now, but every so often it twitches, as if remembering its purpose. His face is hollow, and his eyes, black pupils ringed with tears and sleep, stare blankly.

Thomas stirs beside me, voice thick. “You want to go again?”

My laugh is dry and mean. “I want to break him.”

I swing out of bed and stalk across the floor, naked, daring Jake to look. He does, but only in stolen glances, like a starving man watching someone else eat. I stand over him, hand on my hip, and wait.

Finally, he lifts his eyes, mouth trembling.

“Please,” he whispers. “I just want—” He can’t finish.

I kneel, grab a fistful of his hair, and yank his head back. I kiss him, hard. Then I shove him to the floor, crawl over him, and plant my pussy on his mouth. He licks, desperate, tongue wild. I use him until I’m wet and raw, then push him away.

I crawl back to the bed, hips swaying. I bend over, on all fours, head low, ass in the air.

“Come on, Thomas,” I say. “Show him how it’s done.”

Thomas is up in a heartbeat, cock hard again, eyes glazed with lust. He mounts me from behind, one hand wrapping around my throat, the other gripping my hip hard enough to leave purple bruises. He fucks me with no mercy, each thrust rocking the bed.

I lock eyes with Jake. He sits up, watching every inch, breath coming in jagged gasps. His cock is stiff again, leaking at the tip.

I let Thomas use me, let him fuck me like a rag-doll, let the sound of it echo through the suite. Now and then I look at Jake, just to see the pain on his face, the longing. I slow Thomas down, make him pull out, rub the head of his cock up and down my slit, smearing me open for Jake’s inspection.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” I say, voice flat.

Jake makes a sound, almost a sob.

Thomas slides in again, all the way, balls slapping my clit. He pounds me hard, and I milk it, groaning and bucking back to meet every thrust.

“He’s so much better,” I say, and watch Jake’s soul leave his body.

Thomas pulls my head back by the hair, hissing in my ear. “You love being watched,” he says.

I do. I really do.

I stare at Jake, all the while letting Thomas fuck me senseless, nails digging into the sheets. When I feel the orgasm cresting, I slow it down, turn to Jake.

“You want to jerk off? Do it. But don’t you dare come before we do.”

He fumbles at his cock, both hands shaking. He pumps in quick, ugly strokes, eyes locked on the space where Thomas’s cock disappears inside me.

Thomas loses control, thrusts faster, grunting, sweat dripping off his brow. I reach back and cup his balls, feeling them tighten, and then I clench down, squeezing him for everything he’s worth.

We come together, bodies rigid, Thomas buried to the hilt, my cunt spasming around him. I howl, shameless, nails tearing the velvet. He fills me with hot, endless pulses, so much it runs down my thigh.

I collapse to the bed, Thomas falling on top of me, both of us panting and spent.

Jake kneels by the bed, fist pumping in a frenzy.

I hold up a finger, making him wait. Only when Thomas is empty and I am quaking do I nod.

“Go ahead,” I say, voice lazy and smug.

He comes in seconds, shooting all over his own hand and the carpet, face twisted in shame.

I laugh, roll onto my back, and pull Thomas close.

Jake wipes himself off, then stares at the mess on the floor, dazed.

He speaks, voice tiny. “Can I… clean you?”

I smile, slow and wide, and glance at Thomas. He shrugs, amused, then traces a finger down my stomach, collecting a line of cum.

“Lick it up,” I tell Jake.

He crawls forward, and I offer my belly. He laps at it, cleaning every drop. When he’s done, I let him lick Thomas clean, too.

He does it with reverence.

When it’s finished, I sit up, hair wild, skin gleaming in the sun.

I pull Thomas in for a kiss, tasting his sweat, his satisfaction. Then I turn to Jake, stroke his cheek, and slap him, hard, across the face.

He just shudders and nods, accepting it.

The suite is quiet, finally.

I stretch, victorious, and let the city’s light wash over me.

This is the new world.

And I am its queen.


Couples Massage Humiliation


Chapter 1

The reception at Empire Spa is a cathedral of glass, chrome, and orchid-white. The lobby smells of cedar and expensive possibility. I’m not sure if the chill in the air is from the marble floors or the knowledge that, somewhere in the gilded tower above us, secrets are being bought and sold by the ounce.

Oliver is nervous before we even step in, his posture ramrod straight, hands in the pockets of his cashmere blend trousers. He’s been fidgeting with his phone since we left the car. I catch our reflection in the smoked glass of the elevator bank: he’s perfect, at least on paper. Handsome, buttoned-down, the guy my mother always said would anchor me. I rest my hand on his biceps, a silent warning. You’re with me. Stay present.

“Stop glancing at your portfolio,” I murmur, low enough that only he hears.

He flushes, the color, charming on him, and slips the phone away. “Sorry. Just making sure I didn’t miss the confirmation email.”

I smile, all teeth. “I told you, Sarah runs a tight ship.”

As if conjured by my words, Sarah Johnson appears at the front desk. She’s the only person I know who can make a high-collared black silk blouse look predatory. Her eyes flick to us with surgical precision. Her lips curve in a smile that means business and nothing else.

“Mrs. Matthews. Mr. Matthews. Welcome back.” She glides around the desk, iPad in hand, and gestures toward the lounge with a sweep that’s both practiced and oddly intimate. “We’re delighted to have you. May I offer water or our house tea blend while you wait?”

“Water,” I say. “And Oliver will have the same.”

He tries to demur, but I squeeze his arm, nails through fabric. “Thank you, Sarah. You always remember.”

She nods, tapping something on the tablet. “Of course. We’ve scheduled your ninety-minute session with our premier team. We’ll call you in as soon as the room is ready.”

I lead us to the waiting area. Oliver sits beside me, knees together, elbows pressed in, as if the overstuffed furniture might try to eat him. I cross my legs and let my heel swing; the stiletto ticking a small, impatient metronome against the glass-topped table.

We’re not alone. Across from us, another couple sits: the woman is pretty, bare-faced and confident, legs tucked beneath her in a pose that dares you to call her uncivilized. Her partner is the opposite—delicately handsome, with a nervous energy that mirrors Oliver’s. He watches her with a reverence that borders on idolatry.

They notice us noticing them. The woman’s gaze is frank, unembarrassed. She raises her glass in a silent salute. I return it, matching her stare. I like her already.

Oliver shifts. “Are we supposed to talk to them?”

I don’t answer. Instead, I turn slightly, presenting my best angle to the room, and catch Sarah’s eye behind the front desk. I make a calculated move. She catches on immediately.

Two glasses of water arrive, delivered by an attendant who could double as a runway model. I take a long sip, then lean into Oliver’s ear. “Let’s play a game.”

He tensed. “What kind of game?”

I let my fingers walk up his thigh, stopping just shy of indecency. “Let’s trade partners.”

The words hang between us, a dare and a promise. I watch the blood drain from his face, then rush back in a hot flush.

“You mean—”

“Just for the massage, darling. We’re here to relax, aren’t we?” I tilt my head, lips brushing the rim of my glass. “Besides, you always say I need to let go of control. Maybe I will, just for tonight.”

His laugh is thin, but he’s trying to be a good sport. “You’re impossible.”

The other woman has heard, or guessed. She smiles, slow and predatory. “It’s a lovely idea, but my boyfriend is shy.”

The boyfriend turns beet red and mutters something about allergies.

I shrug, unbothered. “Suit yourselves.”

Oliver breathes out, relieved. He thinks the moment is over. It isn’t.

I set my glass down and glance at the front desk. “Sarah, could I request a substitution?”

Sarah’s eyes glint, blue and merciless. “Of course, Mrs. Matthews. What would you prefer?”

“I’d like to have Dante Rivera for my session.” I say the name with the confidence of someone accustomed to getting her way. “And I’d like Oliver to observe. He’s been curious about new techniques.”

Oliver chokes slightly, but I press on. “Is that possible?”

Sarah doesn’t miss a beat. “Absolutely. Dante is just finishing with another client. We can have the observation set up in one of our dual therapy suites.”

I nod, satisfied. “Perfect.”

The other woman shoots me an appreciative look. She approves of the maneuver, even if she lacks the nerve to try it herself.

A small silence settles, broken only by the distant, piped-in sound of water over stone. Oliver drains his prosecco and stares at the floor, pretending he doesn’t feel the weight of my gaze. I let the anticipation build, counting the seconds until Sarah returns.

When she does, it’s with a soft chime from her iPad. “Your suite is ready. If you’ll follow me.”

She leads us down a corridor lined with translucent panels, each pulsing with gentle, shifting light. The hush is total, broken only by the click of my heels on the marble. At the door to the suite, Sarah pauses.

“Your therapist will join you momentarily,” she says, her voice velvet-smooth. “If you need anything, just touch the panel by the door.”

She gives me a look—not quite respect, not quite a challenge. Perhaps a little of both.

Inside the room is a cocoon of shadow and candlelight. Two tables, side by side. An enormous rainfall shower in the corner, glass walls fogged. There’s a low, sleek bench where Oliver can sit and watch, should he choose. I can tell he’d prefer to disappear into the wallpaper.

I slip out of my coat, letting it slide from my shoulders with deliberate indolence. My dress clings in all the right places, silk and ambition. I see Oliver watching, hungry and embarrassed. I love that about him: the contradiction of desire and shame.

He sits, obedient, as I knew he would. I stand at the head of the table, waiting. A pulse of energy in my veins, familiar and addictive.

There is a soft knock, and Dante enters.

He is taller than I remember, with the presence that makes a room seem suddenly smaller. His eyes are dark, bottomless, and his hands are beautiful—strong, and sure of themselves. He greets Oliver with a nod, then turns to me.

“Mrs. Matthews. Are you comfortable?”

I arch one brow. “I’m sure I will be.”

He smiles, slow and knowing. I can feel Sarah’s invisible hand guiding the scene, ensuring it unfolds just as I’d imagined.

Oliver glances up, hopeful and uncertain. I give him my most radiant smile.

“Watch and learn, darling,” I say.

Dante’s eyes never leave mine as he gestures to the table. I slide onto it, letting the slit in my dress reveal a flash of thigh. I don’t bother with modesty. Not tonight.

As he begins the session—slow, deliberate movements, hands sliding over silk to bare skin—I feel the tension coiling tighter, a live wire under my skin. Oliver watches, jaw clenched, fighting the urge to look away.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the sensation. But I know exactly what I’m doing.

And I know exactly what’s coming next.

The table’s linen is cold against my skin. Dante’s hands, when they arrive, are anything but.

He begins at the base of my neck, fingers working into the muscle with a pressure that is just shy of pain. His touch is deliberate, unhurried. I let myself melt into it, allowing my breathing to slow, my awareness to blur at the edges.

Oliver sits on the bench, knees together, hands clasped. I can feel him watching; his discomfort radiates in waves, a nervous heat in the cool room. The first few minutes are all surface: Dante kneads my shoulders, gliding down my spine, the practiced choreography of a thousand sessions. His professionalism is a mask, but there are cracks in it. The way his thumb lingers just a moment too long at the curve of my lower back. The way his breath slows, matching mine.

I turn my head to the side, opening my eyes just enough to see Oliver watching. His eyes are wide, lips parted, the flush in his cheeks deepening with every minute.

Dante moves lower. He is careful to keep the towel in place over my hips, but his hands skim the bare curve beneath it, a featherlight touch that leaves a trail of goosebumps in its wake. I arch my back, just a little, inviting more. He accepts.

“Relax your arms,” he says, low and steady.

I do. He lifts one gently, fingers tracing the inside of my elbow, the soft skin at my wrist. His thumb grazes my palm, and I shiver. He moves to the other arm, repeating the ritual, building a rhythm. The sense of control—his, not mine—is intoxicating.

I glance at Oliver again. He clenches his jaw and his hands are white-knuckled on his knees. His arousal and mortification excite me; I crave both sensations.

Dante’s hands return to my shoulders, then sweep down the length of my body, barely brushing the edge of the towel at my thighs. He stands close, so close I can feel the heat of him through the thin silk of my dress and the towel. His scent—cologne, soap, something deeper—fills the space around me.

I tilt my head up, catching his gaze in the flickering candlelight. “You can use more pressure,” I murmur, my voice just loud enough for Oliver to hear.

Dante’s lips curve. “Of course.”

He presses harder, digging into the knots with a force that borders on erotic. I can feel his body behind mine, solid and unmoving, as he works my muscles. My breathing quickens, just a little.

I let my hand drift, as if idly, to the edge of the table. His leg is right there. I graze his thigh with my fingertips, slow and casual.

He pauses, just for a heartbeat, then continues. But the rules have changed.

I slide my hand higher, to the top of his thigh, then up, pressing the heel of my palm against the unmistakable bulge in his pants. He’s hard already. I squeeze, gentle at first, then firmer, watching his reaction.

Dante doesn’t flinch. He looks down at me, eyes dark, and then past me, to Oliver. He knows the game, and he’s happy to play.

I speak loud enough for both men to hear. “Can you feel how much bigger he is, Ollie? I honey my voice, dripping with satisfaction.

Oliver lets out a sound—something between a laugh and a gasp. His face is a study of humiliation and longing.

Dante leans forward, so his mouth is just above my ear. “You’re very tense, Mrs. Matthews. I recommend a deep tissue session.”

I stroke the length of his cock through the fabric, slowly, letting my nails drag along the seam. “You’re right,” I said. “I think I need something… deeper.”

Oliver’s ragged breathing barely conceals his discomfort.

I look over my shoulder at him, making sure he sees the way I cup Dante’s erection, the way I knead it through the tight fabric of his slacks. “Are you learning, darling?” I ask.

He nods, unable to speak.

Dante’s hand finds my shoulder, squeezing it, and I can feel the pulse in his grip. He’s turned on, but in total command. I can’t tell if that excites or infuriates me.

I push myself up on my elbows, shifting so I’m half-sitting on the table, and pull Dante closer with my free hand. I run my nails up his arm, along the hard line of muscle, and hook a finger in the waistband of his trousers.

We are the object of  Oliver’s gaze. He is utterly powerless, and I love him for it.

I turn back to Dante. “Do you want to take care of me, or just watch?” I say the words meant for both of them.

Dante smiles, lazy and sure. “Whatever pleases you most.”

“Good answer,” I say, and let my hand slip inside his waistband, fingers finding the hot, thick weight of him. He inhales sharply, the first crack in his composure, and I savor it.

I stroke him, slow and deliberate, making a show of it for Oliver. I want him to see everything—to feel everything.

From the doorway, Sarah appears, silent as a shadow. She watches, one eyebrow raised, the faintest smirk at the corner of her lips. She makes a note on her iPad and slips away, but not before giving me a look: impressive.

I hold Dante’s cock in my hand, feeling it swell under my touch, and turn to Oliver.

“Do you wish you could make me feel this way?” I ask, soft and dangerous.

He can only nod.

I let Dante’s cock go, slowly, and press my palm to my thigh, feeling the heat there. “I think I’m going to enjoy this,” I say, and lie back down, spreading my arms above my head.

Dante takes his time, hands everywhere, and I close my eyes, already expecting the next move.

Somewhere in the background, I hear Sarah’s heels clicking their applause down the hallway.

#

The dual therapy suite is larger than I expected, dominated by two massage tables divided by nothing more than a sheer curtain—a suggestion of privacy rather than the thing itself. The ambient music is faint, a throb of slow trip-hop that makes every movement feel rehearsed and deliberate.

Sarah ushers us in with a practiced smile, then nods to Dante, who holds the door with a flourish. Oliver looks anywhere but at me, his nerves crackling in the dim light. He’s already in over his head, and we haven’t even started.

“Your therapists will be with you momentarily,” Sarah intones, then glances at Dante. “Mr. Rivera will start with Mrs. Matthews. If you need anything, just let me know.” She gives me a sly, approving look before retreating, the door hissing quietly behind her.

Dante gestures to the table closest to the window. “If you’d like to get comfortable, I’ll step out for a moment.”

I unbutton my dress with exaggerated care, feeling Oliver’s gaze dart between my exposed skin and the impersonal ceiling fixtures. Inch by inch, the dress comes off, pooling at my feet as I peel it away. I linger in nothing but a whisper of a thong and matching bra, the kind you buy to be taken off. I angle my body so that, through the curtain’s narrow gap, Oliver can see the sharp line of my hip, the arch of my back, the swell of my ass.

He tries not to stare, but he does. I savor it.

I slip onto the table and arrange the towel just so. I leave the back half of me completely uncovered, legs slightly parted, arms overhead. The position is half invitation, half challenge.

Dante returns, hands freshly washed, the sleeves of his shirt rolled up to his elbows. He surveys my body with professional detachment, but I see the flicker of interest behind his eyes. He pours oil into his palms and rubs them together, the sound slick and anticipatory.

He starts at my shoulders again, but this time his hands are rougher, more insistent. He kneads muscle and bone, moving slowly down my spine. The heat from his touch pools in my lower back, then sinks between my thighs.

I moan, softly at first, letting the sound drift through the room. “God, that’s good,” I say, loud enough for Oliver to hear.

Dante glances at the curtain, then presses harder, his thumbs digging in just above my ass. I arch into him, raising my hips off the table for a second. The towel slips lower, barely covering me.

Through the gap, I see Oliver’s face. His glazed eyes show his fast breathing. I run a finger down my side, making sure he sees every move.

Dante works his way down, hands gliding over the backs of my thighs. He’s slow and methodical, but the tension in his touch betrays him. I spread my legs wider, shifting the towel so it rides up even further.

I look straight at Oliver. “You should feel how strong his hands are,” I purr, letting my words hang in the humid air.

There’s a shuffling sound on the other table as Oliver adjusts himself, crossing and uncrossing his ankles. His therapist—a petite woman with a pixie cut and a face like a porcelain doll—works silently, ignoring the spectacle. But I see her eyes flicker to the curtain, curiosity burning behind her professional mask.

Dante moves to the side of the table, one hand on my lower back, the other sliding up my calf. He bends close, his breath hot on my ear.

“Let me know if the pressure’s too much,” he says.

“It’s perfect,” I whisper, then reach up to touch his forearm, nails dragging lightly over his skin.

He hesitates, then lets his hand drift higher, kneading the inside of my thigh. His thumb brushes the bare skin just below the edge of my thong. I shiver, and not just for Oliver’s benefit.

I make a petty show of spreading my legs further, sighing theatrically. “That’s it. Right there.”

Oliver’s breathing is audible now, ragged and uneven. I wonder if he’s hard, if he’s fighting the urge to touch himself under the towel.

Dante’s hands grow bolder, cupping the curve of my ass, squeezing, then releasing. He moves higher, fingertips grazing the thin strap of my thong, then dipping beneath it, just for a second. He’s testing boundaries, and I have no intention of stopping him.

I roll onto my side, propping myself up on one elbow. The movement exposes more of me to Oliver. I hook my leg over the side of the table, thighs parted, and meet his gaze head-on.

He’s transfixed. All pretense of composure is gone.

Dante stands behind me now, one hand on my hip, the other massaging the small of my back. His body is close—so close that when I lean back, I can feel the hard line of his cock pressing against my skin. I wiggle against him, making sure he knows I notice.

He grins, then whispers, “You like putting on a show?”

I smile back, teeth flashing. “Almost as much as I enjoy having an audience.”

On the other side of the curtain, Oliver makes a small, desperate sound. It thrills me.

I reach behind, grabbing Dante’s hand and guiding it to my breast. He cups it, squeezes, then pinches my nipple through the sheer fabric. I gasp, loud and theatrical.

I look at Oliver and say, “Are you watching, darling? Can you see what he’s doing to me?”

He nods, voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Dante pulls me upright, pressing my back against his chest. His hands roam over my body—my stomach, my hips, my breasts—while I let my head fall back onto his shoulder. He’s breathing harder now, his composure finally cracking.

I reach down and guide his hand between my legs, pressing his fingers against the soaked fabric. He rubs, slowly at first, then faster, until I’m writhing on the table, moaning for both men to hear.

Oliver’s therapist steps away, giving him privacy—or maybe just not wanting to be part of the drama. Oliver’s hand is under his towel now, moving in time with Dante’s. I lock eyes with him, making sure he sees everything.

Dante slides my thong aside, fingers slipping inside me. I gasp, louder this time, and Oliver’s eyes widen.

“Oh, fuck,” I say, arching into Dante’s hand. “God, you’re good.”

Dante’s fingers move expertly, every stroke sending shocks of pleasure through me. I grind against him, shameless, wanting Oliver to see how much I want this.

I reach up, grabbing Dante’s wrist, and hold it tight as I come, shuddering and gasping. I don’t hide it. Oliver needs to hear every sound and see every twitch of my body.

When it’s over, I collapse onto the table, spent and satisfied. Dante leans over, lips brushing my ear.

“You’re incredible,” he murmurs.

I smile, turning my head so Oliver can see my face. “Thank you, Dante,” I say, sweet as sugar.

I roll onto my back, legs splayed, towel forgotten on the floor. I look at Oliver, and for a moment, there’s only the two of us—the ache, the humiliation, the raw hunger.

He’s still touching himself, slow and desperate, eyes locked on mine.

I crook a finger at him. “Come here, Ollie.”

He stands, trembling, and crosses the room. He looks at Dante, unsure, but Dante just smiles and steps back.

I pull Oliver down beside me, kissing him hard, tasting salt and longing on his lips. I grab his hand and press it between my legs, letting him feel how wet I am.

“This is what I want,” I whisper. “Don’t you want it, too?”

He nods, eyes shining. “Yes.”

I stroke his cock through the towel, then slip my hand under it, fingers wrapping around him. He’s so hard it hurts.

Dante watches from the corner, arms folded, a satisfied grin on his face. Sarah appears at the door, clipboard in hand, and surveys the scene with open amusement.

She makes a note and says, “Your next appointment is in three weeks. Shall I book the same suite?”

I laugh, breathless. “Absolutely.”

She closes the door, and the click echoes in the quiet.

For the next hour, I let Oliver touch me, taste me, do everything he’s ever been too afraid to ask for. Dante helps, sometimes; sometimes he just watches. The curtain doesn’t matter. Nothing matters except the heat, the ache, the beautiful ruin of it all.

When it’s over, we lie tangled on the table, skin slick with oil and sweat, bodies spent and sated.

I close my eyes, smiling.

This is what I came for.


Chapter 2

The corridor to the dual suite is a tunnel of anticipation, each step amplifying the tension that’s been building since we arrived. The carpet is so plush it muffles the click of my heels, but not the sound of my pulse, hammering with the thrill of what I’m about to do.

Inside, the suite is everything Sarah promised and more—a study in contrasts: warm candlelight against cool marble, the hiss of scented mist from some hidden vent, the slow heartbeat of ambient trip-hop that makes even the air feel liquid. A sheer silk curtain divides the room, offering no privacy. Two tables, each covered in crisp white linens and framed by low glass shelves holding vials of oils and lotions that glint like jewels.

Dante stands at the foot of the left-hand table, all confidence and coiled muscle. He gives me a nod that’s both deferential and intimate, as if we’re co-conspirators in some private game.

Oliver hovers at my side, hands balled in the pockets of his slacks, eyes wide. He’s trying to maintain dignity, but every line of his body is taut with dread and longing.

I glance at the curtain, then at Dante. “We’re a little early, aren’t we?”

He checks his watch, then flashes a smile that’s all teeth. “Lily should be along any moment for your husband.”

The word lands on Oliver like a slap. He flinches, but covers it with a cough. I decide to give him a show.

I reach for the zipper at the nape of my dress. “May as well get comfortable,” I say, drawing it down with exaggerated slowness. The fabric parts with a sigh, baring the length of my back. I let the dress fall, pooling at my ankles. I step out, careful to keep my eyes on Oliver’s face.

His gaze snags on my body, then jerks away, then returns, greedy and ashamed. Underneath, I wear nothing but a wisp of lace—panties the color of moonlight, and a bra so sheer it may as well be nothing at all. My skin prickles in the chill, nipples stiffening beneath the gauze.

Dante looks, but only for a heartbeat, then returns to the array of bottles on his station. I appreciate his restraint, almost as much as I appreciate the way his eyes linger just a second too long.

I walk to my table, trailing the curtain with my fingers. “Oliver, will you unzip me?” My voice is innocent, but we both know it’s a command.

He crosses the insufficient space, hands trembling as he reaches for the hook at the center of my back. His knuckles brush my skin, and I feel the electricity in his touch. I lean into him, letting my ass press against his groin, just to remind him of what’s at stake.

He swallows. I can feel his erection, hard and desperate through his trousers, as he unfastens the last clasp.

I step away, letting the slip fall away from my shoulders. Only my lingerie and wedding band adorn me. I catch Oliver’s reflection in the glass wall—his mouth slightly open, eyes dark with hunger and humiliation.

Dante clears his throat. “If you’d like to lie face-down, Mrs. Matthews, we can begin with your shoulders.”

I climb onto the table, every movement deliberate. I stretch out, arms above my head, legs parted just enough to be obscene. The towel is there, but I ignore it.

Through the curtain, I see movement as Lily arrives. She is small and severe, with hair cropped close to her skull and eyes like polished stone. She gives Oliver a tight, professional smile. “Mr. Matthews? Please undress to your comfort level and lie on your stomach.”

He hesitates, then starts unbuttoning his shirt, hands fumbling with the tiny buttons. He keeps glancing at me, as if hoping I’ll intervene, but I just smile and rest my chin on my folded arms, watching him strip.

He’s in decent shape, all things considered—narrow waist, strong back, skin flushed with nerves. Revealing black boxer briefs that do little to conceal his arousal, he peels off his undershirt, followed by his pants. He hesitates at the waistband, then glances at me for approval.

I raise my eyebrows. “Don’t be shy, Ollie.”

He drops the briefs, face flaming, and climbs onto his table. Lily drapes a towel over his hips, but not before I glimpse his cock—stiff, leaking, utterly betraying him.

I look at Dante, who raises a single eyebrow in silent amusement. I wink at him, then settle in, luxuriating in my nakedness.

The candles flicker, casting moving shadows on the ceiling. The trip-hop thrum vibrates in my bones. I close my eyes and surrender to the moment, knowing Oliver’s humiliation is just beginning.

But it’s not just about him. The thrill burns in me, too—a slow, wicked ache that starts in my belly and radiates out, turning every nerve ending electric.

Dante approaches, hands slick with oil, and places them on my shoulders. His touch is at once professional and deeply intimate—confident, assured, with just enough pressure to make me moan. I arch into him, letting my breasts flatten against the linen, the cold air raising goosebumps along my arms.

On the other side of the curtain, I hear Lily murmuring to Oliver, her voice low and clinical. “Relax. Breathe deeply. Let your muscles go slack.”

I know he’s trying, but I also know he’s listening to every sound I make. Every soft gasp, every whispered instruction I give Dante, is a spike through his composure.

I open my eyes and glance sideways. The curtain is sheer enough that I can see Oliver’s outline—his head turned toward me, his knuckles white on the edge of the table.

I give him a slow, deliberate smile, then close my eyes again and let Dante’s hands work their way down my back.

The oil is warm, almost hot, and the scent—something spicy, with a hint of citrus—fills my lungs. Dante’s hands are strong and knowing, finding every knot of tension and unspelling it with ruthless efficiency.

He works lower, fingers digging into the muscles at the base of my spine. I arch, letting my hips rise off the table. The towel slips, baring the curve of my ass. I hear Oliver’s breath hitch, and it sends a jolt of pleasure through me.

Dante doesn’t replace the towel. Instead, he lets his hands wander, massaging the top of my thighs, the crease where leg meets hip. His touch lingers, and I shiver, not from cold but from anticipation.

On the other side, Lily is silent, but I can hear the rhythmic slap of oil being applied, the wet sound of hands on skin. I imagine her working Oliver’s muscles, her small hands dwarfed by his frame, her expression impassive as she kneads away his shame.

I wonder if she knows what’s happening on this side of the curtain. I wonder if she cares.

I lift my head and look back at Oliver. His eyes are glazed, his lips are parted, and his chest is heaving. I hold his gaze, then reach back and cup my ass, spreading myself slightly for him to see.

Dante’s hands pause, just for a second, then resume their slow, relentless path down my legs.

I let my head fall forward, hair spilling across the table, and bite back a moan.

The power is exquisite. The humiliation is delicious.

And the night is just beginning.

Dante’s palms hover over my back for a moment, his breath slow and steady as he warms the oil between his hands. I can feel the heat from his skin even before he touches me, the scent of spiced citrus curling in the air—an olfactory leash, pulling me into the moment.

The warm, slick oil spreads as he sweeps his hand broadly across my shoulders. His movements show his confident understanding of the body and the fine line between pleasure and pain. Each stroke of his thumb finds a new tension, each squeeze forces a gasp from my lips.

I let the first sound slip out, soft and breathy, just loud enough to float over the music and the hum of the vent. I intended the sound for Oliver, of course. Through the curtain, his shape is rigid, head turned to listen.

Dante works lower, fingers digging into the knots beneath my shoulder blades. The towel that protected my modesty is an afterthought; every movement shifts it further down until it bunches uselessly at my hips. He doesn’t fix it. Instead, his hands glide down, slow and methodical, tracing the curve of my spine.

I arch under his touch, letting my ass lift off the table in a silent invitation. He presses down, holding me in place, and kneads the muscles at the base of my back until I cry out—a genuine sound this time, sharp and helpless.

The oil is everywhere now, pooling in the small of my back, dripping onto the sheet. Dante’s hands slide lower, to the tops of my thighs, where he pauses, fingers splayed. I can feel the strength in his grip, the careful restraint.

I open my eyes and look toward the curtain. Oliver is watching, his form tense and shivering. Lily’s hands move over his shoulders, gentle and precise, but his entire focus is on me.

“Does that feel good, Mrs. Matthews?” Dante’s voice is smooth as silk.

“Perfect,” I murmur, and let out another moan, longer this time.

He grins, unseen but felt, and starts working the oil into my thighs. His thumbs dig into the flesh, spreading my legs further with each pass. The sheet beneath me is slick, and every time he presses, my hips slide forward on the table, until I’m splayed wide, nothing left to the imagination.

On the other side, Lily’s tone is almost scolding. “Try to relax, Mr. Matthews. You’re very tense.”

“I’m… I’m trying,” Oliver stammers. His voice cracks on the last word.

I smile into the linen, then arch my back again, giving Dante better access. He takes it, hands moving in slow, deliberate circles higher and higher up my thighs, until he’s massaging the crease just below my ass, fingers brushing the edge of my panties.

I let out another sound, this one a whimper. The humiliation is so sweet it aches.

Dante’s hands pause at the border of propriety. He leans in, his lips near my ear. “Let me know if you want anything… deeper.”

I shiver. “Not yet,” I say, voice trembling.

He continues, a metronome of pleasure and restraint, working every inch of skin until I am pliant and helpless. The oil runs in thin streams down my legs, pooling at my knees before dripping to the floor.

I glance again at Oliver. He’s desperate, wild-eyed, his face twisted in anguish. Lily’s hands are small and pale against the width of his back, moving in mechanical precision. She is oblivious or pretends to be.

I want to break him.

I moan again, louder, and let the sound draw out until it’s almost a sob. Dante answers with increased pressure, his hands now sliding under me, lifting my hips off the table as he kneads the tops of my inner thighs.

I grip the edges of the table, knuckles white, and angle my body so Oliver can see the silhouette of my breasts pressed against the sheet. I picture his face—hungry, mortified, helpless.

The contrast is exquisite. On this side of the curtain, Dante’s touch is fire, his attention undivided and absolute. On the other, cold, professional detachment affects Oliver. I am adored; he is ignored.

Dante’s hands slow, then stop, and he covers my body with a heated towel, trapping the oil and the heat beneath. He leans down, lips brushing my ear again.

“Turn over,” he whispers.

I do, rolling onto my back. The towel slips, baring my chest. I keep my arms above my head, letting him look.

He drinks me in with his eyes, then resumes the massage, hands on my collarbones, my neck, the tops of my breasts. He’s careful, never crossing the line, but his touch is so close it burns.

I hear Lily’s voice through the music: “You can turn over, Mr. Matthews, if you wish.”

There’s a rustle as Oliver moves, the sound of the towel shifting, a grunt as he rolls onto his back. I know he’s exposed now, cock hard and shining in the candlelight. I wonder if Lily notices, if she cares.

Dante’s hands move lower, across my stomach, fingers tracing the ridges of muscle. His touch skims the waistband of my panties, pausing, then pressing down just above the mound of my sex. I gasp, lifting my hips involuntarily.

“Is this okay?” he asks, all false innocence.

“Yes,” I whisper, “please.”

He massages the tops of my thighs, spreading my legs even further, until the sheet soaks and tangles beneath me. The humiliation is total. I can feel Oliver’s eyes on me, burning through the curtain, and I revel in it.

Dante’s hands are everywhere, pushing me to the edge. I close my eyes, letting the pleasure build, letting the shame become the only thing I can feel.

On the other side, Oliver is silent, defeated. Lily works on, oblivious.

I open my eyes and stare at the ceiling, letting the tears leak down the sides of my face, mixing with the oil and sweat.

I am owned, possessed, devoured.

And I have never felt more alive.

Dante switches to a fresh bottle of oil, the pop of the cap loud in the stillness. He pours a stream across my thighs, the liquid shockingly warm, then slicks his palms together before resuming. His fingers knead up from my knees, digging into the tension at the tops of my legs. I spread for him, not shy—never shy—splaying my knees wide and pressing the insides of my thighs into his hands.

He pauses, the pretense of professionalism thinning. But I don’t let it break. I flex my toes, arch my back, and sigh, “Lower, please,” my voice velvet and just loud enough to drift across the curtain.

On the other side, Oliver’s form stiffens. I can feel the way his attention sharpens, the way his breathing hitches. He’s desperate to see, to hear, to know.

Dante’s thumbs glide up, circling closer to the edge of my panties. He kneads the flesh, pushing deeper, then slides his hands beneath the thin lace, gripping the meat of my ass with hungry precision. He works me, stretching and squeezing, and I let my moans come louder, less controlled.

I reach back, fisting the edge of the table for leverage, then angle my hips up so that I’m almost presenting for him. The motion is vulgar, but that’s the point. Through the thin mesh of the curtain, I see Oliver’s head turn, eyes locked on my silhouette.

Dante’s breathing is heavier now, though he tries to keep it even. His hands slide higher, thumbs brushing the seam of my cunt through the soaked lace. I gasp and wriggle, hips rolling into his touch.

On the other side, Lily says, “Relax, Mr. Matthews. You’re holding your breath.”

“I’m—” he starts, voice strangled. “I’m fine.”

I stifle a laugh. “Harder,” I whisper to Dante, so softly it’s almost a secret. He obliges, digging in, massaging the tension from my thighs and the ache from my ass. My body melts into the table, every nerve ending tuned to his touch.

He moves lower, cupping my calves, then up again, tracing the line from ankle to hip. Each pass is slower, more deliberate, less a massage and more a seduction. The oil amplifies every sensation, turning skin to silk.

I shiver, letting the pleasure ripple through me. I want Oliver to hear it, to feel the humiliation and the arousal, to know what it is to want and not have.

Dante leans in, lips close to my ear. “You’re very responsive.”

“I know,” I say, voice edged with a dare.

He shifts, positioning himself between my legs, and resumes. His fingers slip under the waistband of my panties, working them down until they’re bunched at my knees. I don’t resist. The air hits my slick skin and I gasp, letting the sound carry.

I know Oliver can see the outline, can hear every wet, obscene sound. I moan louder, pushing back against Dante’s hands, giving him everything.

Dante’s composure cracks; his hands are rougher, greedier. He spreads my ass, thumbs dipping to tease the tight ring there before sliding forward, parting my folds with expert pressure. He doesn’t enter me, not yet—just strokes, circles, brushes, building the tension.

“Please,” I whimper, and I don’t care how desperate it sounds.

On the other side, Lily is oblivious, or pretending. “Focus on your breathing,” she tells Oliver, who is trembling now, his towel tented and damp.

I grind against the table, against Dante’s hand, chasing the friction. “More,” I beg, for Oliver’s benefit as much as my own.

Dante answers, slipping two fingers into me with a slow, deliberate thrust. I cry out, the sound high and raw. He pumps, twisting his hand, the heel pressing against my clit in rhythm. The pleasure is white-hot, relentless.

I let go of the table, fists clutching at the sheet. I rock back, fucking myself on his fingers, panting and cursing, not caring if anyone else in the spa can hear.

Through the curtain, Oliver is a wreck. He’s writhing on the table, hips jerking with every noise I make. I catch his eyes, wide and shining, and I hold them as I come.

It crashes through me—a violent, shuddering orgasm that rips through my whole body, leaves me sobbing and shaking, spread out and exposed. Dante doesn’t stop, working me through every spasm, every aftershock, until I am limp and boneless, melted into the table.

I lay there, gasping, sweat cooling on my skin. The room is spinning, the air thick with the scent of sex and oil.

Dante wipes his hands, then covers me with a fresh, heated towel. He leans close, lips brushing my temple. “You were perfect.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, voice ruined.

He steps back, letting me bask in the afterglow.

On the other side, Oliver is silent, shattered. Lily is toweling him off, her touch impersonal. He looks at me through the curtain, face streaked with tears and sweat, cock still hard and untouched.

I smile, lazy and triumphant.

When the session ends, Dante helps me off the table, steadying me as I wobble on weak legs. I pull my panties up, not bothering with the bra or dress, and walk to the curtain.

I pause, watching Oliver as he sits up, towel in his lap, face flushed and broken.

“You okay, darling?” I ask, voice sugar-sweet.

He nods, unable to meet my eyes.

I step closer, so the curtain barely separates us. “Next time,” I purr, “maybe you’ll ask for what you want.”

I leave him with that, walking out of the room on trembling legs, Dante’s scent on my skin and Oliver’s defeat burning like sunlight on my back.

The night air is sharp, clean, erasing the heat of the suite. I button my coat, slip into my heels, and wait for Oliver at the end of the corridor.

He arrives minutes later, eyes downcast, hands shaking.

I take his arm, guiding him toward the elevator.

“We should do this again,” I say, and laugh as the doors close, sealing us together in our exquisite, private hell.


Chapter 3

The massage suite is a hush of candlelight and shadow, the air heavy with orange blossom and sandalwood, like a memory you can’t quite trust. I’m naked except for the merest slip of a towel, barely enough to cover the curve of my hips—Sarah’s idea of modesty. The table’s linen is warm under my skin, but the air bites cool at every inch Dante’s hands leave uncovered.

He starts at my shoulders, working oil into the muscle with a force that’s just shy of violence. I let my arms hang loose, exposing the delicate seam where back meets biceps. His hands are huge, the fingers long and clever, made for both breaking and mending. He’s so close I can hear the faint rasp of his breathing, a metronome to pace the slow, deliberate strokes that work me open, molecule by molecule.

There’s a thin curtain between me and Oliver, a joke of a boundary. I see his shadow moving on the other side, restless as a caged dog. Sometimes Lily’s voice breaks the hush—steady, clinical, almost motherly—coaching him to relax. It makes me want to laugh, but I hold it in, knowing that’s a pleasure better delayed.

Dante’s hands are relentless. He digs his thumbs into the base of my neck, thumbs the spine all the way down, then splays his fingers to cup the wings of my shoulder blades. My skin tingles, oil pooling in the hollow at the small of my back. With every pass, the towel rides lower. By the time he finishes with my upper body, it’s little more than a suggestion, draped across my ass like a flag of surrender.

I make a point of moaning—exaggerated, theatrical, the sound that will echo in Oliver’s head for days. “Oh, fuck, right there.” My voice is syrup, thick.

Dante pauses, squeezing my trapezius until it almost hurts. “Tension’s worse than last time. You work too hard.”

I turn my head, enough to glimpse Oliver’s silhouette through the silk. He has his head twisted toward me, lying flat on his stomach with a tight jaw. “You hear that, Oliver? Maybe you should take notes from Dante. His hands are… superhuman.”

There’s a stifled cough from the other side. I smile into the crook of my arm and let my body go limp, feigning surrender.

Dante works lower, oiling the expanse of my back, his fingers tracing every ridge of vertebrae. He kneads the muscles along my ribs, then sweeps down, skimming just above the swell of my ass. Goosebumps chase his touch. I arch into it, hips lifting slightly off the table, the gesture unmistakable.

His hands hesitate, barely, then resume—bolder now, as if someone gave him permission. He cups my hip bones, kneading circles into the flesh, then thumbs the top of my glutes, working the oil deep. The towel slips, exposing the top curve, and he doesn’t fix it. Neither do I.

The music is nothing, a slow throb that vibrates in the bones. The only genuine sound is the wet glide of oil and the tiny, involuntary noises that escape when Dante finds a spot no one else ever has.

I steal another look at Oliver. He’s rigid, his hands gripping the table, knuckles bone-white. There’s something obscene in the way he watches—like a child at the zoo, horrified and fascinated all at once.

Dante’s touch grows lighter, almost a caress. He runs his fingers along the outer edge of my thigh, tracing the border between towel and bare skin. I make a show of shifting my legs, spreading them a fraction wider.

I moan again, softer this time, but drawn out, a slow unraveling of the sound. “God, your hands are so big,” I say, turning my voice up just loud enough to cross the curtain. “Bigger than my husband’s. You could break me in half if you wanted.”

Dante laughs, rough. “That would defeat the purpose, Mrs. Matthews.”

I wiggle my ass, letting the towel slide down another inch. “You should try harder,” I murmur, and let my eyes flutter closed.

The oil is everywhere now, coating my back and thighs in a sheen that gleams in the candlelight. I feel like a work of art, some primitive fertility idol, all curves and sweat and glistening skin.

Dante moves to the side of the table, working the outer thigh with both hands, thumbs digging into the flesh just above the knee. He works up, inch by inch, until his hands are at the junction of thigh and ass, kneading the tension away. Every time his fingers brush the towel’s edge, my breath hitches. He notices.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he says, voice pitched for intimacy.

“It’s not enough,” I answer, loud enough for Oliver.

There’s a little whimper from the other side, the sound of skin shifting on vinyl. I open my eyes and watch Oliver’s shadow move, the rise and fall of his back as he tries to control his breathing.

I don’t hide my smile.

Dante’s hands slide under the towel, palming my ass in both hands. He spreads me, thumbs pressing into the hollow above the hip, working the muscle in slow, relentless circles. I arch my back, pushing into his grip, making sure Oliver sees the way my body responds—how the goosebumps rise, how my spine bows in a perfect arc.

He holds me there, stretched and helpless, for a long, silent minute. Then, without warning, he slaps the flesh—hard enough to sting, but not enough to bruise. I gasp, the sound sharp and wild.

On the other side, Oliver’s breath hitches again. I can almost hear the way his hands fist in the sheets.

Dante leans in, his lips close to my ear. “You like the pain?”

I turn my head, baring my throat. “I like whatever you give me.”

He grins, the heat of his breath tickling my skin, then resumes the massage. His hands are everywhere—my ass, my thighs, my lower back—each touch more intimate than the last. The towel is a joke now, bunched at my knees.

I catch Oliver’s eye through the curtain, his face flushed and desperate. I mouth the words: Are you watching?

He nods, a tiny, broken gesture.

I moan again, this time for real. The pleasure is electric, coursing up my spine and spilling out in ragged, open-mouthed gasps. Dante’s hands are poetry, and I am the blank page.

He works lower, massaging the calves and feet, then back up, never losing contact with my skin. Every pass is a tease, a promise of more. I feel my body hum. The nerves light up like a string of Christmas lights.

I whisper, “Don’t stop,” and he doesn’t.

The room is nothing but heat and oil and the sound of my pleasure echoing off the stone walls. I think I hear Lily say something to Oliver, but I can’t make out the words. It doesn’t matter. All that matters is Dante’s hands, and the delicious burn in every muscle.

He pauses, covers my ass with both palms, and squeezes hard. “You’re perfect,” he says, so softly only I can hear.

I shiver, letting the compliment settle into my bones.

Then he covers me with a warm towel, trapping the heat and the scent and the memory of his hands.

I lie there, limp and boneless, smiling into the darkness.

Through the curtain, Oliver’s shadow is silent. I know he’s watching. I want him to watch.

I want him to remember this forever.

The towel covering my hips is damp with oil and heat, a sodden apology for the spectacle of my body. Dante peels it back, revealing the full length of my legs, then warms more oil between his palms. He moves to the foot of the table, grabs my ankles, and drags me two inches closer to the edge. It’s a possessive gesture, and I don’t miss the tremor that goes through Oliver’s silhouette as he sees it.

Dante’s hands start at my calves, squeezing slowly, working their way up, the pressure deep and relentless. He finds the knot behind my left knee and thumbs it until my whole leg jumps. His other hand presses firmly on my ankle, pinning me.

I flex my toes, wriggling them for the audience. “You’re really getting into it,” I say, for Oliver’s benefit.

Dante doesn’t answer, just works higher, the oil making his grip slide so he can cover more skin with every pass. By the time he’s at my mid-thigh, I’m squirming, not from discomfort but from the electric anticipation of what comes next.

On the other side of the curtain, Lily has moved to Oliver’s lower back. Her voice is a cool constant, instructing him to “breathe,” to “let go.” I doubt he’s heard a word. His hips are flush to the table, but I can tell he’s dying to turn and see what Dante’s hands are doing to me.

Dante kneads my thighs, strong fingers digging in, rolling the muscle under his palms. He spreads my legs wider, so wide my knees spill off the sides of the table. I arch my back and let the movement open me, expose everything.

“Oh, fuck, Dante,” I moan, louder than necessary. “That feels—” I fake a gasp, knowing Oliver’s probably sweating bullets on his table.

Dante leans over my shoulder, his mouth grazing my ear. “If you want, I can show you the real relaxation technique,” he murmurs, so low only I can hear.

I turn my head, lips brushing his jawline. “Do it.”

He straightens, wipes his hands on a towel, and then reaches for the little shelf built into the massage table. There’s a click, and the faint blue LED of something electronic flickers in the dim.

I know what it is. Sarah had hinted about this—some high-end spa toy, imported medical grade, “for the most discerning clients.” In the cabinet's glass, I see Dante holding it: not a wand, not a bullet, but a sleek, curved thing, contoured and elegant. It’s not subtle, and I adore that.

Dante coats it with oil, rolls it in his hands until it’s slick. Then he sets it on my inner thigh, not quite between my legs. The vibration is a whisper. At first, a gentle tremor that sinks into my skin and radiates up my spine.

I push my hips into the table, spreading my legs as far as they’ll go. The anticipation is sweeter than the sensation.

On the other side, Lily’s hands have moved to Oliver’s thighs. She strokes him with measured, cool movements, occasionally grazing his buttocks or inner thigh before pulling back. She’s toying with him, the same as Dante is with me, and I recognize the look of agony in his silhouette—hips grinding into nothing, fists buried under the table.

Dante keeps the toy against my skin, letting it buzz up my thigh, closer and closer to the heat pooling between my legs. He’s patient, torturing me with the slow approach, until I’m whimpering and arching and grinding into the table like an animal in heat.

“Your husband can’t hear us if we whisper,” he says, voice almost a growl.

I look over my shoulder, a smirk curling my lip. “I want him to hear.”

He slides the tip of the vibrator up, pausing just at the crease between thigh and cunt, then circles there, never quite making contact. I’m so wet I can feel the air prick my skin.

“Honey,” I call out, voice dripping with mock sweetness, “Dante’s using a special tool on me now. He says it’s amazing for tension. Maybe you should try it after he’s done with me.”

There’s a choked noise from Oliver, not quite a word.

Dante cranks the setting higher, the vibration now a thrumming, relentless pulse. He dips it between my legs, pressing it against the slick fold of skin, rolling it in slow circles. I cry out, real this time, the pleasure like a live wire.

Through the curtain, I see Oliver’s head snap up, his body rigid, desperate to see. Lily’s hands have stilled, her voice now a gentle, patronizing hum. “Relax, Mr. Matthews. You’re safe here.”

I shiver, the contradiction delicious.

Dante pushes the toy harder, and the tip slips inside me, gliding in on a tide of oil and need. He twists it, finding the perfect spot, and holds it there, relentless, until my whole body is shaking.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he whispers.

“It’s not enough.” I pant, eyes locked on Oliver’s ruined face through the curtain. “Harder.”

He obliges, driving the toy deeper, his other hand splayed across the small of my back, pinning me in place. I claw at the table, the sound of my own moans so loud I know the whole spa must be hearing.

Dante leans in again, lips at my ear. “Is it better than your husband?”

“So much better,” I gasp, making sure Oliver can hear every word. “He could never—oh, fuck, yes—never do this.”

The hum of the massager is a living thing, a hungry insect pressed to the thinnest membrane of my desire. Dante cradles it in his palm, oiling the length with slow, devotional care, then parts my thighs with a command as old as fire. I feel the first touch at my entrance—an electric promise—and I arch my back, greedy for more.

He slides it inside, slow at first, the curve designed to catch every nerve, every pulse. The pressure is relentless, the vibration a thousand tiny detonations that race up my spine and explode behind my eyes. I grip the edge of the table, digging crescents into the vinyl, my whole body lifting to meet him.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I gasp, the sound ripped from somewhere deep. “Dante, don’t stop.”

He doesn’t. He works the toy in and out with ruthless precision, one hand holding my hip steady while the other manipulates the controls—more power, more speed, never enough. The world narrows to the point of contact, the slick, insistent pressure that turns my insides to magma.

I want Oliver to hear, to see, to drown in the humiliation of it. I twist my head, catch his shape through the curtain. He’s trying to sit up, desperate for a better view, but Lily’s hands are on his shoulders, holding him down. She leans in, lips brushing his ear, whispering something that makes him shudder.

Dante ups the ante. He slides his free hand under my chest, cups my breast, and pinches the nipple until it aches. The pain is a perfect counterpoint to the pleasure, a feedback loop that drives me higher. I moan, louder now, uncaring, the sound bouncing off the marble and glass.

“Oh god, Oliver,” I call out, voice soaked in pleasure and cruelty, “I’ve felt nothing this good before. Try it—if you can handle it.”

There’s a strangled noise from the other table, a plea or a curse. I can’t tell.

Dante leans in, breath hot in my ear. “Is it bigger than your husband?” he whispers, the words a blade and a balm.

I meet his eyes, then turn my head so the curtain can’t hide me from Oliver’s gaze. “So much bigger,” I moan, letting the words hang between us, “and so much better. You should see how deep it goes, honey.”

I push back on the toy, grinding into it, my body a map of want. Dante’s grip tightens on my breast, his other hand working the toy with brutal expertise. The pleasure builds, inexorable, until I’m shaking on the table, sweat streaking my spine and pooling at the base of my neck.

“Look at me, Oliver,” I command, voice wrecked. “Watch what actual pleasure looks like.”

He does. I can see his face through the curtain, contorted with longing and shame, tears leaking down his cheeks. Lily’s hands are gentle but unyielding, keeping him pinned, forcing him to witness every spasm, every sob of ecstasy that wracks my body.

I come like a storm, legs kicking, toes curled and clawing at the air. The noise I make is feral, unfiltered, the sound of a woman breaking herself open for the world to see. Dante keeps the toy moving, merciless, until I’m spent and sobbing, drool pooling on the table, muscles refusing to obey.

He withdraws the toy with a flourish, then wipes me down with a heated towel, every touch a benediction. He covers me gently, tucks the sheet under my arms, and stands back, watching me with the smug pride of a master craftsman.

On the other side, defeat destroyed Oliver. Evidence tents the towel over his hips, and defeat streaks his face. Lily strokes his hair, murmuring comfort, but her eyes meet mine across the partition, and I see the glint of admiration.

I close my eyes, letting the aftershocks roll through me, letting the shame and pride and pleasure tangle together until I can’t tell them apart.

When I open them again, Dante is at my side, offering a glass of water. I take it, sip slowly, my hands still trembling.

He leans in, a voice pitched for just us. “You’re a goddess,” he says.

I smile, lazy and satisfied. “Tell my husband. Maybe he’ll believe you.”

Dante laughs, then slips away, leaving me alone in the scented dark.

On the other side, Oliver is silent, eyes fixed on the ceiling, tears drying on his cheeks.

I stretch out, occupying every inch of the table, owning the space, the moment, the memory.

I want this etched into both our brains, the way pain and pleasure become legend.

I want him to remember this forever.


Chapter 4

The room is thick with heat and the tang of sex, a fog of oil and sweat clinging to my skin like a second, sluttier epidermis. Dante wipes me down with the precision of a surgeon and the pride of an artist, then drapes a fresh sheet over my back. The spectacle shatters and hollows out Oliver’s shadow through the curtain. I lie there, flush with the afterglow, feeling the slow ooze of self-satisfaction worm its way into every synapse.

But I’m not done. Not even close.

“Take down the curtain,” I say, and Dante smiles as if he’s been waiting for the order all night.

He slides the track aside with a flick of his wrist. The silk puddles on the floor, removing the last feeble suggestion of privacy. Oliver blinks at the sudden exposure, his eyes wild and rimmed red. Lily stands behind him, expressionless, hands folded as if waiting for the next directive.

I sit up; the towel slithering off my chest. I don’t cover myself. Why would I? My body is a weapon, and tonight, it’s aimed directly at my husband.

“Ollie,” I say, beckoning him with a crook of my finger. “Come here.”

He stands, shuffles a step closer, hands clutching the towel around his waist like a lifeline. His cock is tenting the fabric, obscene and useless.

“Drop the towel,” I say, voice sugared with contempt.

He hesitates, glances at Lily. She gives a slight nod, professional and distant, as if undressing in front of strangers is a routine prescription for men like him.

The towel falls. His cock juts forward, red and leaking, the rest of him trembling with anticipation and dread.

Dante watches, eyes hooded. He doesn’t hide his amusement. I spread my legs wider on the table, letting the sheet gap open, exposing the glistening wreckage of my cunt. Oil and come pool in the hollow at the base of my thighs. I want Oliver to see what a real man can do.

“On your knees,” I say. He instantly obeys, as if the words are branded in the hollow between his ears.

I look at Lily. “Would you be a dear and keep my husband’s hands out of the way? I’d like him to watch, but not take part.”

She nods, grabs a long, white spa towel from the counter, and binds Oliver’s wrists behind his back. Her movements are quick, clinical. He squirms, but doesn’t resist.

“You can leave anytime you want, dear.” I say, teasing. “But you’ll never get to have this again.” I touch my soaked pussy to clarify for my little cuck.

Oliver nods, his eyes focused on my soaked pussy.

Dante steps forward, looming over me. The bulge in his trousers is a promise, and when he unbuttons, it is a threat. He strips with practiced indolence, letting the uniform drop in increments—a showman’s tease, every motion meant to be watched, absorbed, catalogued. His cock, when it emerges, is as monstrous as advertised: thick, veined, the head purling with need. I see Oliver’s jaw go slack, his face draining of what little dignity he’d brought in with him.

Dante strokes himself once, twice, then drizzles a fresh line of oil down his shaft, massaging it in. “Ready, Mrs. Matthews?” he asks.

“God, yes,” I say. “Show him how it’s done.”

He climbs onto the table, knees spreading mine. The sheet is an afterthought, balled at my ankles. He lines up, then pushes in, slow at first, letting the head breach before sinking all the way in a single, brutal thrust.

I scream. It’s not performative this time. It’s just physics and anatomy colliding at terminal velocity.

Dante holds there, fully buried, then looks down the length of my body to Oliver, who is panting like a dog. “Pay attention,” Dante says, voice dark and velvet. “This is how you make her scream.”

He pulls back, then slams forward again. The table shudders, legs rattling against the tile. Oil splashes up, flecking my stomach, his abs, the edge of the vinyl.

Every thrust is a lesson. Every thrust is a rebuke.

I keep my eyes on Oliver. Every twitch, every sound, every electric jolt of pleasure Dante extracts from me—I want him to see it all. I want him to memorize the sight of another man’s cock splitting me open, the way I clutch at Dante’s arms, the way I bite my lip to keep from begging for more.

I moan, long and guttural. “Harder,” I say, because I know Oliver needs to hear it.

Dante obliges. He pistons in and out, hips slapping against my ass, the sound obscene and perfect. The room is a symphony of flesh and voice and the hollow drumbeat of ego getting pummeled.

Lily kneels beside Oliver, one hand on his shoulder, the other trailing down his chest. She keeps her face neutral, but I see the edge of a smirk on the set of her mouth. She whispers in his ear, something low and private. I imagine it’s a running commentary: See how much she loves this? See what you’ve never given her?

I lose track of time, lost in the rhythm of Dante’s fucking. The only anchor is Oliver’s face, the way it crumples and reforms with each fresh humiliation.

At the edge of orgasm, I lock eyes with him. “Look at what you’re missing, darling,” I gasp, and let the wave crash over me.

Dante fucks me through it, relentless, never slowing until I am limp and wrecked beneath him.

When he pulls out, he strokes himself to finish, aiming the hot, viscous arc across my stomach. I reach down and rub it in, letting the come mix with oil and sweat, then smear my fingers across my chest, my lips.

I look at Oliver. “Would you like a taste?”

He shakes his head, but Lily grabs a cloth, wipes some of the mess from my skin, and holds it to Oliver’s mouth. He opens, obedient, licking it clean while tears streak down his cheeks.

Dante laughs, deep and satisfied, then helps me sit up. I swing my legs off the table, letting them dangle, sticky and trembling. I feel untouchable, invincible.

Lily unties Oliver’s hands but keeps him kneeling. “You were very good,” she says, patting his hair as if he’s a pet.

I stand, walk over to him, and cradle his face in my hands. I bend low, pressing my lips to his ear. “This is your place now,” I whisper. “Watching. Wanting. Never, ever having.”

He sobs, a soft animal sound, and I kiss his forehead, tender as any lover.

I turn to Dante, still naked, still magnificent. “Same time next week?” I say, and he grins, already reaching for his phone to book the slot.

I gather my clothes, slip the silk dress over my slick, ruined body, and lead Oliver to the door. He follows, silent, cock still hard and leaking, the towel leaving a trail of pre-cum across the floor.

The receptionist gives us a look as we leave—half pity, half awe. I wink at her.

Outside, the night is cool and sharp, the city lights burning in a thousand windows.

Oliver walks beside me, eyes downcast, still shuddering with shame and need.

I loop my arm through his, pulling him close. “I love you,” I say, sweet and sincere.

He says nothing, but I can feel the truth of it, electric and unbreakable, pulsing under his skin.

We are bound now, tighter than ever.

And I am already counting the hours until next week.

#

It’s always worse the second time.

The ache in my hips is a hot, sweet thing; the aftermath of Dante’s fucking pools inside me, a slick gravity that drips down my thighs and stains the pristine vinyl. My heart hammers, my lungs work double shifts to keep up, but the room is thick with a new urgency—mine, not his.

“Lie down,” I order, voice rough with spent pleasure and raw need.

Dante obeys, dropping onto his back with the lazy grace of an apex predator full to the gills. His cock is still hard, glistening with oil and come, jutting skyward in open defiance. I climb on top of him, knees digging into the slick surface, hands planted on his chest. His skin is fever-hot, muscles flexing beneath my grip.

I hover, letting the head of his cock nudge at my entrance, then slam down in a single motion. The shock of fullness steals my breath. I grind my hips, a slow circle at first, then faster, chasing the friction. I lean back, arching, letting the curve of my spine show off for Oliver, who’s still kneeling, eyes glazed, wrists lashed in Lily’s perfect knot.

I want to break him. I want to shatter whatever pride he still holds.

I ride Dante like he’s the last man on earth. I use him, hips rising and falling, thighs trembling with the strain. My breasts bounce, slick with sweat and oil, nipples hard and aching for touch. Every time I drop, Dante grunts and grabs my hips, guiding me down onto his cock, deeper, harder, the sound of it a brutal percussion.

I look straight at Oliver and moan, long and loud, letting the sound echo in the corners of the room. “This is what a real man feels like,” I say, voice thick with cruelty and delight.

Oliver shakes, a dry sob racking his chest. His cock stands, red and twitching, leaking a steady drip onto the towel beneath him. Lily strokes his hair, petting him like an obedient dog, her other hand ghosting up and down his thigh, just out of reach of his desperate need.

Dante pistons up from the table, matching my rhythm, his abs clenching with every thrust. I rake my nails down his chest, leaving red tracks that shine in the candlelight. His hands move to my ass, kneading, spreading, using me as much as I use him.

The pleasure builds—slow at first, then violently, cresting like a wave that threatens to tear me in half. I ride it, eyes locked on Oliver’s, forcing him to witness every shudder, every shriek, every filthy pulse that wracks my body.

“Look at me,” I command, and Oliver obeys, helpless, devoured.

Dante’s hands grip my hips, fingers digging deep. “You’re gonna come for me,” he says, voice low and urgent.

“Yes,” I gasp, “fuck, yes, don’t stop, never stop—”

The orgasm slams into me, a fist in my gut, a lightning strike to the base of my skull. I scream, not caring who hears, not caring if the entire building vibrates with the sound. My body locks, every muscle taut, then shudders apart, liquid and infinite.

I collapse onto Dante’s chest, panting, lips pressed to his sweat-slick skin. He bucks up, pursuing his own climax, and I feel wave after wave of hot flood inside me until he is spent, every drop claimed and shared.

I roll off, limp and laughing, basking in the catastrophic afterglow.

Oliver is crying now, silent tears streaming down his face, cock still rigid, desperate, denied. Lily releases his wrists, but he makes no move to touch himself, just kneels there, broken and beautiful.

I crawl across the table, closing the distance between us. I grab his chin, forcing him to meet my eyes.

“This is forever, darling,” I whisper, licking a tear from his cheek. “You’ll always remember. You’ll always want.”

He nods, hollow and hopeless.

I kiss him, long, then pull away, savoring the taste of defeat on his lips.

I leave him there, ruined, as I dress. Dante helps me with my coat, his hands gentle now, almost reverent.

We walk out together, leaving Oliver kneeling on the cold tile, Lily beside him, whispering soft comfort in the language of the lost.

The city’s night air is a slap, clean and stinging. I inhale, filling my lungs with the sharp clarity of victory.

I know Oliver will follow. I know he has no choice.

This is the new world, and I am its queen.

#

After, the silence is thicker than come and heavier than grief.

I slide off Dante with a smug brief hiss, muscles liquid, every inch of skin humming. Sweat beads my back, trickling down the arch of my spine, pooling at the sweet spot above my ass. I don’t bother wiping it away. Oliver must see every trace and every drop. I want him to taste the humiliation that’s now my perfume.

I walk to him, slow and deliberate. Lily holds him upright by the shoulders, her arms a velvet vise. He doesn’t move, doesn’t even blink, just stares up at me with eyes so wide they look artificial.

I crouch beside him, my knees splayed, pussy still leaking Dante’s best effort. Dragging two fingers through the mess, I then smear a trail up Oliver’s pale, trembling chest. I reach his face and cup his cheek, thumb gliding over his lower lip. He shivers under my touch, a trembling, spent thing.

“Poor baby,” I croon, voice sugar and razor blade, “all worked up with nowhere to go.”

He whimpers. Not a word, just a sound—a puppy kicked by God.

I kiss him then, not on the lips but just beneath the corner of his mouth, a small, brutal benediction. He closes his eyes and leans into it, desperate for whatever scrap I’ll allow.

Lily releases his shoulders, but keeps his wrists bound, hands pinned behind his back. Her palms kneaded the tension in his spine, fingers lingering at the base just above his ass. She’s thorough. She’s clinical. She’s a professional.

“Leave him like that for a while,” I say to Lily, not breaking eye contact with Oliver. “Let him think about what he’s seen.”

Lily nods, a flicker of approval in her eyes.

I stand, blood rushing in a slow, triumphant tidal wave. I stalk to the counter, grab my dress, and slide it over my sticky skin. The silk clings to every curve, darkening in patches where oil and come soak through. I slip my feet into my heels, not bothering to adjust the straps, and turn to Dante.

He’s watching me with the same eyes he used for prey. I feel his gaze on my ass, on my thighs, on the streaks of sweat and come that slick my skin. He smirks, then tosses me my purse, the gesture both casual and intimate.

“Next week?” he asks, voice a purr.

“Sooner, if you’re free,” I shoot back, and he laughs, delighted.

I pull out my phone and hand it to him. “Put your number in. I don’t want to go through reception again.”

He types it in, then kisses the screen before handing it back.

I turn back to Oliver, still kneeling, cock purple and angry, a single strand of pre-cum dangling from the tip. He’s a monument to denial, to unspent hunger.

I crouch again, tucking a strand of hair behind his ear. “This is your place now,” I whisper, soft as silk. “Watching. Wanting. Obeying.”

He nods, eyes flooded with submission and shame.

I press my lips to his temple, breathing him in, then pull away. “Let’s go,” I say, grabbing his arm and hauling him to his feet. He staggers, unsteady, but doesn’t resist.

Lily unties his wrists, gives him a last, gentle pat on the back.

He doesn’t look at her. He doesn’t look at anyone but me.

We leave, the air outside biting at my skin, the city’s night a rush of neon and exhaust and distant sirens. I walk ahead, heels clacking, Oliver two steps behind, head down, hands at his sides. The world feels sharper, cleaner, as if I’ve peeled away a layer and found something meaner and more beautiful beneath.

At the car, I unlock the doors and slide into the driver’s seat. Oliver buckles in beside me, silent, his breathing shallow and ragged.

I start the engine, put the car in gear, and peel out of the lot.

He doesn’t say a word the entire way home. But I know he’s thinking about the next time.

So am I.


Hidden Rankings Humiliation


Chapter 1

The sound of the front door unlocking is subtle, almost apologetic. I step inside, toeing off my shoes onto the mat with a flick only an obsessive could engineer. The air is already thick with the scent of espresso and the faint, institutional whiff of Paul’s aftershave—Ambition, some marketing intern’s idea of gravitas. I listen for a moment, registering the muted cadence of keyboard strokes from the living room, and allow myself a private smile.

He’s home early. Perfect.

I set my briefcase on the console table with a gentle clack, then slide out of my charcoal blazer, folding it with geometric precision over my arm. My skirt, a muted houndstooth, glides across my hips as I move down the hall. I calculated every step. The whole day, every hour leading up to this moment, a careful orchestration.

I enter controlled but casual. Paul, hunched over his phone on the sofa with a slightly canted posture, resembles a corporate auditor—all focus and suppressed anxiety. He doesn’t look up, but his left hand hovers over the laptop perched on the coffee table, two fingers tapping a slow, irregular beat.

I clear my throat. He jumps, tenses, then recomposes himself with an awkward smile. “You’re back early,” he says, pushing up his wire rims. “Everything okay?”

“Board meeting ended early.” My voice is calm, a practiced instrument. I drape my blazer over the armrest, never taking my eyes off him. “You?”

He shrugs, attempting nonchalance. “Market’s dead. I figured I’d get a head start on the deck for next week.” His eyes flick to my hands, to the thin gold band, to the laptop—then back to me. He’s not a man gifted with guile, not really.

I reach for the fridge, pour myself a glass of seltzer, and drink half in one swallow. From the corner of my eye, I catch him scanning the laptop, noting the open tab, the blue favicon that signals my “other” life.

He hesitates. I don’t.

I cross the room and lower myself onto the opposite sofa, careful to align my knees and clasp my hands in my lap. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” I say, tone deliberately mild.

He glances at the laptop again. “Did you mean to leave this open?”

“Does it matter?”

A pulse of pink flushes his neck. “I—” He pauses, tongue worrying the inside of his cheek. “I just, uh, clicked out of habit. I thought it was your work stuff.”

“Clearly it’s not.” I lean forward, all business. “You found it. So ask.”

His jaw works for a second, then: “What is this?”

I suppress a smile. “It’s exactly what it appears to be.”

He draws the laptop closer, eyes squinting as he rereads the top line of the review. “You’re posting… this. In public?”

“Anonymously. To a selective community.” I sip my seltzer. “It’s not as uncommon as you think.”

He fumbles for the words. “You wrote this about—” His hand spasms, sending the cursor lurching down the screen. “Him?” His voice is higher, wounded. “And that’s… me?”

I study him for a long, silent moment. Paul in crisis is Paul at his most honest. He wants to be angry, to bark and posture, but all he manages is this—hands trembling, voice thin and brittle.

“Yes,” I say. “And yes.”

He scrolls, too fast, then too slow, halting at a phrase in bold italics: “Had potential but lacked the stamina to finish the job. Smaller than advertised, if we’re being honest. Still, at least he tried.” His lips part, then close.

I watch the vein in his temple, see the words etching themselves into his psyche.

“You ranked me,” he says, the words barely audible. “Out of—how many?”

I shrug. “Does it matter?”

He laughs, hollow. “You put me last.”

I uncross and recross my legs, letting the hem of my skirt ride a fraction higher. “Statistically, someone has to be. Don’t take it so personally.”

He stares, aghast. “How am I supposed to take it?”

My heart, traitor that it is, hammers with anticipation. But my face is impassive, eyes level. “However you want. You asked for transparency, remember?”

He’s silent. His gaze darts between me and the screen, back and forth, as if trying to reconcile the two Lauras—his wife and this woman, unflinching, clinical, a connoisseur of cocks and egos.

Finally: “Who is Ethan?” His voice is small, childlike.

I arch an eyebrow. “Does it matter?”

He shakes his head, lips thin with fury. “You wrote that he—” he points to a block quote, hands shaking, “—left your legs shaking for days? That you couldn’t walk straight? That he wrote, and I quote, ‘he hit every nerve ending like he was trained to do it’?”

I don’t blink. “You asked for honesty.”

He’s vibrating now, every muscle pulled taut. “What the fuck, Laura.”

A thrill runs through me, pure and uncut. I had rehearsed this, imagined every outcome, but the reality—Paul on the precipice, lost and desperate—is even better than fantasy. I want to cup his chin in my hand, to force his eyes back to mine, but I resist.

Instead, I stand, take a deliberate step toward him. “Do you feel threatened?” I ask, voice as gentle as a scalpel.

He doesn’t answer.

I close the distance, lean over the laptop so our faces are inches apart. “Or are you turned on?” My breath is cool, even.

His pupils dilate, a visible pulse at the base of his throat. “You’re not serious.”

“Aren’t I?” I brush his hand, light as mist. “You read it. All of it. You didn’t close the window. You kept scrolling.”

He flushes, a deep, embarrassing red. “It’s humiliating.”

“It’s honest,” I counter. “Isn’t that what you always said you wanted? For us to be honest about everything?”

He searches my face for a long moment, looking for some crack, some sign of remorse or even shame. I give him nothing.

“I just…” He trails off, eyes unfocused. “I thought I was enough.”

I feel the tremor in my hands and tamp it down. “You’re my husband. You are enough for everything except this.”

He stares, wordless.

I let the silence grow, feeding it, until I can see the first vestiges of doubt flicker in his eyes. No doubt about me—but about himself.

“Do you want to know what’s worse than being ranked last?” I say, voice almost a whisper.

He nods, barely perceptible.

“Never knowing where you stand at all.”

He tries to meet my gaze, fails, looks away.

I smile, slow and deliberate. “Now you know. And now you get to decide what you do about it.”

He pushes the laptop away, hard. “I need to think.”

I straighten, collect my blazer from the sofa, and walk to the doorway. Before I leave, I glance back, catching him staring at the screen as if it might bite.

My pulse is a supernova, but my face—my face is all ice.

“Take your time,” I say, and then I am gone, the click of my heels an aftershock in the room behind me.

For fifteen minutes, maybe twenty, I listen to the restless ballet of footsteps on hardwood, the scuff and stutter as Paul drifts from room to room. He’s not calling anyone; he’s not even pretending to work. The laptop, I know, is still open on the coffee table, my words radiating heat into his consciousness with every glance.

I reenter the living room at the precise moment his pacing brings him full circle. He’s been crying—not much, but enough to leave a sheen on his lashes and a betraying redness at the corners of his eyes. The sight is both jarring and exhilarating.

I wait in the doorway, arms folded. “Have you decided?” I ask, keeping my tone even.

He swallows hard. “Decided what, exactly?”

“Whether you’re going to pretend this never happened, or whether you want to understand it.”

A brittle laugh. “What is there to understand? You made it pretty clear.” He gestures toward the screen, his hand a trembling semaphore.

Moving to the rug’s center, I position myself between him and the exit. “I could have hidden it,” I say. “I didn’t.”

He holds my gaze, defiant. “Why not?”

I take a step closer, letting him feel my presence. “Because you needed to see it. To know exactly where you stand.”

He flinches at that, and I close the gap, circling him—slow, measured, an orbit with him at the vulnerable center. His breath catches; I hear it, sharp and unguarded.

“Tell me,” I murmur, “are you angry because I’ve been with other men, or because you’re ranked last?”

He bristles. “It’s not a fucking competition, Laura.”

“Isn’t it?” I circle behind him, lowering my voice. “That’s why you read every word, isn’t it? You couldn’t help yourself.”

He turns, desperate. “I love you. I thought that was supposed to count for something.”

I reach out, cupping his cheek with deliberate tenderness. He stiffens, but doesn’t pull away. “You want to know a secret, Paul?” I whisper, thumb grazing his jaw. “I love you, too. But loving you doesn’t change the facts.”

He can’t look at me. His jaw quivers; I watch his Adam’s apple bob.

“You enjoyed reading it,” I say, not as a question. “You hated it, but you liked it, too.”

He tries to shake his head, but I grip his chin, forcing eye contact. “You think I didn’t notice? The way your breathing changed? The flush on your neck? You’re hard right now, aren’t you?” My palm drifts down his chest, stopping just above his beltline. “Tell me the truth.”

He squirms, but the truth is obvious. His cock is pressing against the fabric, straining. “It’s not—I can’t help it—”

“It’s okay,” I say, voice soft as a threat. “You don’t have to help it.”

He moans, a sound equal parts shame and relief. My thumb brushes his lip, and he closes his eyes, surrendering.

“Do you want to hear what I wrote about Ethan again?” I ask, moving my mouth to the shell of his ear. “How he made me cum three times before he even put his cock inside me?”

Paul shivers, every muscle quaking. “Please—”

“Please what?” I’m relentless. “Please stop, or please keep going?”

He whimpers, unable to articulate.

I pivot in front of him, lean in so our noses almost touch. “You get off on it, don’t you? The idea of me with someone else? That someone else could ruin me for you?”

He opens his mouth, then closes it, then nods—almost imperceptibly.

My pulse spikes, but I keep my face neutral. “You know what that makes you, don’t you?”

He looks up, shamefaced. “A loser,” he says.

“No,” I correct, my voice velvet-wrapped steel. “It makes you honest. The first honest thing you’ve said all night.”

He sags, breath coming in shallow bursts. I trace a line down his tie, savoring the tremor that runs through him.

“Do you want to know what I liked best about Ethan?” I ask. “It wasn’t the size of his cock. It was the way he looked at me when he realized he’d made me cum. Like he was the king of the universe. Like I belonged to him, for that moment.”

Paul is shaking now, the words landing like blows and caresses at once.

“But you,” I continue, letting my hand drift lower, “you’re the only one who gets to see what comes after. The mess. The regret. The way I always crawl back to you.” I hook a finger under his chin, drawing his face level with mine. “Does that make you jealous, or does it make you want to fuck me harder?”

His cock answers for him, throbbing against my hand.

I lean in, pressing my lips to the corner of his mouth—gentle, clinical, an experiment in dominance.

“You’re not losing,” I whisper. “You’re learning.”

He sags against me, surrendering all pretense. The last vestige of resistance melts away, replaced by something raw and hungry.

I hold him like that, suspended between shame and desire, until I feel his pulse slow to a manageable tempo.

“Are you ready to stop pretending?” I ask, one last test.

He nods, this time with conviction.

I step back, adjusting my skirt, every motion calculated to remind him of the gap between us.

“Good,” I say. “Because I’m just getting started.”

The heat between us is volcanic, and for the first time all night, I let myself smile.

We stand at the edge of the living room, the space between us bristling with unresolved tension. Paul’s arms hang limp, his chest rising and falling like a swimmer’s after the sprint. I step toward him, and the compulsion in his eyes—fear, hunger, maybe both—makes me bolder than I’ve ever felt.

He doesn’t flinch as I take his hand in mine. His palm is damp, trembling, but he laces his fingers through mine willingly. I lead him down the hallway, each footfall an audition for the gravity of what’s about to happen. We pass the muted family photos, the closed doors, our own private museum of denial and compromise. Not tonight.

In the bedroom, I release his hand and turn to face him, crossing my arms as if to remind him that this is still business, or maybe a negotiation. He shifts from foot to foot, uncertain.

“I want you to take off your clothes,” I say, voice so soft it nearly vanishes in the hush.

He hesitates, maybe expecting me to undress first, to give him a cue. When I don’t move, his hands go to his belt, unfastening with clumsy urgency. He’s nervous, making a production of the simple act—like undressing for a doctor’s exam, not a lover. I watch every movement, cataloguing it, letting the anticipation build in both of us.

When he is down to just his briefs, he stands, arms at his sides, chest stippled with goosebumps. His cock is semi-hard, barely contained by the thin fabric. I don’t smile, don’t soften. Instead, I take a seat at the edge of the bed, pat the comforter beside me.

“Sit.”

He obeys, leaving the smallest possible gap between us.

I let the silence stretch, savoring the way it amplifies his discomfort. Then, I reach for the waistband of his briefs, peel them down, and let his cock spring free—a tangle of guilt and pride. I take it in my hand, not stroking, just holding, feeling the pulse that races through the shaft.

“Look at me,” I say. He does. His eyes are wide, scared, utterly defenseless.

“Do you want to know what I wrote about you?” My thumb circles the head of his cock, lazy and precise.

He’s barely breathing. “Yes.”

I lean in, press my lips to his ear. “I said you were eager. That you wanted so badly to please, you’d do anything if I just told you what I wanted. That your tongue is better than your cock, and that’s saying something, because I like the taste of both.”

He moans, body melting under my grip.

Pulling his head back, I gripped his hair to expose his throat. “I also said you cum too fast. That sometimes you whine when you’re about to finish, and it makes me feel powerful.” I tug his hair harder. “Do you like that? Knowing I told the world?”

He doesn’t answer, but his cock jerks in my hand, a bead of pre-cum pearling at the tip.

I push him down onto his back, climbing over him, knees pinning his thighs apart. I straddle his hips, letting the weight of my body settle over him, the hem of my skirt tickling his pelvis.

“You ever wonder what it feels like to be truly helpless?” I ask, and before he can respond, I grab his wrists and pin them above his head. He tenses, then surrenders, the struggle brief and ceremonial.

I lower my mouth to his nipple, biting gently, then harder, until I feel the arch of his back and the shock of pain through his body. I lick the mark I leave, then whisper, “You taste better when you’re scared.”

He shudders, cock rock-hard now, throbbing between us. I reach behind, trail my fingers along his balls, my nails scraping just enough to make him squirm.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” I ask, as if I haven’t already decided.

“Yes,” he gasps. The word is a confession, a release.

I stand and unzip my skirt, letting it puddle to the floor, then slip my blouse over my head. I’m wearing nothing underneath. Paul’s eyes drink in the sight, the flush of my chest, the shadow between my thighs.

I climb back onto the bed, this time settling my pussy over his face. His lips part instantly, his tongue reaching for me with reverence and desperation. I press down, suffocating him with the scent, the wet heat, the slick readiness of my cunt.

He eats me like a starving man, tongue frantic, nose buried deep, gasping for air between licks. I grind against him, using his mouth, watching his hands flex helplessly above his head. His moans vibrate through my pussy, and when I finally cum, I press down so hard he nearly chokes.

I slide off, wipe my mouth, and let him breathe.

“That’s the difference between you and Ethan,” I say, voice ragged but triumphant. “He never begged. He never surrendered.” I wrap my hand around Paul’s cock, pumping slowly, watching the pre-cum smear across my palm.

“But you,” I continue, “you want to be ruined. You want to lose.”

He’s incoherent now, every muscle in his body straining for release. I tease the head of his cock with my thumb, milking more fluid from the tip, then slide two fingers into my pussy and coat them with my slick.

“Do you want to taste me?” I ask, not waiting for permission as I push my fingers past his lips. He sucks hungrily, eyes rolling back.

I fuck him with my hand, steady and relentless, squeezing tighter every time he moans. When he’s right at the edge, I stop. I watch him squirm, the agony of denied pleasure writ large on his face.

“Say it,” I command. “Say you want to cum for me.”

“Please,” he begs. “Please, Laura. I need it.”

“Need what?”

He’s panting now, desperate. “Need to cum. Please.”

I lean over, kiss his forehead. “Good boy.”

With that, I stroke him hard, fast, never breaking eye contact. He explodes, cum jetting over his stomach and chest, more than I thought possible. I milk every drop, watching his face twist in bliss and shame.

When he’s finished, I release his wrists. He doesn’t move, just lies there, wrecked and silent. I settle beside him, pulling the sheets over our sticky bodies.

For a long time, neither of us speaks. The only sound is the slowing rhythm of our breaths, the afterglow sharp and sweet.

At last, Paul turns to me, eyes glazed but clear. “What happens now?” he asks.

I trace a line through the cooling mess on his skin. “Now,” I say, “we tell the truth.”

I smile into the darkness, already hungry for the next lesson.


Chapter 2

The next day, I wake with an ambition that’s less an emotion than a biological imperative. I move through my morning routine with the precision of an assassin: hair in a sleek ponytail, makeup that implies effortlessness, a charcoal dress cut to weaponise every curve without a hint of vulgarity. My husband watches me from the kitchen, his eyes alternating between the sharp line of my jaw and the trembling rim of his coffee cup.

“Big day?” he ventures, tone flat.

“Every day’s a big day,” I reply, tightening a diamond stud into my left earlobe. “You know that, Paul.”

He nods, sullen. There’s no point in reassuring him; I’m not sure he even wants reassurance. He’s waiting for something to break—me, us, the equilibrium that a single, deliberately publicized act of betrayal has redefined. But nothing’s going to break. Not unless I choose it.

By 9:15, I’ve orchestrated the first movement. Will Thompson is due at our house at exactly 6:00 p.m. The pretext is a property portfolio—Paul and I are considering a new construction, and Will, with his predatory grace and uncanny knack for leveraging other people’s insecurities, is the man for the job. I send a confirming text, to which Will responds instantly, “Looking forward to it. Let me know if there’s anything special you want to discuss.” The ambiguity is so obvious it practically winks.

At 6:03, the doorbell rings.

Paul’s on the sofa, deep in some fugue state of self-recrimination and spreadsheet analysis. I answer the door myself. Will’s hair is damp from the shower, crisp blue oxford taut across his chest, sleeves rolled just so. He offers a smile that’s half business, half something much more personal.

“Laura,” he says, voice low and deliberate.

“Will.” I let him in, catching a trace of aftershave and something more animal. I direct him toward the kitchen, the strategic heart of our home.

Paul rises, moving with exaggerated calm. “Will,” he says, extending a hand. There’s a brief contest of grips. Paul loses, but only I notice.

We settle at the table. I pour wine—Will’s favorite, as I’d made a point of remembering—and open my laptop to the spreadsheet Paul spent the day laboring over. Will’s eyes flicker with genuine interest for a moment, but they return, inevitably, to me.

“We’re looking for something bold,” I say, eyes locked on Will’s. “Not afraid to disrupt the neighborhood, but with a solid foundation.”

Will leaned in, his hand settling just beside mine. “Disruption is my specialty,” he says. Paul watches, mute.

We run through the perfunctory slides: property values, square footage, renderings so sterile they might as well be autopsies. But the undercurrent is sexual; every accidental brush of Will’s thigh against mine, every deliberate pause as I lean over his shoulder to inspect the screen. I can see Paul’s hands knotting beneath the table, his jaw flexing at every microaggression.

After a half hour, I close the laptop with a snap. “Let’s take this to the living room,” I suggest.

Will follows. Paul drifts behind, uncertain whether to play host or chaperone.

I sit on the edge of the sofa, crossing my legs so the hem of my dress rides high. Will sat beside me, close enough to let his knee graze mine. Paul takes the armchair, a silent sentinel.

I up the tempo. I laugh too loudly at Will’s jokes and touch his arm when I speak. Whispering into his ear, I lean in, my breath lingering a heartbeat too long. I meticulously calculate each gesture.

Finally, the opportunity. “Will, would you mind grabbing the 2019 portfolio from the front hall? It’s in the closet by the door.”

He stands, eager. As soon as he’s out of sight, I turn to Paul.

“Do you want to know what’s going to happen?” I ask, voice barely above a whisper.

Paul doesn’t answer. His eyes are glassy, his knuckles bone-white against the upholstery.

I stand and follow Will, leaving the door to the hall just slightly ajar.

He’s standing at the closet, bent over, rummaging through the mess of binders. I come up behind him, place a hand on his shoulder. He straightens, surprised.

“Found it,” he says, holding up a red leather folio.

I take it from his hand, but instead of stepping away, I let my fingers linger on his. He looks at me, searching for the script.

“Laura?” he says, questioning.

I lean in. “I want you,” I whisper.

He hesitates, only for an instant. Then his hands are on my hips, pinning me against the closet door. We kiss—hard, teeth and tongues, not the gentle preamble of an affair but the urgent collision of need and conquest. I push back, matching his energy, nails raking the line of his jaw. He groans into my mouth, grinding his body against me.

Through the cracked door, I sense the shift in air pressure, the almost imperceptible sound of Paul rising to his feet.

Will slipped a hand beneath my dress, fingers probing the silk of my underwear. “You’re wet,” he growls, and the note of surprise is almost comical.

“You have no idea,” I shoot back.

He shoves the underwear aside, slides two fingers into me. I gasp, loud and deliberate. There’s a rustle from the living room—the sound of someone trying not to make a sound.

Will slides his fingers out and holds them up, slick and glistening. “Fuck,” he says. “You really are.”

I drop to my knees, undo his belt, and free his cock. It’s bigger than Paul’s—this isn’t conjecture, it’s math—and I savor the heft in my hand. I look up, eyes locked on Will’s, and then—only then—do I glance at the mirror behind him, where I see Paul’s shadow outlined in the frame of the hall.

He’s watching. Of course he is.

I take Will’s cock in my mouth, deep, until I gag. He’s a groaner, expressive, and every sound he makes is a cudgel against the silence of my marriage. I bob my head, hand working the base, letting spit dribble down my chin. Every so often, I glance at the mirror, making sure Paul can see the entire production.

Will fucks my face with increasing urgency, hand tangled in my hair. I let him. I want him to own this moment, to make it so undeniable that Paul can never scrub it from his memory.

Will pulls out, dripping. “Jesus, Laura. You’re insatiable.”

I stand, wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, and hike up my dress. “Right here,” I say, breathless. “Right now.”

He bends me over the side table, shoves my underwear to my ankles, and lines his cock up with my dripping pussy. The first thrust is brutal, splitting me open. I cry out, loud enough to echo down the hall.

He pounds into me, hard, each stroke punctuated by the wet slap of skin on skin. I arch my back, push against him, meeting every thrust. I don’t fake my moans, but I amplify them, making sure Paul hears every syllable.

“You’re so much bigger than my husband,” I gasp. Will laughed, the sound triumphant.

He grabs my hips, fingers digging bruises. “You like it rough,” he says, half a question, half a statement.

“Yes,” I pant. “Harder.”

He obliges. The table rocks against the wall, a staccato drumbeat. I feel the orgasm coil in my spine, tight and electric. When it hits, I scream—not Will’s name, not Paul’s, just a raw animal howl.

Will slows, then pulls out, breathing hard. He strokes his cock, fast, and I drop to my knees to catch the jet of cum on my tongue, my chest, my face. He finishes with a shudder, then collapses against the closet door.

There’s a moment of silence, charged and infinite.

I stand, adjust my dress, and look directly at the mirror. Paul is gone, but the air is still thick with his presence.

Will, oblivious, zips up and grins. “You’re fucking wild,” he says.

I smile. “You have no idea.”

I walk him to the door, kiss him on the cheek, and promise to follow up on the portfolio in the morning. As soon as he’s gone, I turn back, find Paul exactly where I expect him—huddled in the master closet, breathing like a man who’s just outrun a wolf.

I open the door and stand over him, arms folded.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I ask, voice sharp.

He doesn’t answer, just stares at me, wide-eyed.

I kneel, take his chin in my hand, and force him to meet my gaze.

“Next time, you’ll watch from closer,” I say.

He nods slowly, and for the first time in our marriage, I see real surrender in his eyes.

I stand, leaving him there, and walk to the bathroom to wash Will’s cum off my face, humming as I go.

The night is far from over.

#

The morning after, Will is a lesson in theater, every gesture and inflection rehearsed, every moment calibrated to showcase exactly the version of myself I want the world to believe in. My office—the 22nd floor, glass walls, single steel door—is a fishbowl, a perpetual performance. In reality, the nominally tinted glass provides as little privacy as a shower curtain. I’ve always preferred it that way. The only thing more exhilarating than being watched is pretending you aren’t.

Today, I want to be seen.

I arrive at my desk at 7:38, heels echoing off the minimalist expanse of frosted concrete. The lights aren’t even fully on yet, the cleaning crew still orbiting with their squeaking carts and solemn, unhurried routines. I remove my coat, fold it with geometric precision, and take a moment to study my reflection in the window. I look immaculate, not a hair out of place. But beneath the precision there’s a violence, a pulse that’s been building since last night.

At 8:05, I summon my assistant.

He’s new, two months in, still learning the choreography. Tall, young, infatuated with me in the way only a man who still believes in upward mobility can be. His name is James, but I rarely use it.

He enters holding a stack of contracts, careful not to let the folders slip from his damp palms. “You asked for the revised NDAs?” He sets them on my desk, eyes flicking over my shoulder, then back to my face, then down at the glass surface.

“Thank you,” I say, not looking up. I flip through the contracts, feigning disinterest. “Stay late tonight. I need you to prep the prospectus for tomorrow’s call.”

He nods, relief and terror warring in his face. “Of course. Anything else?”

I allow the silence to grow, then glance up, direct and unblinking. “Is there a problem?”

He flushes, a tell I file away for later. “No, ma’am. Just—wondered if you needed anything before I run downstairs.”

“Coffee,” I say. “Black. Two sugars. And bring it in person.”

He scurries out, leaving a wake of nervous energy.

I sign the contracts, take a brief inventory of my day, and mentally rehearse the next phase. The meeting with Will, the dinner, Paul’s battered pride—it was all just a prelude. The real experiment happens when you remove the variable of privacy entirely.

When James returns with the coffee, I thank him and stand, crossing to the credenza where the files for the upcoming audit live in neat, monochrome rows. I reach up to the highest shelf, deliberately straining, letting the hem of my skirt ride up just enough to reveal the band of thigh above my stockings. I hear James’s breath hitch behind me.

“Could you help me with the top binder?” I say, not turning around.

He hesitates for half a beat, then comes up beside me, body close but not touching. He reaches overhead, retrieves the binder, and hands it to me. Our fingers brush; his are trembling.

“Thank you,” I say, and let my hand linger on his for a second too long.

He glances down at my skirt, then quickly away. “Is there anything else?” His voice cracks.

I take the binder, set it on the desk, and face him fully. “You’re very efficient,” I say. “But you need to relax. You will not get anywhere in this company if you’re always terrified.”

He opens his mouth to reply, but nothing comes out. He fixes his eyes on the spot where my blouse gaps just above the top button, a deliberate accident.

I step in, closing the gap, the air between us instantly charged. “Did you hear what I said?”

“Yes,” he breathes.

“Good.” I adjust his tie, straightening the knot, then let my thumb drag down the line of his shirt, stopping just above his belt. “Go prep the boardroom for the 11:00. And remember—relax.”

He backs away, visibly shaken. The rest of the morning is a series of minor power plays: a demotion issued via text, a schedule rearranged at the last possible minute, a rumor about the new VP’s drinking problem planted in the right ear. I keep the world spinning, all while projecting unshakeable calm.

At 5:42, the office is mostly empty. Only the cleaning crew and a few late-night zombies remain. I call James in for a last task.

“Lock the front entrance when you leave,” I say, handing him a set of security codes. “And bring the quarterly projections to my office before you go.”

He arrives at 5:55, folder in hand, sweat dotting his brow. “Here you go, Ms. Kensington.”

I take the folder, skim the contents. “You’re thorough,” I say, sliding into my chair. “You’ll go far here.”

He shifts from foot to foot, uncertainty radiating from every pore. “Is that all?”

I close the folder and look up at him. “You can go.”

He lingers at the threshold, as if hoping for something more. I almost give it to him—almost—but I smile, cold and perfect. “Good night, James.”

He leaves, the sound of his retreating footsteps a metronome in the empty hallway.

At 6:04, Paul arrives.

He enters quietly, expecting the door to be locked, surprised to find it open. He stands in the doorway for a moment, taking in the scene: me, alone at my desk, the city glowing behind me in dusk’s indigo haze.

“You wanted me to pick you up,” he says, voice small.

I glance at the clock. “You’re early.”

He closes the door behind him, his gaze moving over the expanse of glass, the city beyond, and then to the conference table where my assistant neatly stacked the remnants of her work. He’s wearing the same suit as yesterday, but he looks older, less certain.

I motion for him to sit. He does, perching on the edge of the guest chair.

We sit in silence for a moment, the tension between us electric and raw.

“I saw you,” he says at last, eyes fixed on the skyline. “With Will.”

I wait, refusing to fill the void.

“I watched,” he continues, voice thick. “You wanted me to, didn’t you?”

I uncross and recross my legs, letting the movement draw his attention. “Did you like it?”

He flushes, anger and shame twisting his features. “No.”

“Liar,” I say, soft and merciless.

He stands, fists clenched. “What do you want from me, Laura? Am I supposed to just sit there and take it?”

I stand as well, closing the distance in three measured steps. “You could have stopped it.”

His mouth opens, then closes. He looks lost.

“You could have stopped it,” I repeat. “But you didn’t.”

He shakes his head, helpless. “I didn’t know what to do.”

“How far I would go,” I said, stepping closer until we almost touched. “You wanted to watch. You wanted to see someone else make me cum. And you couldn’t look away.”

He’s trembling now, his facade crumbling. “That’s not true.”

I reach out, grip his tie, and pull him toward me. “It is true. And it’s okay.” I lean in, voice a whisper. “But you have to admit it. Say it, Paul. Say you enjoyed watching.”

He resists, but only for a moment. “I—” His voice breaks. “I liked it.”

I tighten my hold on his tie. “Louder.”

“I liked it,” he says, louder now, his eyes shining with unshed tears.

“That’s better,” I say, releasing him. “Now sit.”

He sits, defeated.

I walk behind my desk, lean against it, and slowly, deliberately, hike my skirt up to mid-thigh. “Do you want to watch again?”

He stares, unable to look away.

I unbutton the top two buttons of my blouse, exposing the sheer black lace of my bra. I slide my hand up my thigh, tracing the edge of my panties.

Paul’s breathing grows ragged, his hands gripping the arms of the chair.

I reach under the elastic, dip two fingers into my pussy, and pull them out, glistening. “This is what you do to me,” I say, holding my fingers up for him to see.

He shifts in his seat, straining against his slacks.

I walk around the desk, stand in front of him, and press my wet fingers to his lips. He parts them, tongue flicking out to taste me. His eyes close in ecstasy.

I slap his cheek, easy, but enough to shock him back to the present. “Don’t get greedy.”

He moans, desperate.

I unzip his fly, free his cock, and stroke it with ruthless efficiency. He’s already hard, already leaking.

“You want to cum for me?” I ask, voice silk.

He nods, helpless.

I straddle his lap, the hem of my skirt riding up to my hips, and guide his cock to the dripping heat of my pussy. I sink down in one motion, impaling myself, grinding against him. He gasps, head lolling back.

I fuck him hard, riding him like a bull, nails digging into his shoulders. The glass walls of my office reflect every thrust, every shudder, every obscene collision of flesh. Anyone walking by—anyone looking up from the street—could see everything.

“Do you see how pathetic you are?” I whisper in his ear. “Getting off on your wife fucking another man. Watching like a pervert.”

He groans, the humiliation only making him harder.

I clamp a hand around his throat, squeezing just enough to make his breath stutter. “You like it, don’t you? Say it.”

He struggles to speak, voice strangled. “I like it. I like watching you. I like knowing you want more.”

I release his throat, slap his face again, and ride him even harder. My orgasm is sudden and violent, ripping through me in waves. I clamp down on his cock, milking it, and he cums inside me with a strangled cry, shuddering so hard the chair rocks on its axis.

When I’m done, I stand, letting his cum drip down my thigh. I smooth my skirt, button my blouse, and return to my desk.

He sits there, spent and broken.

I look at him, ice in my veins and fire in my gut. “Next time,” I say, “you’ll watch from even closer.”

He doesn’t answer, but his eyes say everything.

I finish gathering my things, then motion for him to follow. We leave the office together, stepping out into the still-bright city night. I don’t look back.

He trails behind me, obedient, ruined, utterly mine.


Chapter 3

The ride home is so quiet it amplifies every micro expression, every shallow exhalation and involuntary shift in posture. I drive with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on my thigh, a studied indifference that’s entirely for show. Paul sits next to me, obediently seat belted, hands folded so tightly his knuckles threaten to tear through his skin. He is silent, which is new. Usually he tries to fill these pockets of tension with business jargon, recaps of his day, or observations about traffic patterns and city planning. Tonight, he doesn’t even try.

At a red light, I glance over and let the silence stretch so taut I can almost hear it whine. “You’re being quiet.”

He stares out the windshield, as if reading a warning only he can see. “What do you want me to say?”

I smile, sharp and not even a little kind. “I’ll let you know when I want you to say something.”

He absorbs this, then returns to watching the double lines flicker past in the headlamps.

When we pull into the garage, I kill the engine but don’t move to exit. Paul lingers, uncertain.

“You will follow me upstairs,” I say, “and you will do exactly as I tell you. If you hesitate or argue, I’ll text Will and ask him to come over and finish the job himself. Understood?”

After a second of hesitation, then he nods. “Understood.”

“Say it.”

He turns, his voice a fractured thread. “I understand.”

“Good.”

The walk through the house is a funeral procession: his, and every version of our marriage he’d ever imagined. I have already prepped the master bedroom, because I do nothing on impulse. In the center of the room, where our marital bed once anchored the space, I’ve installed a straight-backed birch chair. It is geometric, almost punitive in its minimalism—a chair that brooks no argument. I draped a silk scarf over the seat, and the matching set of padded restraints I ordered last week sits neatly coiled on the duvet.

Paul freezes in the doorway, registering the new decor.

“Strip,” I command, not looking at him. I open the closet, retrieve a bottle of pinot, and pour two glasses with the unhurried grace of a sommelier. When I turn, he is naked, clutching his hands over his crotch like a toddler in trouble. I savor the indignity before I point to the chair.

“Sit.”

He lowers himself carefully, his ass barely grazing the wood, every muscle vibrating with anticipation. I walk behind him, wind the silk scarf around his eyes, knotting it tight enough to block out everything but the whiff of detergent and the faint trace of my perfume.

I run my hands over his shoulders, feeling the corded tension, the suppressed tremor of adrenaline. “Hands behind,” I say, and he complies, wrists crossing at the small of his back.

The restraints buckle with a satisfying click. I take my time, savoring the ritual, then move to his ankles, binding each to a leg of the chair. He’s exposed, helpless, but so hard it looks painful.

I circle and watch the rise and fall of his chest. His cock twitches every time he senses my presence, like a plant orienting to a heat lamp.

“Are you scared?” I ask.

He’s silent for a moment, then: “A little.”

“Good. Fear is honest.” I drag a fingernail down his neck, stopping at the collarbone. “But I want more than your fear.” I want you to be humiliated. I want you to know exactly how small you are.”

He doesn’t answer, but the pulse at his temple says everything.

I retrieve my phone and scroll to Will’s number. The last text I sent—“Tomorrow, 6 pm. I’ll handle the details”—is still on the screen. I hit call and turn on the speaker, so Paul can hear every syllable.

Will answers on the second ring, voice smooth as wet gravel. “Laura. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I let the silence hang for a beat, then say, “I want you to listen. And I want you to talk to me like you did last night.”

A pause, then a low chuckle. “Is your husband there?”

“He’s here,” I say. “But he can’t see or move. I’ve got him tied up. I want you to hear how desperate he gets when you make me cum.”

Will laughed, a sound so effortless it almost obscures the cruelty. “Fuck, Laura. You don’t play around.”

I move to Paul’s side, bend low so my breath ghosts across his cheek. “You hear that?” I say. “He’s going to talk us through this. You’ll listen, and you won’t cum unless I say you can.”

Paul’s cock is bobbing now, the tip glistening. I drag my finger along the shaft, feather-light, and he jerks against the restraints.

Will’s voice purrs from the phone: “You already getting hard for me, Paul?”

Paul tries to shake his head, but the blindfold turns the gesture into an abortive twitch.

“He’s harder than I’ve ever seen him,” I report. “Should I stroke him, Will? Or should I make him wait?”

“Make him beg,” Will says. “That’s what he’s best at.”

I smile, slow and predatory. “You hear that?” I purr in Paul’s ear. “He’s not wrong.”

I trail my nails down Paul’s chest, circling each nipple until it stiffens under my touch. His breathing ratchets up, a series of short, humiliating gasps. I resist the urge to kiss his neck—it would be too intimate, too close to mercy.

Instead, I drag my tongue up the shell of his ear, then whisper, “Tell Will what you want.”

Paul’s lips work soundlessly. I slap his thigh, sharp enough to leave a welt. “Use your words.”

He shudders. “I—I want you to touch me.”

Will’s laugh is low and delighted. “He sounds pathetic. You must be loving this, Laura.”

“I am,” I say, and I mean it.

I wrap my fingers around Paul’s cock—barely touching, just enough to let the heat radiate from my palm. He bucks up, desperate for friction, but I squeeze his thigh until he stills.

Will’s voice guides me. “Slow strokes. He doesn’t deserve fast.”

I obey, dragging my hand from base to tip, the motion excruciating in its restraint. Paul is making a sound now—a whimpering mewl, the dying moan of a man being unmade.

I press my mouth to the phone and say, “He’s leaking. He wants to cum so badly. Should I let him?”

“Not yet,” Will growls. “Let him watch you first. Tell him what you’re doing.”

I step back, unbutton my blouse, and slide a hand into my panties. My arousal is slick, a velvet friction that makes me bite back a gasp. I want to deny myself the pleasure, but the power is too much; it’s a drug, and I’m already addicted.

“Paul,” I say, “I’m touching myself. My fingers are inside me, and you don’t get to see any of it.”

He thrashes against the restraints, cock a purple beacon of humiliation.

Will is getting off on it. I can hear it in the shift of his breath. “Is your pussy as tight as I remember?” he asks.

I moan, not for Paul but for myself. “Tighter.”

Will’s voice drops. “Let him taste it. Then tell him he’s never going to fuck it again.”

I unbind one of Paul’s hands, just long enough to guide it between my legs. He’s shaking so hard it’s a miracle he doesn’t miss. I grind against his fingers, soaking them, then pull his hand away and lick them clean while he pants.

“You taste that?” I say. “That’s the last time you ever get to taste me unless I say so.”

Paul moans, loud and raw.

I grab his cock again, stroking with expert precision. Every time he’s close, I stop. The room fills with the sound of his frustration, the ragged edge of need that borders on agony.

Will is jerking off now. I can tell from the rhythm of his breathing. “Fuck, Laura. You’re turning me on. I wish you were here.”

I laugh, a sound so cold it makes even me shiver. “Maybe next time I’ll let you have me and make Paul watch. Would you like that?”

Paul convulses at the words, his cock dripping pre-cum in strings down my hand.

Will groans. “Yes. God, yes.”

I stroke Paul again, harder this time. “You want to watch me get fucked by Will? You want to see me ruined?”

He gasps. “Yes. Please.”

Will is coming now. I can hear it in the choke of his voice. “You’re such a slut, Laura. I fucking love it.”

I pull my hand away from Paul’s cock, watching the agony crest and break. I lean in, whisper in his ear. “You don’t get to cum tonight. Not until you learn what real humiliation feels like.”

I hang up the phone and let the silence reclaim the room.

Paul is shaking, tears leaking from under the blindfold.

I unbuckle the blindfold and hold his face between my hands, forcing him to meet my gaze.

“This is just the beginning,” I say, voice soft as a threat. “You’re mine. You exist to suffer for me now.”

He sags against the chair, ruined and perfect.

I leave him tied there, walk to the bathroom, and shower off the evidence. The sound of his sobs is music.

When I return, he hasn’t moved. I kneel beside him, and for a moment—just a moment—I almost kiss him. But I don’t. I cup his balls in my palm, squeezing gently.

“You did well,” I say. “Next time will be even harder.”

He whimpers, but I see it—the first spark of true submission, the bliss in his torment .

I am already planning what comes next.

#

The next evening, I convene a meeting in the living room. That’s exactly how I frame it—a meeting, not a conversation, not a reconciliation. I text Paul at 5:45 sharp: “Be in the living room at 6:00. No clothes. No arguments.” The ambiguity is deliberate; I want to see how he interprets it, how much initiative he’s willing to take.

At 6:01 he appears, towel around his waist, hair wet from a just-completed shower. Punctuality and risk mitigation: two of his better traits.

I’m already seated on the leather sectional, legs crossed. On the coffee table in front of me sits a small, matte-black box. The aura of it is unmistakably disciplinary.

Paul hovers in the doorway, unwilling to commit.

I look up, let my eyes rake him from head to toe. “I said no clothes.”

He hesitates, then drops the towel, folding it in half with the ceremonial care of a priest tending an altar.

I gesture to the spot directly in front of me. “Come here.”

He obeys, cock already half-hard, the contradiction of humiliation and desire written across every line of his body.

I let him stand for a full thirty seconds, letting the weight of my gaze sink in, before I tap the box with my index finger. “Open it.”

He sits, careful to keep his knees together, and lifts the lid.

Inside is a steel chastity device: high-polish, precision-tooled, elegant as an Apple product and twice as intimidating. Next to it, a small padlock and a numbered tag.

Paul stares at it, eyes wide.

“Do you know what that is?” I ask, voice neutral.

He nods, tentative. “It’s a cage.”

“Correct. A very expensive one, I might add. Stainless, medical grade. I had it custom ordered. You should feel flattered.”

He tries to swallow. “What am I supposed to—”

“You’re supposed to wear it,” I say. “On my schedule. For as long as I say. I’ll lock you when I choose. If I want it off, I’ll tell you.”

He holds the device as though it might detonate. “This is—”

I cut him off. “Non-negotiable.  Let’s walk through the ground rules,” I say, adopting my Board Room Voice. “Rule one: you wear the device whenever I tell you. No exceptions, no excuses. If I say now, it’s now.”

He nods, watching the glint of metal in his palm.

“Rule two: when you’re locked, you don’t touch yourself. At all. Not through the bars, not through the slit, not even in your sleep. If you wake up in a mess, you tell me. If I catch you cheating, the punishment escalates.”

He squirms. “Punishment?”

I savor the uncertainty. “Rule three: your orgasms are mine. You don’t get to come unless I give explicit permission. If I want to edge you for a week, you’ll stay on edge. If I want to deny you for a month, you’ll be grateful for it.”

He blinks, the words sinking in. I see the conflict on his face—arousal fighting with the last shreds of masculine pride.

I lean forward, elbows on knees, and lock eyes with him. “Let’s be clear: this is not a game. This is your new normal. If you disobey, I’ll make sure the next humiliation is public. I have the means, and you know I’ll follow through.”

He swallows, barely audible. “I believe you.”

“Good,” I say, and lean back.

I let him sweat a moment longer, then gesture to the box again. “Go ahead. Put it on.”

He hesitates, but only briefly. He lifts the device, examining the engineering, the cool symmetry of the rings and cage. His hands are shaking.

“Need help?” I ask.

He looks up, relief and embarrassment tangled in his eyes. “Probably.”

I stand, take the device from his hand, and kneel in front of him. Guiding his cock and balls through the opening, I work with slow, deliberate efficiency, sliding the cage over the shaft and locking it in place with a click that echoes through the silent room. I tag the lock—#00417, a little dash of anonymity.

I stand and return to my seat.

“Now show me,” I command.

He parts his knees, displaying the cage, the cock inside swelling pathetically against the steel.

“Do you like it?” I ask.

He shakes his head, but the evidence is obvious. His cock strains against the bars, angry and alive.

“Liar,” I say. “You love it. You love knowing you don’t even control your own pleasure anymore.”

He flushes, but doesn’t argue.

I reward him: I pat the seat next to me, inviting him to kneel at my feet. He shuffles over, eyes down, the chastity device cold and bright between his thighs.

I reach down, stroke his hair, and murmur, “Good boy.”

He melts under the touch, pressing his cheek to my calf.

I let him linger, then tilt his chin up. “I’m proud of you. But you’ll need to do better.”

He nods, desperate for praise.

I toy with the padlock, rolling it between my fingers. “Now that you’re locked, I want to talk about the next steps.”

He looks up, attentive, awaiting instructions.

“I will not be the only one involved in this. I need more. You’re going to help me arrange it.”

He frowns, not following.

“I want Will to have me again. But I also want Cassie to see what I do to you. She’s always had a thing for watching men squirm.”

He shudders, the thought clearly destabilizing.

“You’ll coordinate. I’ll tell you what to say, how to act, what to wear. When I want you chaste, I will keep you locked up. When I want you caged and watching, you’ll sit and watch. If I want you to serve Cassie while I fuck Will, you’ll do it.”

He is silent, but not in resistance. More like a computer crash—the operating system of his ego blue-screened, reset, and waiting for new commands.

I stroke his cheek. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he says. His voice is thready, but real. “I understand.”

“Say it: you belong to me.”

He meets my eyes, trembling but determined. “I belong to you.”

I smile, this time with a shred of genuine warmth. “Good. Now show me your gratitude.”

He bends, kisses my feet, the gesture half-worship, half-abasement.

#

The suite is a gallery, not a room. Minimalist to the point of cruelty, the air-conditioned vastness staged in shades of powder-gray and starched linen. The only note of softness is the king-sized bed, centered like a stage prop and dressed in sheets so white they register as blue against the city’s evening pallor. The centerpiece—my addition—is a sleek leather armchair facing the foot of the bed, equipped with chromed ankle and wrist restraints. A single, shatterproof tumbler of ice water sits on the table beside it. The message is not subtle.

I instruct Paul to strip, then help him into the chair. He is compliant, silent except for a tremor that rides his breath and the faint rattle of the device locked around his cock. I fasten his ankles first, then wrists, tightening just enough to be inescapable but not enough to bruise. I want him to feel contained, not brutalized. This is not a punishment. This is the curriculum.

When I finish, I lean in, palm on his knee. “You understand why you’re here?”

He nods. “To watch.”

“To learn,” I correct, tucking a stray hair behind his ear. “You can’t see what you are until you see what you’re not. Isn’t that what you said about market positioning?”

He almost smiles at that, a trace of gallows humor. “Market positioning,” he repeats.

I kiss his forehead, an accidental tenderness, then move to the window to scan the street below. The traffic is a slow, molten river, every taillight a failed negotiation. I check my phone. Will is on time to the minute. Cassie, as expected, will be fashionably late.

There’s a knock—two firm raps—and I open the door to Will’s easy, athletic confidence. He’s dressed for the afterparty of a product launch: tailored indigo jeans, white tee under a half-zipped black bomber. He surveys the room, the chair, the restrained man within it.

Will grins. “Is it Christmas already?”

I welcome him in with a handshake that lasts just a little too long. He doesn’t break eye contact, not even when Paul’s presence becomes impossible to ignore.

“Evening, Paul,” Will says, polite but insincere.

Paul looks down, the cage rendering any gesture of masculinity moot.

I pour two glasses of sparkling water—there’s something irresistibly cruel about celebration in this context—and hand one to Will. I raise my glass to Paul, let him see the condensation bead and drip down the crystal.

“Enjoy the show,” I say, and clink glasses with Will.

The tension is a living thing now, bright and sentient, crackling against the soft drone of the HVAC. Will set his glass down, turns to me, and asks, “How do you want to start?”

I love him for framing it as a question, as if the parameters of tonight weren’t already as fixed as the orbit of a dying star.

“Clothes,” I say. “Off. Slow.”

He obliges, peeling away the jacket, the shirt, the jeans, until he stands naked and fully erect, a living rebuke to the man locked and fettered across the room.

I strip, too, but with purpose. My dress slides off in a single motion, and beneath it I wear nothing. The air is chilly, my nipples bead instantly, but the center of me burns.

Will comes to me, hands bold and certain. He lifts me onto the bed, tongue tracing my collarbone, fingers already searching, demanding. His cock is thick and hot against my thigh.

I look over his shoulder, straight into Paul’s eyes.

“Do you see?” I ask, not breaking Will’s rhythm for a second. “Do you see the difference?”

Paul’s answer is a gasp, a low animal sound, his hips straining against the cage.

Will buries his face between my legs, devours me with the greed of a starving man. I moan, loud and uninhibited, letting the sound carry across the room. My fingers twist in Will’s hair, holding him in place, using him like a tool. I reach back, cup my breast, and tug the nipple until it aches.

I glance again at Paul, who is watching with the fevered intensity of a drowning man eyeing the surface. His jaw is slack, the cage angry-red and pulsing.

Will stands, cock slick and ready, and rolls me onto my stomach. He enters me in one hard thrust, the force of it making me yelp into the sheets. He fucks me mercilessly, fingers digging into my hips, the slap of skin echoing off the sterile walls.

I look up at Paul, my mouth open, panting.

“This is what you never gave me,” I say, as Will pounds into me, “and what you never will.”

He closes his eyes, as if that will lessen the pain.

It doesn’t.

The door opens, and Cassie enters.

She has dressed herself for war in black boots, a micro-skirt, and a scandalously unbuttoned white blouse. She clocks the tableau in a heartbeat—Paul, bound and caged; Will, rutting into me; me, wild and feral, eyes glazed with pleasure.

Cassie grins, slow and sharp. “Nice setup,” she says, then crosses to Paul. She runs a finger over his scalp, then down his chest, stopping at the steel cage.

“Poor thing,” she croons, “left out of the fun.”

She turns to me. “May I?”

I nod, barely able to speak.

Cassie kneels in front of Paul, kisses the cage, then opens her mouth and licks it, slow and lingering. She doesn’t touch, only teases, letting her breath and tongue do the work. Paul’s cock surges inside the steel, desperate to escape.

Will pulled out of me and flips me onto my back. He enters again, even deeper, and I scream—part pain, all pleasure. He leans down, bites my neck, then whispers, “Tell him how it feels.”

I lock eyes with Paul. “It feels like I’m being fucked by someone who knows how to make me cum.”

Will picked up the pace, slamming into me so hard the headboard rattles. Cassie unbuttons her blouse and mounts Paul’s thigh, grinding herself against him as she continues to mouth the cage. Her moans are high and bright, a sharp counterpoint to the guttural sounds Will rips from my throat.

It builds and builds—a storm surge of heat and humiliation, every sense tuned to the razor’s edge. When I cum, it’s volcanic, the shudders wracking my body as Will pulses inside me. He pulls out, strips the condom, and wipes himself on the sheets with a satisfied grunt.

Cassie stands, breast out, fingers glistening. She turns to Paul, plants a lipstick-red kiss on his cheek, and murmurs, “Good boy.”

She and Will dress, sharing a look of post-coital mischief. Will kisses me on the mouth, then Cassie on the temple, and they leave together, closing the door behind them.

The room is silent except for the low hum of the city and the frantic thump of Paul’s heart.

I walk to him, naked and still trembling, and unfasten his wrists, then his ankles.

He doesn’t move, paralyzed by the rawness of it all.

I kneel in front of him, unlock the cage, and slide it off. His cock is so hard it twitches the moment it’s freed.

I stroke him, slow and cruel, letting him hover at the edge.

“Do you want to cum?” I ask.

He nods, mute.

“Beg.”

He does, voice thick and desperate. “Please. I need it. Please, Laura.”

I grip him tighter, milk him with ruthless efficiency. When he cums, it’s a geyser, splattering his chest, my hand, the seat of the chair. He sags, ruined and grateful, every cell in his body singing with relief.

I straddle him, cock still twitching against my thigh, and whisper in his ear. “You’re mine, now. All the way.”

He cries, not from pain but from the awful, exquisite release.

I hold him as he shakes.

The city’s lights flicker in the window behind us, millions of people living, millions of lies.

But in this room, there are only truths, exposed and raw and perfect.


Chapter 4

Every conference room is a pressure cooker, but someone calibrated this one to sublimate people. Thirty-five feet of quarter-sawn walnut stretches down the center, a million in custom wiring humming beneath the surface, water glasses laser-aligned in front of every seat. The men—and they are, overwhelmingly, men—cluster in packs of two and three, each with their own subtle taxonomy of power. Cuffs just a hair tighter than business-casual demands. Watches too expensive for timekeeping. The choreography of dominance played out in miniature, as predictable as an algorithm.

I sit at the margin, near enough to the head table that I command a view of Paul’s every movement, but far enough that I could, if required, plausibly claim the role of passive observer. I’m dressed for the part: navy sheath, pearls (a concession to tradition), hair in a chignon tight enough to trigger a migraine. No lipstick, just a gloss so neutral you could calibrate an instrument by it.

Paul is on deck. He stands at the periphery, fidgeting with the tablet that will control his slides, adjusting the knot of his tie with a frequency that would tip off any decent poker player. No one else sees it, but I do—the shortness of breath, the extra blink rate, the way his lips move silently as he recites the opening to himself. His hands betray him: the wedding band is gone, replaced with the fidget spin of the presentation remote, thumb ratcheting up and down the rubberized pad.

My device is not so obvious. I keep my phone in my lap. Screen dimmed and notifications silenced, but with the app open beneath the memo pad. The icon is generic: “Horizon,” an optimistic blue sunrise. No one who doesn’t know would ever suspect that the primary function of this app is to override another person’s nervous system, to reduce a grown man to a shivering wreck with a swipe of a finger.

Paul glances my way, searching for some silent benediction. I give him nothing but a measured nod—just enough to anchor him, not enough to coddle. If I have learned anything about power, it is that the appearance of support can be more destabilizing than its absence.

The meeting chair raps the table, calls the group to order, and motions Paul to the podium.

“Next up, Mr. Kensington with a review of the third quarter projections and product integration strategy.”

Paul clears his throat. He advances to the podium, taps the screen, and the opening slide appears: a sterile bar graph in blues and reds, the data visualization that’s less a communication tool than a psychological sedative.

He starts strong. His voice is crisp, sentences clipped at the edges to communicate efficiency and mastery. I admire his ability to wear the suit of authority, even as I know precisely how tenuous it is. I let him build momentum—five, ten, fifteen slides—before I open the app on my phone and tap the “Buzz” icon, set to Level 1.

The effect is instantaneous. He flinches, almost imperceptibly, but to the trained eye it is as if an electric eel has brushed his inner thigh. He swallows, misreads the next bullet point, then recovers with a quick “Excuse me,” as if it’s just another minor stutter in the data flow.

I watch the room. No one else notices. Two seats down, a woman in a teal blazer types notes with eyes on her screen, lips pursed in mild disapproval. The others watch with varying degrees of attention, none of it acute.

I tap again. Level 2.

This one lasts a fraction of a second longer. Paul’s knee knocks the base of the podium. He adjusts his glasses, which don’t actually need adjusting, and blinks three times in rapid succession. His voice jumps a register, barely audible, but I catch it and log it for later.

He recovers beautifully—this is, after all, the same man who once delivered a wedding toast while suffering from food poisoning and a panic attack. He’s adaptable. But every time he settles back into the rhythm, I edge the stimulation up a notch.

By Level 3, a flush has crept up his neck. He’s speaking faster now, not so much to impress as to finish the ordeal before his body betrays him further. At Level 4, I see the first bead of sweat break the hairline, then trace down to the edge of his sideburn. I imagine the ring of steel under his slacks, the discreet pressure of the cage pulsing with every shock.

I smile—just a little, just for myself.

At slide thirty, Paul gestures at the data on screen with an open palm, a trick I taught him to signal transparency. “As you can see from the international segment—” he pauses, jaw locking, eyes flitting to me for a microsecond. I hold his gaze, raise a brow, and cross my legs beneath the table. My thumb glides to Level 5.

He chokes. A genuine, throat-catching, loss-of-air gasp. He covers it with a cough, then a sip of water, and presses on, but his composure is unspooling now, every word a tightrope walk.

A man at the far end of the table glances over, concerned. “You alright, Kensington?”

Paul smiles, too broad. “Dry mouth. Happens every time I talk about Europe’s underperformance.” The room laughs, the tension releases, and he launches into the closing argument with a bravado so fierce I almost forgive him for his earlier incompetence.

I give him a break—drop the setting back to 2, let him coast through the last five slides. He brings it home. Fields two questions with only a single visible flinch, and even manages a joke about regulatory compliance that lands well enough to earn a chuckle from the legal team.

When the applause comes, it is perfunctory, but Paul’s relief is visible. He steps back from the podium, hands gripping the sides so tightly his knuckles blanch. He’s panting, but only I can hear it.

The meeting chair gives him a polite nod. “Thank you, Paul. Next, let’s transition to Q&A.”

I set my phone face-down on the table and rise, smoothing the lines of my dress. The moment he steps from the podium, I cut across the room, intercepting him by the corridor to the catering alcove.

“You survived,” I whisper, lips just above the shell of his ear. “Did it hurt?”

He huffs, eyes wild. “Fuck you,” he mutters, but his voice trembles.

I tuck a loose strand of hair behind his ear. “Careful. I still have the app.”

He wants to be angry. I can see it. But the anger is a mask for the shame, and the shame is what I’m after.

I slide my phone from the clutch, open the app, and tap the “Hold” icon—Level 5, sustained.

He shudders, grabbing the countertop for balance. I lean in, teeth grazing the edge of his jaw.

“You did well,” I say, voice velvet. “I’m proud of you.”

He exhales, shaky and half-sob, then straightens. “Is it over?”

I kill the app with a flick of my thumb, and just like that, he’s released.

“It’s over,” I confirm, then turn on my heel and return to the conference room, leaving him there, shaking but grateful.

As I reclaim my seat, I catch my reflection in the polished window. I look perfect—calm, untroubled, in control. No one else in the room would ever suspect the cruelty hidden in my smile.

I scan the room, searching for any hint of suspicion. There is none. The men return to their phones, the women to their notes, and the only evidence of my work is the faint red flush on Paul’s neck and the memory, already fossilizing in his nervous system, that no matter how much he prepares, no matter how well he performs, he will always be at my mercy.

And that is the only data point that matters.

#

Gala season is the city’s excuse to don artifice with the sanctimony of a fundraiser. Tonight, hydrangea towers and an ice sculpture resembling a blue whale’s femur have transformed the ballroom beyond recognition. Paul and I arrive in formation: he, in a midnight tux that fits like a second skin, me in black column silk with a slit sharp enough to serve as an implicit threat. The clutch is Tom Ford, the necklace a triple strand of South Sea pearls (my mother’s god rest her lacquered soul). We are here to be seen, which is just a more efficient way of being judged.

I work the room with predatory calm, intercepting conversations at the moment they crest, inserting myself as an equal or, more accurately, as an improved variant. Paul keeps pace, his smile so polished it borders on forensic. He is the perfect plus-one, but tonight’s choreography calls for a bit more than arm-candy.

We have a system. We always have a system.

Touch the pearls up one level.

Touch the earring pulse, three seconds.

Sip beverage: drop a level.

Hold glass in left hand: standby, but maintain.

Right hand: edge, incremental.

We also encode phrases. “Absolutely fascinating” is a rapid-fire staccato, a salvo intended to destabilize. “I couldn’t agree more” cues a rolling wave, peaking mid-sentence. “Let’s circle back” is a hard stop, immediate relief.

I have trained Paul to recognize the cues, to expect them, to integrate pain and pleasure so seamlessly that no one else can see the tremors but me.

We drift from conversation to conversation, the city’s commercial backbone laid bare in bespoke suits and heel-gashed parquet. Paul is popular tonight—his presentation from this morning has started a ripple, and the VPs of two rival firms are vying to poach him for their think tanks. They compliment his “leadership under pressure,” which is the sort of irony that, if deployed any heavier, would collapse the glass ceiling in one go.

I scan the crowd for the night’s target: Maxwell Devereaux, the gala’s signature donor and a man who wears his seven-figure philanthropy like a codpiece. He’s tall, old money, arrogant, and in desperate need of humbling.

I approach him at the bar, timing it to catch him between sycophants.

“Maxwell,” I say, voice smooth as a smoked Manhattan.

He turns, assessing. “Laura Kensington. The only woman here whose pearls are real.”

I touch the necklace, making eye contact with Paul across the room. The signal is sent; Paul’s posture tightens, just so.

“Maxwell, you say the sweetest things.” I let the hand linger, index finger tracing a single pearl. “I hear you’re making a play for the hospital board.”

He smirks, delighted at my prescience. “Is there anything you don’t have dirt on?”

I shrug, lips curling. “That’s what they pay me for.”

Behind him, I see Paul in a cluster of three, holding a glass in his left hand. He’s following, listening, but the strain is clear—a tightening around the eyes, the way he shifts his weight every few seconds.

I up the ante: I touch my earring, then add “absolutely fascinating” in the next sentence. Maxwell leans in, seduced by the illusion of my undivided attention.

Paul’s reaction is textbook. He stifles a cough, steadies himself with the edge of a bistro table, then resumes the thread of his conversation with a woman from Risk. His face has adopted the sheen of forced normalcy, the surface tension of a man desperate not to show his struggle.

Maxwell isn’t oblivious. “Is your husband alright? He looks peaky.”

I smile, bright and glacial. “Nerves. He’s never liked large rooms.”

“Funny,” Maxwell says. “I’ve always found him… adaptable.”

“People are full of surprises,” I say, and touch the necklace again.

Paul’s right hand white-knuckles on his glass. I imagine the cage’s internal vibrations building, the way it teases and then denies, the way he’s forced to keep a poker face even as his body betrays him. I savor it: the raw animal urge, boxed and shrink-wrapped for public display.

The silent auction is called, and we drift toward the displays: a week in Tuscany, two courtside Knicks tickets, an original Basquiat. I stand beside Paul, brushing his sleeve with calculated affection.

“You’re holding up,” I murmur, low enough that only he can hear.

“I’m fine,” he rasps.

I slip a hand into the crook of his arm, nails grazing skin. “You look flushed.”

He leans into me, the barest tilt, and I reward him with a coded sip of my drink—relief. His jaw unclenches.

“You’re cruel,” he whispers, voice trembling.

“That’s what you love about me,” I reply, then press my cheek to his for the benefit of an approaching photographer. The flash freezes us in a moment of artificial intimacy, a perfect snapshot of married bliss.

Later, as the crowd thickens around the auction displays, I break off and circle back to Maxwell. He’s holding court with two consultants and a starlet whose dress is little more than contour tape. I laugh at his joke, touch the necklace, and hold Paul’s gaze across the room as I escalate the intensity again. He’s sweating now, a line of salt tracing down his temple, but he maintains—always, always maintains.

Maxwell catches the glance. “Jealous, Kensington?” he asks, voice pitched just loud enough for Paul to hear.

Paul musters a practiced smile. “Not at all. I trust Laura with my life.”

Maxwell raises his glass. “As you should.”

I push a phrase: “I couldn’t agree more.” I watch Paul’s hands spasm, his whole body rigid for a split second, then release.

Maxwell moves on, drawn by the promise of better flattery. I leave Paul to recover, gliding through the crowd, collecting whispered admiration and the odd business card, letting the sense of absolute control buoy me above the tedium of networking.

The gala’s climax is the check presentation: half a million dollars pledged, a standing ovation, a photo op with the mayor and a hospital CEO. As the applause fades, I find Paul by the back wall, his posture wrecked but his composure fully recovered. The sweat is gone, the skin a perfect matte.

He deserves something for this. Something real.

I wait until the crowd’s attention drifts toward the dessert tables, then catch Paul by the elbow and steer him through a side corridor, past the caterers’ staging area and into a coat closet lined in navy velvet. The scent is wool and bourbon and, faintly, his aftershave—Ambition, of course.

I push him against the wall, both hands pressed to his chest. He shudders under my touch, every muscle wired with residual tension.

“You were perfect,” I say, mouth grazing his ear. “No one suspected a thing.”

He tries to speak, fails, then manages, “Thank you.”

I reach down, trace the line of his cock through the tuxedo pants. The cage is vibrating gently, the setting just high enough to make him ache.

“You want relief?” I ask, voice silk and steel.

He nods, desperate.

I turn the dial up one last time, watching the shock ripple through his body. He spasms, almost losing his footing, then clamps down and rides the sensation.

“You can wait until we get home,” I say. “You’ve earned it.”

He gasps, a sound halfway between pain and devotion.

I smooth his lapel, kiss his cheek, and step back into the party, leaving him in the dark, hard as marble and just as helpless.

This is how you win a gala: not by raising the most money, but by owning the only man who matters.

#

After the gala, the house is dark and silent save for the faint whirr of the espresso machine cycling through its post-cleanse. I leave the lights off, letting the sodium glare from the streetlamps flicker through the blinds, striping the living room with tiger stripes of insomnia. Paul is in the bathroom, perhaps just staring at his own reflection, searching for the man who once called the shots.

I open the laptop and log into the account I never let auto-fill: the site where I keep my own private ledger. It’s nominally a review site, but only the desperate or the truly deviant use it for its original purpose. For me, it’s a way of cataloguing progress—a taxonomy of men, ranked and scored, their metrics calibrated to the thousandth decimal. If LinkedIn had a dark twin, this would be it.

The ranking system placed Paul fifth. Not bad, given the talent pool, but not stellar either. I click on his profile, scan the stats: Dependability, Endurance, Discretion. All trending upward since the incident with Will, but still shadowed by a stubborn resistance to full surrender.

I hover over the “Edit” button, weighing the risks. He did well tonight—better than I expected. His pain threshold is improving, and he’s developing a taste for humiliation that’s almost… elegant. Not yet worthy of the top slot, but no longer an embarrassment.

I bump him up to third. Save.

Then comes the review. I type, letting the text spill without filtering.

“Paul has shown a remarkable growth trajectory since last quarter. His willingness to endure prolonged denial in high-stakes environments has set a new bar for emotional and physical discipline. Particularly notable was his performance at a recent charity event, where he maintained social composure despite ongoing, private stimulation. He responds to both verbal and nonverbal cues, and has shown increased aptitude for obedience in the presence of authority figures.

“He is, however, still prone to bouts of self-pity and requires periodic reinforcement of his status. Best results achieved through a blend of public praise and private humiliation. A work in progress, but trending positive.

“Would recommend for long-term projects requiring a compliant, resilient partner with potential for higher-order submission.”

I read it over once, twice. It’s honest, efficient, and cruel only in the way that honest things are.

I leave the page open on the screen and call down the hall. “Paul. Bedroom. Now.”

He appears in the doorway, pajama pants and nothing else, skin marked where the cage bit hardest. He’s clutching the waistband like it’s a shield.

“Sit,” I say, nodding toward the foot of the bed.

He complies, hands folded in his lap, eyes scanning for cues. I angle the screen so he can see it, then turn it toward him.

“Read.”

He does, lips moving but voice silent. I watch the reaction bloom across his face: a quick flare of hope at the new ranking. The phrase “requires periodic reinforcement” delivers a cutting blow, and his mouth twitches at “higher-order submission.”

When he finishes, he looks up. “Third,” he says, trying to sound neutral.

“You’re improving,” I reply, nonchalant.

He’s silent for a moment, then: “Who’s first?”

“Does it matter?”

He considers, then shakes his head. “No.”

I close the laptop with a click. “Do you accept your place?”

A pause, then: “Yes.”

I pat the carpet beside the bed, and he drops to his knees without prompting. He presses his face against my thigh, inhaling the scent of silk and sweat, and I let my hand rest on his head.

“You’ve done well,” I say, voice softening just a hair.

His shoulders relax. He leans into the praise, starving for it, and I stroke his hair, slow and methodical, like one might calm a thoroughbred.

For the first time tonight, he looks happy. Not content—never content—but happy in how a man can be happy when he’s exactly where he belongs.

I let him kneel there until the espresso machine winds down, and the world outside the window is all shadow and silence.

#

I leave him kneeling for a long time. When I finally lift my hand from his head, he looks up at me, eyes red-rimmed but clear.

“You can get on the bed,” I say.

He climbs up, slow and careful, settling against the pillows with the reverence of a monk entering a sanctum. He doesn’t know what’s coming, not exactly, but the rituals are familiar enough to provide their own sadistic comfort.

I open the bedside drawer and retrieve the key—small, gold, toothless at the end—and hold it up for him to see.

“Tonight,” I say, “you get a reprieve. But you know what that means.”

He nods, Adam’s apple bobbing.

I unlock the cage, working with slow, almost medical precision. There’s a moment of resistance, then it snaps open, revealing his cock: angry, swollen, and already leaking. I slide the device off, set it on the nightstand, and run my fingers along the raw lines it’s left behind.

He exhales, the sigh that comes from too much hope held for too long.

I straddle his thighs, reach up, and grab his wrists. “Above your head.”

He obeys, and I fasten the soft leather cuffs around each wrist, then loop them through the headboard. He’s spread but not stretched, immobilized but not uncomfortable. This is about containment, not torture.

I trail my nails down his arms, over the shallow valleys of his chest, and stop just below his navel.

“Tonight,” I repeat, “you’re going to do exactly what I say. No improvisation, no shortcuts.”

“Yes,” he whispers.

I grip his cock, feeling the heat radiate off it, and give it a single, punishing squeeze. He bucks, but the restraints hold.

I bend over him, hair loose for once, and kiss him—mouth open, tongue insistent, staking my claim with every flick and bite. He moans into me, the sound raw and helpless.

I break the kiss, hover above him, and lock eyes.

“What are you?” I ask.

He hesitates, then: “Yours.”

I reward him with a slow stroke, then stop. “Louder.”

“Yours,” he says, this time a little more forcefully.

I smile, then work him with both hands: one on his cock, the other on his balls, squeezing and tugging, reading the tremors in his body like a lie detector. Every time he gets close, I stop. Wait ten, fifteen seconds, then start again. After the third denial, he’s sweating, trembling, every muscle pulled taut.

“Please,” he gasps. “Please, Laura.”

I sit back on my heels, reach for the glass of water on the nightstand, and take a deliberate, slow sip.

“Not yet,” I say.

He groans, the sound almost inhuman.

I lean forward, teeth grazing his ear. “You want to cum for me?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He falters, searching for the answer he knows I want. “Because it’s yours. My pleasure is yours.”

I bite down, easy enough not to break skin but enough to leave a mark. “Better.”

I alternate between torment and comfort: dragging my nails down his inner thigh, then kissing the spot where I scratched; jerking him hard and fast, then stopping just before the edge. Each time, the delay is longer, the return sharper. He’s reduced to a quivering bundle of need, and I revel in it.

By the sixth time, he’s crying, tears running down his cheeks, but he’s still present—still aware of me, of the rules, of his place.

I kneel over his chest, my cunt hovering just above his mouth.

“You want to taste me?” I ask.

He nods, desperate.

“Say it.”

“I want to taste you. Please.”

I lower myself onto his face, grinding against his mouth. He licks and sucks with the fervor of a man reprieved from death row. I ride him, taking what I want, using his face as a tool for my pleasure.

When I cum, I grab his hair and pull, forcing his tongue deeper, his nose buried against me. The orgasm is sharp, but I don’t let him up for air until the aftershocks are gone.

I slide off, wipe my mouth, and stare down at him.

He’s a mess: eyes bloodshot, lips swollen, cock still iron-hard and untouched.

“You did well,” I say, voice hoarse.

He whimpers, grateful.

I release his wrists, but he doesn’t move. He knows better.

I stroke his cock again, slow and steady, watching the way his breath hitches with every pass.

“Are you ready?” I ask.

He nods, but I stop, hand frozen at the base.

“Say it.”

“Please let me cum. Please, Laura.”

I pump him, hard and fast, not stopping this time. His hips thrust up, desperate for release. I maintain eye contact, never letting him look away, forcing him to see himself in my gaze.

When he cums, it’s violent—spurting across his stomach and chest, soaking my hand and the sheets. He cries out, raw and broken, then collapses back, spent.

I climb up beside him, spooning my body around his, my hand resting on the cooling mess.

We lie in silence for a while, the only sound our breathing and the distant hum of the city.

After a long time, I speak.

“There’s something I want to tell you.”

He shifts, still dazed. “What is it?”

I trace a circle on his chest, just above the spot where his heart hammers. “I’ve arranged for us to renew our vows.”

He blinks, processing.

“I want everyone to see what we are now. I want to say it out loud, in front of people who matter. No more pretending.”

He smiles, small but real.

“Okay,” he says.

I kiss his forehead, then his mouth, slow and deep.

“Good,” I whisper.

I let him drift off, body limp and pliant in my arms.

For the first time in a long time, I feel something like peace.

#

The garden is a theatre of precision, every detail calculated for maximum psychological impact. White roses massed along the aisle, petals waxed and perfect as a tech CEO’s smile. Dozens of candles hover in the dusk, each in a hurricane of glass that catches and refracts the early evening, casting tiny halos on every guest’s face. They arranged the chairs in a semi-circle—intimate, but not suffocating—and a string quartet plays just loud enough to smother nervous laughter, but not so loud as to distract from the main event.

We stand at the head of the aisle, side by side, but everything about our posture signals hierarchy. Paul is in slate grey, no tie, his shirt open at the collar as if he’s already halfway to surrender. I wear a tea-length dress, black, with a pair of heels sharp enough to threaten the patio stones. My hair is down, for once, loose and shining like a dare.

Our friends and family gather in small clusters, all in on the joke but none quite fluent in the language. Cassie is here, lips blood-red and eyes heavy-lidded, recording everything for the group chat. Will sent a bottle of Dom with a card—“You made me a believer. Never settle for less”—but claimed a client meeting as an excuse for his absence. It doesn’t matter. The only witness that counts is the man next to me.

The officiant is a woman I found online, the kind who describes herself as “bespoke and non-judgmental” in her reviews. She has a preacher’s calm and a therapist’s gaze; she reads the crowd and pitches her voice accordingly.

“Dear friends, we gather to reaffirm what began as a promise, then became a contract, and is now—” she pauses, glancing at us— “an evolving partnership. Laura and Paul wish to renew their vows in front of those who matter most.”

The language is exactly what I wanted: not love, not even devotion, but the implication of endless revision. Paul’s hand is damp in mine, and when I look at him, he’s scanning my face for cues, as if the years haven’t trained him to know exactly what I’ll do next.

When it’s time for the vows, I take the lead.

“Paul,” I say, “when we first married, I promised you adventure. You delivered stability. I promised to keep you guessing, and you—” I pause, the smile a blade— “you never stopped searching for the answers, even when the questions changed.”

The audience laughs, polite, but Paul’s face is rapt. He knows every word is code.

“My promise now is to challenge you, every day, to be the best version of yourself. To guide you through life’s pleasures and its necessary pains. To honor the trust you place in my hands, and never, ever to waste what you so freely give.”

He swallows, hard, and I see it: the brief twitch in his jaw, the invisible shiver up his spine. I imagine the device under his shirt, silent but present, a ghost of every night we ever spent together.

Paul’s turn. He takes a breath, steadies himself.

“Laura, you always said marriage is a negotiation. I thought that meant compromise, but I learned it meant transparency. You taught me how to want better, to expect more. My vow is to support you, to follow your lead, and—” he glances at me, the words dropping an octave— “to never stop learning from you.”

The friends who know us best—Cassie, the cluster from the old office, a cousin who’s seen more than she should—smile at the subtext. The rest just hear sincerity.

We exchange rings. I slide his on with exaggerated slowness, pausing at the knuckle, making sure he feels every millimeter. He stares at me, pupils wide, breathing shallow.

The officiant smiles. “By the power vested in me—”

I tune her out, focusing only on Paul’s face, the way he’s holding it together for the crowd. The moment the ceremony ends, I grab his hand and drag him to the side of the garden, out of earshot but not out of sight.

“You did well,” I say, pressing him against the stucco wall. “They all believed you.”

He laughs, shaky. “Did they?”

“Does it matter?”

He shakes his head, and I reward him with a kiss—open, hungry, the kind you save for midnight in a hotel lobby. I grab his ass, pulling him into me, and whisper, “Tonight, you’ll show me how much you meant every word.”

He nods, desperate.

We rejoin the guests, all of them ready for the next round of champagne and the ritual roast that passes for conversation. Cassie toasts us: “To the couple who proves you can have it all, if you’re ruthless enough.”

I raise my glass. “To never settling for less.”

Paul smiles, and I squeeze his hand so hard he winces, but he doesn’t let go.

As the sun sets, the candles glow brighter, the music swells, and for the first time in years, I let myself enjoy the performance. Not the part where I control the variables, but the part where I trust him to play his role to perfection.

We move through the night together—accepting praise, deflecting envy, dancing exactly twice before slipping away into the house. I lock the door behind us, and Paul falls to his knees before I even have to ask.

The last thing I see before I close my eyes is his face, illuminated by candlelight, looking up at me with absolute certainty.

It’s the only truth I’ve ever needed.


Humiliating My Cuck at the Charity Auction


Chapter 1

The mirror doesn’t lie, and neither do I, at least not to myself. My reflection is as honest as an indictment. I take my time with the lipstick: crimson, the kind that drags the eye and brands the memory. The ritual is everything. First, line the lips with mechanical precision—never trust a trembling hand—and fill with deliberate, smooth strokes. I angle my jaw and let the light catch the high point of my cheekbone. My mother always told me a Reynolds woman must look as though she might draw blood with a glance. She failed to mention it should also feel as though you could.

Beyond my left shoulder, Frank struggles with his bow tie. The man is forty-three, an executive at the sort of faceless firm that survives on mergers and subterfuge, and still can’t master a simple knot. His tongue pokes from the corner of his mouth like a schoolboy’s as he fumbles the silk. I watch him in the glass, every twitch and muttered oath. The effect is…well, not charming. I should find it endearing, his ineptitude, but all I feel is a pulse of contempt. Not even strong enough to be anger. More of a passing ache, like acid reflux.

“Do you need help?” I say, and the words are smooth and caramelized, not a hint of the boredom I’m harboring.

Frank glances at me through the mirror, caught admitting defeat. “That obvious?”

“Only if someone’s watching,” I reply, and set down the lipstick. I stand, smoothing the white silk of my dress over my hips. The hem is scandalous—well above the knee, sheer in the right light—but I have the legs for it and the money to ignore protest. I cross to Frank and place my hands on his chest. Even through the starched cotton, I feel his heart rabbiting. Nervous, always.

“Let me,” I say, untangling his bow tie with swift, practiced fingers. He stands stock-still, like a man on the gallows awaiting a priest.

His face appears pinched, with his hair thinning in the uncertain way of men who are unsure when to use the razor. I meet his gaze as I finish, pulling the knot tight.

“Perfect,” I say, and I mean the bow tie. The rest is serviceable. He looks at me a moment too long, searching for the warmth I withdrew years ago.

“Thank you, Caroline.” His voice is faint. I could blow him over with a sigh.

The master bedroom is as coldly opulent as an art gallery: alabaster walls, minimalist furniture, a view over the city that would cost most people a lifetime of indentured servitude. On the king-sized bed, his phone vibrates—one of his minions, no doubt, asking for permission to breathe. He ignores it, maybe because I’m here, or maybe because he knows what’s at stake tonight.

The auction. Months of coordination, of leveraging every ounce of social capital I possess, all culminating in one obscene gala. There’s a certain pleasure in watching the city’s titans of industry trip over themselves to donate to a cause that’s only a half-step removed from a tax shelter. But it’s not charity I crave. It’s something meaner, something that bites.

Frank hovers at the periphery of the room, as though my orbit might incinerate him if he drifts too close. He glances at his cufflinks, then at the clock, then at the cufflinks again. “We should go soon. The car’s downstairs.”

I pivot back to the vanity. The high-backed chair squeals a little as I reclaim my throne. “Five minutes,” I say. “They can wait.”

I study my face, the angles and shadows. There’s a science to the beauty I traffic in—knowing which feature to emphasize, which flaw to turn into a signature. My hair is black and perfectly straight, pulled behind one ear with a tortoiseshell clip. The earrings: diamond studs, subtle but worth more than Frank’s first car. I apply the faintest touch of powder, then stare myself down. What do I see? A woman bored to the marrow, but electrified by her own anticipation.

Frank fusses with the champagne bucket at the minibar. I watch as he pours himself a glass, the tremor in his hand spilling a bead down the flute. He doesn’t offer me any.

“Big night,” he says, trying for bravado and missing by a mile.

I grace him with a smile, teeth and no warmth. “You know how these things are. The wives gossip, the husbands circle each other like dogs at a hydrant, and everyone pretends it isn’t a power play.”

He frowns, as if the thought never occurred to him. “It’s for a good cause.”

“So they keep telling me.” I run my tongue over the edge of my teeth, considering. “Did you review the item list?”

He nods. “Mostly art, vacation homes. Grant’s putting up a week in his villa, which is—”

“Predictable,” I finish for him, eyes locked on his in the mirror. “And yet you insisted on donating the Cayman. I wonder if that’s compensating for something.”

He bristles, then looks away. “You picked the car, Caroline.”

I did. I pick everything.

He nurses his drink, uncertain. I savor the power in the silence, the way it draws a line under everything unsaid. In another life, maybe Frank would have found his spine, but in this one, he’s always on the defensive.

My phone pings. A text from Gloria: “VIPs arriving. House staff say everything’s flawless. Make them drool, darling.” As if I needed the reminder. I thumb a quick reply—“On our way. Tell the photographers I want candids, not mugshots”—and slip the phone into my clutch.

Frank drains his glass and sets it down, careful not to chip the rim. “You ready?”

I stand and pivot, letting the hem of my dress swish against my thighs. My chest brushes against his arm as I pass close to him, too close. I feel the jolt in him, the hardening beneath the wool suit. Pathetic. He’s so easy to read. Years together and he’s still a rookie at hiding his appetites.

I lean in, lips near his ear. “Remember, darling, tonight is about making an impression.”

He nods, his throat bobbing with the effort. “Of course.”

I collect my clutch, check my lipstick one last time, and lead him into the hallway. He trails a step behind, as always, the gravity of my presence dragging him forward.

As we descend the marble staircase, I rehearse the night’s choreography: entrance, mingling, the calculated reveal of my “surprise” donation, the way the room will hush and then erupt. I’ve planned every angle, every camera-ready smile. What Frank doesn’t know is how much I’ve staked on tonight. Or what I intend to collect.

The car is waiting at the curb, a black S-Class with the engine running and the cabin perfumed with leather and money. Frank slides in first, his hand hovering at the small of my back as if afraid to touch. I lower myself beside him, legs crossed, and stare at the city lights flickering past.

He tries to make small talk. “Did you see Grant’s last quarterly report? They’re going to double earnings this year.”

“Victor always lands on his feet,” I say, voice even. “He’s not the type to let sentiment get in the way.”

Frank laughs, a brittle little sound. “You say that as if it’s a compliment.”

“Isn’t it?” I don’t wait for his answer.

The rest of the ride is silent, and it’s a mercy. I close my eyes and let the night assemble itself in my mind: the glimmer of diamonds, the hush of velvet, the subtle, animal charge that laces every high-stakes gathering. I picture the moment—my moment—when I step into the spotlight, when the crowd hushes and every pair of eyes is mine. The auctioneer will be a prop; the guests, pawns. I am the one with the secret. I am the one they’ll remember.

Frank squeezes my hand just before we arrive, a rehearsed gesture of affection for the benefit of the driver, or maybe himself. I let him. I even squeeze back, just enough to keep him from unraveling.

“Ready?” he says, voice small.

I turn to him, smiling sharp as cut glass. “Always.”

And together, we walk into the lion’s den, him the sheep, me the bait,and the hunter, both.

# Scene 2 - from Caroline Reynolds's point of view

They say the best predators never roar; they purr. I step from the vestibule onto plush red carpet, the hotel’s signature scent—amber, tobacco, something expensive and forbidden—drawing a line between ordinary life and the pageantry of the event. The ballroom is a riot of crystal and gold, a thousand points of light refracted off glass and champagne bubbles. Everyone is here, or at least everyone who matters — everyone who can write a check with more digits than IQ points.

Frank sticks to my side, a polite afterthought. His arm hovers at my waist but never lands. I take a flute from a passing tray, nodding at the server. “Thank you, darling,” I say, loud enough for Frank to hear, quiet enough to remind him of his place. The server blushes and scurries off.

“Caroline!” Gloria barks across the room, barreling over in a pastel dress that must have come with its own flotation device. “You look radiant.”

I let her air-kiss both cheeks. “Gloria, you’re a vision,” I lie, but that’s what she wants. “I barely recognize you. Is that Chanel or just an inspired knockoff?”

She cackles, takes the bait. “You bitch. It’s vintage. From my mother.”

I smile, slide my gaze over her shoulder, cataloging the room. Gloria’s been useful, spreading word of my “game-changing” donation, stoking curiosity. She is a master of the empty compliment and the strategic leak.

Frank’s already bored, his gaze fixed on the line at the bar, where all the men wear the same suit in different sizes.

“Darling, did you meet Gloria’s new paramour?” I say, turning Frank by the shoulder. He stiffens, as if unprepared for the role of conversation partner.

Gloria loops her arm through a young man’s—junior partner, obvious from the way his eyes dart, hungry. “Frank, this is Peter. Peter, this is my dearest friend and her husband.”

We all shake hands. Peter’s grip is tight and dry, but his attention flickers to me, then to the daring hem of my dress, then back to Gloria. I see everything: the calculation, the cataloging, the quiet hope that I’ll remember his name.

“I hear your team crushed the recent negotiations,” I say, sipping my drink. “How did you manage it?”

Peter colors. “Well, Gloria had some helpful advice.”

“Oh, I’m sure she did.” I let the smile linger just a beat too long, watching Frank shrink beside me. “Frank, perhaps you and Peter can compare notes on mergers and…acquisitions. I need to powder my nose.”

I glide away, the crowd parting before me. Every so often, a hand lands on my arm, a hello, a how-are-you, a thinly disguised sizing-up. I play the game, never more than half-engaged. I watch for the real players, the ones who matter.

That’s when I spot him. Victor Grant. Six-two, tailored to an inch, face carved from ambition and late-night cigars. He’s surrounded by a clutch of sycophants, holding court with the lazy ease of a man who knows he’s the apex predator. I move into his gravity well, letting the crowd draw us together.

“Caroline Reynolds.” He says my name like a password, his voice a low purr. “I was wondering when you’d come say hello.”

“Victor. I hear you’ve been busy collecting art and breaking hearts.”

He grins, not bothering to deny it. “The collection’s almost as impressive as the guest list tonight. Tell me, did you pick the seating chart yourself, or is it luck that you’re at my table?”

“I leave nothing to luck,” I say, angling my body so he can see every line the dress was meant to display.

His eyes flicker. He appreciates efficiency in business and elsewhere. “Is Frank enjoying himself?”

“Frank always enjoys being in the presence of greatness,” I say, letting the flattery hang in the air.

He leans in, his cologne sharp and predatory. “And you?”

“I’m here for the spectacle,” I reply. “You always put on a show, Victor.”

He studies me, weighing intent. “Will you join me for a drink after the auction?”

“Is that an offer or a challenge?” I say.

He laughs darkly. “With you, it’s always both.”

Someone else tries to break into the conversation—an aging senator’s wife, her gown painted on with a spatula—but Victor’s attention never wavers. He places a hand at the small of my back, guiding me just enough to remind me who is in command. I let him. For now.

The ballroom is a living organism: waitstaff circulate like white blood cells, guests cluster in tight knots of gossip and rivalry. I survey the men in the room, tabulating the potential for drama. A hedge fund villain with a wandering eye, a city official whose hands are everywhere but his wife’s waist, a minor European prince desperate for relevance. All of them competing, all of them prey.

Frank catches up to me, breathing a little heavy from the effort of mingling. “Did I miss anything?”

“Just the usual,” I say. “Victor was just inviting us to join him later.”

Frank’s face tightens, an old jealousy flaring and dying in a second. He knows better than to challenge me in public.

Victor smiles, watching the marital tension with interest. “Frank, try the appetizers. Best in the city.”

Frank nods, then looks to me for guidance. I wave him off. He scurries away, leaving Victor and me alone once more.

“I can see why you married him,” Victor says, a glint in his eye. “He’s the perfect…accessory.”

I don’t react. “He serves his purpose.”

“And what purpose do you serve tonight, Caroline?” His gaze is undressing, unapologetic.

I step closer, close enough to taste his power. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

He holds my gaze, unblinking. “I think I already do.”

I let the silence grow intimate, then brush a hand over his cuff. “You’ll bid, won’t you?”

“Depends on the prize.”

“Oh, you’ll know it when you see it.” I trail a fingertip down his forearm, then vanish back into the crowd.

On the stage, the auctioneer begins the pageantry. The auctioneer introduces each item with fanfare and describes it in excruciating detail. Couples murmur, hands shoot up, paddles wave. A Mondrian replica, a long weekend at a Lake Como mansion, an “authentic” African safari. The numbers climb higher and higher, until the room vibrates with dollar signs and status.

I wait for the moment. I know the order. Gloria gives me a sly nod from the wings, a cue. I slink onto the stage, all eyes on me.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” I begin, the microphone melting my words into something syrupy. “It is my absolute pleasure to introduce a special, last-minute donation from the Reynolds household. My dear husband is a man of few words, so I’ll speak for him—tonight, we’re offering an experience unlike any other.”

A ripple of curiosity. Bored creatures, the rich always hunt for the next novelty.

“Frank and I would like to auction off a weekend with a ‘trophy wife,’” I say, the phrase rolling off my tongue like a dare. “The winning bidder will enjoy forty-eight hours of my undivided attention—whether for social events, business negotiations, or simply to savor the company of a woman who knows how to play the game.”

Laughter, a few gasps, the thrum of collective arousal and envy.

I catch Frank’s face in the crowd: frozen, pale, a deer in the blast of a spotlight. Perfect.

Victor’s eyes meet mine. He’s grinning, and it’s not friendly.

The auctioneer recovers quickly, reciting the terms. “A weekend with Caroline Reynolds! All activities are by mutual consent. Discretion guaranteed. Bidding opens at five thousand—do I hear five? Ten?”

The numbers shoot up. Five, ten, twenty. A junior executive tries to keep pace, but Victor stares him down and the boy folds. Thirty. Forty.

Victor raises a finger. Fifty. Silence. The room goes tight, holding its breath.

The auctioneer barks, “Sold!” and the gavel falls.

I give a little curtsy, a theater of humility. My heart is a drum; my pulse wild. I scan for Frank; he looks as though he might collapse, his mouth moving, but no sound comes out.

Victor is already waiting at the edge of the stage. He meets me with a smile that’s all teeth and conquest.

“Was that so hard?” he whispers, offering his arm.

I take it, my palm sliding over his skin. I can feel the hum of victory in him, the anticipation of the game to come. The guests erupt into applause, some amused, some scandalized, all of them talking about me.

Exactly as I wanted.

Frank stands alone, adrift in a sea of sharks. He doesn’t even try to follow as Victor leads me away, our bodies perfectly attuned in the choreography of predators.

The ballroom spins on, but I am done with it. I have my prize, and now I want to see just how far it will go.

# Scene 3 - from Caroline Reynolds's point of view

Victor moves as if he owns the place, which tonight, he does. The moment the gavel comes down, he’s at my side with a predator’s grace—just enough decorum for public consumption, but no question as to intent. He lets his hand rest on my hip, fingers splayed, thumb lazily tracing the bare skin between my dress and his palm. The ballroom is a hurricane of laughter, gossip, and envy, but around us there’s a hush—eyes follow, stories write themselves in real time.

Frank trails us. He looks as if he’s hoping to wake up from a nightmare, but every step brings him further into the reality I designed for him. He tries for a smile, but it warps at the corners. I know that look: a man untethered, desperate for a role and unable to find one.

Victor and I glide to a lounge off the ballroom. We claim a corner booth, and he pulls me in so tight our bodies fuse at the shoulder. He’s heat and power, the kind of man whose presence raises your blood pressure and your temperature at once.

Frank stands at the edge, hands clasped as if in prayer. For a moment I let him hang there, the discomfort fermenting. Then I pat the space beside me.

“Don’t hover, darling. Come sit.”

He obeys, perching on the velvet, careful not to touch me, as though contact might sear him. Victor signals to the bartender, orders whiskey for himself and nothing for Frank. The snub is surgical. I allow myself a private smile.

“You made quite the impression up there,” Victor says, voice pitched for intimacy. “You’re wasted on Frank’s circle.”

I lean in, letting my leg graze Victor’s. “I could say the same about you. Surrounded by men who’d rather lose than try.”

He studies me, eyes narrowed in appreciation. “Most women wouldn’t dare.”

“Most women bore me,” I reply, and it’s a truth.

Frank’s hand shakes on his lap. He tries to follow the thread, to assert a presence. “It was…a generous bid, Victor. For the foundation.”

Victor ignores him, his attention laser-focused on my face, then my mouth. “Do you always put yourself on the block, or was this a special occasion?”

I turn my head, looking at Frank with the kind of affection a cat has for a mouse. “Tonight is all about indulgence,” I say. “And sometimes, it’s fun to let the boys play for keeps.”

Frank swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing. The sight of his discomfort excites me more than I’d like to admit.

Victor runs a fingertip over the rim of his glass. “How do you want to play this, Caroline?”

I reach over, brush a speck of lint from Victor’s lapel, and let my hand rest just a moment too long. “Why not start with a tour? We wouldn’t want our patron to miss the hotel’s more…intimate corners.”

He gets to his feet, offers me his arm. I take it, turning to Frank. “You’re coming, right?” The way I say it, there’s only one answer.

Frank nods, a child sent to the principal’s office.

Victor leads, but I guide the rhythm—heels clicking, hips swaying, a deliberate invitation to the voyeurism of every onlooker. We take the back stairs, away from the crush, and I feel Frank’s nervous energy pulsing behind us.

At a landing, I pause, letting Victor pin me against a marble column. His hands span my waist, grip tightening just short of pain. “You’re trouble,” he says.

“I prefer ‘inspiration,’” I breathe, arching just enough to let my chest brush his. “You bought your prize. What do you want to do with it?”

He doesn’t answer, just claims my mouth with his. The kiss is brutal, greedy. I bite back, tasting the metallic tang of whiskey and power. I hear Frank’s breath catch behind us, a ragged whimper.

I break the kiss, turn to find Frank gaping, cheeks flushed, eyes wide. The bulge at his groin is unmistakable, even under his suit.

“Frank,” I say, “are you going to just stand there?”

He stammers. “I—I didn’t want to interrupt.”

“Too late,” Victor says, and pulls me even tighter, hands roving down to cup my ass. I let him, arching into the touch, eyes locked on Frank’s. He looks mortified, but his cock is hard, straining the fabric.

“Have you ever watched before?” I ask him, voice low and silken.

He shakes his head. “No,” he croaks.

Victor laughs, and I feel it vibrate through my spine. “First time for everything,” he says, fingers squeezing until I gasp.

I turn my head, whisper into Victor’s ear but loud enough for Frank. “He doesn’t know what to do with me. Never has.”

Victor’s lips graze my jaw. “Some men just need to learn by example.”

I shudder, not from fear but from the intoxicating blend of humiliation and power. I reach back, take Victor’s hand, and guide it under the hem of my dress. He slides his fingers up, grazing the lacy barrier of my panties. I’m soaked, and we all know it.

Frank’s breathing grows shallower, almost frantic. His face is beet red, eyes glued to the space where Victor’s hand disappears beneath my skirt.

“Do you want to touch, Frank?” I ask, voice wicked.

He nods, desperate, but stays rooted.

“Say it,” I command.

“I want to touch you,” he whispers, “please.”

Victor’s fingers slip inside me, just enough to make my body jerk. “You’re not in charge tonight, Frank,” he says. “If you want something, you ask her.”

Frank’s hands tremble. “Caroline, may I—”

I cut him off with a laugh, sharp as a slap. “You don’t get to ask tonight. You get to watch.”

Victor’s hand works between my thighs, slow and torturous. He’s skilled—no fumbling, no hesitation. I let the pleasure roll through me, and make sure Frank can see every reaction, every gasp, every twist of my hips. I ride the edge, refusing to come, using the tension like a weapon.

Victor withdraws his hand, licks his finger with obscene satisfaction. “Delicious,” he murmurs, and I could come from that alone.

I lean back, whispering into Frank’s ear. “That’s what a real man tastes like.”

He’s sweating, eyes wild, pupils blown. I reach down, stroke the front of his pants, feel the urgent, pitiful throb of his erection. He bucks at the contact, but I pull away.

“Not yet,” I tell him. “You’ll wait until I say.”

Victor takes my wrist, kisses the inside. “Let’s move this somewhere private,” he says, voice dark with intent.

I take his hand, turn to Frank. “Follow,” I say, “but stay three steps behind.”

Frank does as he’s told, every movement a study in obedience and misery. We take the elevator; the ride up is charged with unspeakable energy. Victor stands behind me, hands on my waist, lips at my neck. Frank stares at our reflection in the mirrored doors, his own humiliation reflected back at him.

On the top floor, Victor leads us to a suite—of course it’s the penthouse. He opens the door and ushers me in, then shuts it behind Frank with a heavy click.

He wastes no time. The moment the door’s closed, he grabs me, lips on my neck, hands roaming. I surrender to the kiss, letting my body mold to his. Behind us, Frank hovers like a ghost, hands knotted, his cock obvious and useless.

Victor rips the hem of my dress up, finds my panties, and yanks them off with a practiced flick. “On the bed,” he orders.

I obey, crawling up onto the silk-draped mattress. Victor follows, pressing me down, grinding into me through his tailored pants. He hikes up my dress, exposing my ass to the open room—open to Frank’s gaze. I hear him gasp, the voyeurism as thrilling as Victor’s touch.

Victor opens his fly, pulls his cock free—thick, dark, already wet at the tip. I feel Frank’s stare, and I love it. I love knowing he’s never filled me like this, never even come close.

Victor buries himself in me, slow at first, then harder. The pleasure is sharp and overwhelming. I brace my hands on the headboard, throwing my head back. “Fuck me,” I say, and he does, each thrust a lesson in what I’ve been missing.

Frank’s noises are soft, strangled. He’s rubbing himself through his pants, desperate for permission. I look him in the eye every time Victor drives into me, wanting him to see every ounce of joy he never gave.

Victor reaches around, fingers working my clit as he pounds into me. I feel the orgasm build—fast, punishing. “Oh fuck,” I cry, not caring who hears. “Don’t stop—”

Victor grunts, shudders, comes with a force that leaves me shaking. He stays inside me, holding me down, letting Frank watch the aftermath.

Only when the tremors fade does he pull out, rolling onto his back with a satisfied sigh. I turn to Frank, still kneeling at the edge of the bed, tears in his eyes, his hand in a death-grip around his cock.

I crawl to him, push his hand away, and unzip his pants. His cock springs out, smaller and paler than Victor’s, leaking already. I stroke him, slow and deliberate.

“Did you like watching?” I ask.

He sobs out a yes.

“Do you want to come?”

He nods, desperate.

“Then beg for it.”

“Please,” he whimpers. “Please let me come. I need it, Caroline, please.”

I stroke him harder, keeping my eyes locked on his. “You’ll come when I say, and not a second before.”

He nods, tears running down his cheeks.

Victor watches from the bed, amusement clear on his face. “You really have him trained.”

I stroke Frank faster, squeezing just the way he likes. His body tenses, desperate for release.

“Now,” I command.

He erupts, hot and violent, covering my hand. He collapses forward, shaking with the force of it.

I wipe my hand on his shirt and stand, adjusting my dress. I cross to Victor, curl up beside him, my back to Frank.

After a moment, I hear Frank gather himself. He straightens his suit, wipes his face, and stands by the window, staring out at the city.

Victor wraps an arm around me, pulling me close. “Was this your plan all along?”

I smile, tracing a finger over his chest. “Of course. I wanted you to see what you were bidding for.”

Victor laughs, and it’s perfect. I feel the triumph settle in my bones, a fire that won’t burn out.

I turn to Frank, who still stares out the glass, lost.

“Wait up for us,” I say, voice as soft as it is cruel. “We might need you again.”

He nods, and I know he will.

Once you teach a man his place, he never forgets it.


Chapter 2

The elevator is a glass bullet, shuttling us up to the roof with a speed that leaves my stomach tight and humming. Victor’s hand finds the small of my back, his thumb tracing lazy circles against my skin, while Frank stares at his own reflection in the mirrored doors—trying, I think, to find some version of himself that isn’t a bystander.

When we emerge, the pool is all mirror and azure; the deck is staged with glossy white loungers and oversized umbrellas. The horizon splits the city in half, the world below a suggestion. It’s early, but not empty: a handful of hotel guests in sunglasses and resort casual, scattered like chess pieces in the sun. They look up as we arrive—a six-foot-two predator, a woman in a string bikini, and a man who walks like he’s on death row.

Victor is first to the water. He peels off his shirt with zero self-consciousness, then slips into the pool with a grace that’s at odds with his size. I follow, making a show of stretching—arms overhead, breasts straining against the thin triangle of my top. I can feel every eye on me, including Frank’s. Especially Frank’s.

I lower myself into the shallow end, gasping theatrically at the chill. The water hugs my body, the fabric of my suit going instantly translucent. I see the outlines of my nipples, the dark shadow of my pubic hair. If I were an ounce more modest, I’d blush; instead I arch my back, tilt my chin, and make sure the sun has a clear shot at all my best angles.

Frank hovers at the edge, towel wrapped around his waist like a shield.

“Come in, Frank,” I call, voice bright and acid. “You’re not afraid of a little public exposure, are you?”

He glances at the other guests, then back at me, mortified. “I, uh, didn’t bring—”

Victor cuts him off. “We’re all friends here. Don’t be shy.”

Frank shuffles to the steps and sits, ankles in the water, but goes no farther. He keeps his knees together, hands locked in his lap.

Victor glides toward me, his strokes efficient, predatory. He comes up behind me, presses his chest to my back, and encircles me with his arms. I melt against him, letting my head loll back onto his shoulder. He nuzzles my neck, lips grazing my ear.

“You like an audience,” he whispers, voice thick with amusement.

“You’re not the only one who likes to show off,” I murmur, and run my hand down his thigh, underwater, all the way to the hard outline of his cock. He’s half-erect already, and I squeeze him, thumb tracing the ridge through his suit.

Frank watches from the steps, lips parted. I exaggerate the movement, letting my arm break the surface so he can see exactly where my hand is.

Victor’s response is immediate. He slips a hand under the water, cups my breast, pinching until I gasp. The pain is exquisite, a live wire straight to my clit.

I shift in his grip, grinding my ass against him, feeling him swell even more. “You’re going to tear this suit,” I hiss, then reach up and untie the top, letting it float away. Victor catches it with one hand and tosses it to the side of the pool, then palms my breast in full view.

Frank’s face is a study in torment.

One guest, a leathery woman with perfect teeth and a nose job you could use to open an envelope, raises her sunglasses and watches us with open fascination. I smile at her, then close my eyes as Victor slides his hand down my belly, beneath the waistband of my bottoms.

He doesn’t bother with preamble—just plunges two fingers inside me, slow and deep. I clench around him, every muscle rigid with want.

I moan louder than necessary, and arch up against his hand. “God, right there,” I say, pitching my voice to carry. Frank flinches, but doesn’t look away.

Victor works his fingers, curling just so, until I’m right at the edge. “You want to come in the pool?” he asks, teeth on my ear.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Yes, fuck, yes—”

He speeds up, thumb circling my clit, and I come with a shudder that rocks me from crown to toe. I don’t care who sees; in fact, I want them all to see. I want Frank to see.

When I’m done, Victor withdraws his hand, brings it to his lips, and licks his fingers clean. I turn, straddle his lap, and kiss him hard, tasting myself on his tongue.

Frank sits on the steps, knuckles white, breathing through his mouth. I beckon him closer with a finger.

“Come here,” I say. “Sit next to us.”

He obeys, shuffling into the shallow water, eyes fixed on the tile. He’s visibly hard under the thin fabric of his swim trunks.

I reach out and take his hand, guiding it to my breast. “You can touch, if you’re polite,” I say, smiling. “Victor doesn’t mind sharing his toys.”

Frank’s hand trembles as he cups me, thumb flicking over my nipple. I look down at him, a mix of pity and contempt. “You could have had this,” I say. “You had years. But you never even tried.”

He says nothing, just kneads my flesh with desperate, clumsy need.

Victor watches, bemused. “He’s hopeless,” he says. “But at least he knows his place now.”

I shift on Victor’s lap, feeling his cock straining against his suit. “Do you want to fuck me here?” I ask, loud enough for Frank and anyone else to hear.

Victor grins, savage. “You think you can take it?”

“Try me,” I dared.

He pulls my bikini bottom to the side, pushes inside me in one brutal thrust. I gasp, clawing at his shoulders. The friction, the exhibition, the knowledge that Frank and a half-dozen strangers are watching—it’s almost too much.

Victor sets a relentless rhythm, fucking me with short, deep strokes. I cling to him, nails digging into his back. Frank is inches away, transfixed, his own arousal obvious and pathetic.

I lock eyes with Frank, riding Victor’s cock with abandon. “You want to touch yourself?” I ask.

He nods, desperate.

“Go ahead,” I say. “But don’t come. If you do, you’re sleeping in the hall tonight.”

He slips his hand into his trunks and strokes himself slowly and shamefully.

Victor fucks me harder, grunting with effort. I come again, legs shaking, breathless and spent. Victor’s own orgasm is silent but seismic; he buries his face in my neck and holds me tight until the tremors fade.

I slide off his lap, reclaim my bikini top, and tie it back on. My hands are shaking, but my smile is steady.

Frank sits in the water, cock still in hand, eyes glazed.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I ask.

He can barely speak. “Yes.”

Victor climbs out of the pool, water sluicing off his body. “You two finish up. I’ll order drinks.”

I haul myself onto the deck, towel off, and stretch out on a lounger. Frank follows, towel wrapped around his waist.

I pat the spot beside me. “Come dry my hair,” I say.

He sits, picks up a towel, and pats my scalp with gentle, awkward care.

“You’re getting better at this,” I tell him, closing my eyes. “You might even earn your way back into my bed someday.”

He doesn’t answer, but I know he’s listening.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the nosy woman from earlier whispering to her companion, both of them sneaking glances in our direction. I hope the rumor mill is working overtime; I want our disgrace to echo off every rooftop in the city.

Victor returns, a tray of drinks in hand. He hands me a glass, then sinks onto the lounger next to mine.

“To new beginnings,” he says, clinking his glass against mine .

Frank sits between us, a penitent at the altar of our appetites.

I rest my head on his shoulder, just for a moment, and let the sun dry the last traces of shame from my skin.

Tomorrow, I know, there will be hell to pay. But today, I am undefeated.

#

We return to the suite as conquerors—Victor leading, me clinging to his arm, Frank limping behind. Our hair is wet and wild, skin scented with chlorine and sunlight. I’m still wearing the bikini, barely, but the strings have loosened and the fabric clings to me like a second, sluttier skin.

The penthouse is cold after the rooftop, the marble floors and leather furniture a hard contrast to the water and air outside. Victor moves with casual ownership, drops his towel on the carpet, and surveys the room as if planning a renovation.

He turns to Frank, voice ironclad. “Sit in that chair, and don’t move.”

Frank obeys, shuffling to an armchair with a view of the bed. His hands are balled in his lap. He looks like a condemned man waiting for sentence.

Victor faces me, his eyes darker than I’ve ever seen them. “Are you ready?”

I nod, unable to trust my voice.

He strips me of my bikini in one motion, leaves it in a sodden heap on the floor, then gestures to the bed. “On your back, arms up.”

I climb onto the mattress, spreading my arms as instructed. Victor opens his overnight bag and produces two silk scarves—navy blue and blood red—and a pair of supple black leather cuffs. He binds my wrists to the headboard with methodical precision, pulling the scarves tight enough to burn but not bruise. The cuffs follow, buckled around my ankles and attached to the lower posts. I’m splayed, helpless, every muscle exposed and aching.

He steps back to admire his work, then turns to Frank. “Good view?”

Frank doesn’t answer, but I see him nod, just a flicker.

Victor climbs onto the bed, settling between my legs. He doesn’t touch me, not at first. Instead, he leans over, mouth close to my ear. “You’re going to keep your eyes on him,” he says. “You come when I tell you, and not before. Understand?”

I shiver, then nod. “Yes.”

He begins with his tongue, tracing lines from my collarbone to my nipples, down my ribs, over the bruises he left last night. He marks me again, sucking each breast until the tips are swollen and tender. I moan, low and guttural, but he ignores my noises, focused on his own rhythm.

I lock eyes with Frank. He’s rigid in the chair, face pale, pupils blown wide. The bulge in his pants is obscene.

Victor drags his tongue down my stomach, then pauses, just above my clit. He glances at Frank. “You want to watch me make her come?”

Frank nods, desperate.

“Then pay attention,” Victor says, and buries his face between my thighs.

The first lick is a shock, electric. His tongue is broad and relentless, stroking me until I’m gasping, hips straining against the restraints. He sucks my clit, then fucks me with two fingers, twisting and curling until I’m right at the edge.

“Don’t come,” he warns, mouth still pressed to me.

I clench my fists, fighting the urge to let go. The denial is exquisite, worse than anything I’ve ever endured.

He keeps me there for minutes—an eternity—edging me closer and closer, then backing off until I’m shaking with need. All the while, my eyes never leave Frank’s. I see the agony and hunger in his face. I know he’s close to coming, just from watching.

Victor sits back, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and smiles. “Now you can beg,” he says.

“Please,” I gasp, “please let me come. I need it.”

He laughs, then turns to Frank. “What do you think, Frank? Should I let your wife come?”

Frank swallows. “Yes,” he whispers. “Please.”

Victor returns to my cunt, tongue faster now, fingers punishing. The orgasm is volcanic, ripping through me with a force that leaves me sobbing, tears streaming down my face. I scream, not caring who hears. My whole body trembles, pinned and helpless, lost.

He doesn’t stop. He keeps licking, keeps fucking me with his fingers until the next orgasm builds, then the next. Each one is sharper, crueler, until I’m blubbering nonsense, my brain wiped clean.

When I finally collapse, limp and ruined, Victor unstraps my ankles but leaves my wrists tied. He rolls me onto my stomach, then enters me from behind, pushing my face into the pillow. His hands grip my hips, hard enough to bruise. He pounds me, rough and merciless, while Frank watches every second.

I glance back, just once, and see Frank palming himself through his pants, desperate for any contact.

Victor finishes with a roar, buries his cock deep inside me, then collapses next to me on the bed. He’s sweaty, panting, eyes closed in triumph.

I’m spent, but radiant. My body hums with satisfaction, every nerve fried and grateful.

Frank sits in the chair, untouched, his arousal a living thing between his legs.

Victor opens one eye, glances at Frank, and says, “Come here. Clean her up.”

Frank obeys, shuffling to the bed. He kneels, hesitates, then leans down and licks Victor’s semen from my thighs, slow and methodical. I arch into his mouth, sighing at the softness of his tongue.

Victor laughs, then gestures for Frank to sit on the edge of the mattress. “Do you want to come?”

Frank nods, eyes wild.

“Not yet,” Victor says, voice like steel. “You wait until I say.”

He unties my wrists, then pulls me into his lap. I straddle him, letting his cock slide against my ass, and face Frank, who’s so close I can feel his breath on my skin.

Victor cups my breasts, pinches my nipples, then orders Frank to watch as he slides two fingers back into me. I’m sore, but so fucking ready. I ride his hand, grinding against him, while Frank watches, unable to touch himself.

When I come again, I scream Frank’s name. He shudders, but keeps his hands at his sides.

Victor withdraws his fingers, then turns to Frank. “Now,” he says.

Frank explodes in his pants, eyes rolling back, body convulsing with release. The wet spot spreads across his lap, humiliation complete.

I laugh, delighted, then collapse against Victor’s chest. He kisses my forehead, gentle and possessive.

Frank kneels at the foot of the bed, ruined and obedient.

Victor strokes my hair, then whispers, “You’re perfect.”

I believe him.

The suite is quiet, except for the sound of our breathing.

Tomorrow, I know, there will be consequences. But tonight, there is only this: me, bound and adored, Victor triumphant, Frank broken but grateful.

It’s not love. It’s better.

It’s victory.


Chapter 3

Victor sprawls across the duvet with a sheet tangled around his waist, a perfect still life of aftermath. The light has shifted since dawn—less judgment, more postmortem. I stand by the window, naked, bruised, glittering with sweat and spit and the dried filigree of his conquest. My throat is raw from screaming and laughing and something in between.

Frank perches at the foot of the bed, hands trembling in his lap, knees pressed together like he’s holding himself in. His shirt is half-buttoned, backwards, as if he dressed in a panic. I can’t decide if I want to slap him or pull his hair, so I settle for watching him wilt from across the room.

It’s a tableau of defeat, and I’ve never felt so alive.

I pace along the window, running my palms over the glass, letting the city look in if it wants to. “Do you want to know the best part, Frank?” My voice carries like a blade in a cathedral.

He doesn’t answer. He’s barely breathing. I turn, saunter toward him, hips loose and slow, as if I’m stalking prey with nowhere left to run.

“Did you really think last night was some…accident?” I pause in front of him, hands on my hips, letting him take inventory of every bruise and bite and fingerprint Victor’s left behind.

He stares, desperate to look anywhere but my face.

I crouch, leveling our gazes, the air sharp with his shame. “You thought it was fate that Victor was the highest bidder? Some cosmic joke?”

Frank’s mouth opens and closes, useless. A goldfish in a blender.

“I approached him weeks ago,” I say, each word slow enough to sink. “I set it all up—the auction, the weekend, the rules of the game. He didn’t even want to bid at first. You know what changed his mind?” I reach out, brush the damp hair from Frank’s forehead, more tenderness than he deserves. “I told him how much you worshipped him. You spent your career idolizing the man, trying to measure up, always coming up short. He liked that. He enjoyed knowing you’d have to watch.”

The color drains from Frank’s face. He grips the edge of the bed so hard his knuckles flare white.

“Why?” he manages, voice a whisper, a child’s question.

I laugh, full and bright. “Because you never fucking listened, Frank. All those years, all those boring, breathless attempts to please me. I told you what I wanted. I told you what I needed. You offered me a sandbox when I wanted a battlefield.”

Victor shifts on the bed, propping himself on one elbow, lazily amused. He’s content to watch the spectacle, his handiwork rippling across my skin in purple and red.

Frank glances at Victor, then back at me, his lips trembling. “I—I thought we were—”

“Special?” I cut in. “God, you’re adorable. You’re the only one in this room who still believes in fairy tales.”

He tries to speak, but only a wet choking sound comes out. The trembling spreads from his hands up his arms. I savor it the way a cat savors a crippled bird before the kill.

I rise to my feet, circle behind him, fingers tracing his shoulders. He flinches at my touch but doesn’t pull away. “You know why I chose Victor?” I whisper, lips at his ear.

He shakes his head, tears leaking down his cheeks now.

“Because he made you,” I hiss. “Every professional skill, every posturing gesture, every ounce of your ambition—he shaped it. And I wanted him to unmake you. In front of me. In front of you.”

Frank gasps, a sound halfway between grief and orgasm. I press my nails into his scalp and tug his head back, forcing him to meet my eyes in the mirror above the dresser. Shock blows his pupils wide.

“Look at you,” I say, voice velvet and venom. “A man reduced to ash by the only two people who ever really saw you.”

He whimpers, the sound childlike. I could almost pity him if it didn’t turn me on so much.

Victor clears his throat. “You said you wanted a clean break, Caroline. This is…impressive.”

I flash him a smile. “We’re not quite done.”

I push Frank forward, hands on his back, making him hunch over his knees. He shudders, arms hugging his ribs. “All those planning calls I said were with Gloria? Victor, every time. You know those weekends I claimed to be at the spa?” I run my palm down Frank’s spine, letting it linger at the small of his back. “I was at Victor’s place, testing his product.”

Frank convulses, shoulders shaking with silent sobs.

I bend close, biting his ear. “He’s bigger, smarter, meaner. And he’s going to be your boss next quarter. Did you know that? Victor’s taking over your department.”

Frank shakes his head, moaning.

Victor stands, crossing the room. He towers above us, a titan in boxer briefs, cock swelling at the spectacle. He plants a hand on Frank’s shoulder—heavy, unyielding.

“Consider this an orientation,” Victor says, voice rich with triumph.

Frank collapses, chin to his chest. I stand, rolling my neck, relishing the stretch and the power.

I step between them, lean over, and kiss Victor, slow and filthy, making sure Frank can’t miss the sound or sight. I turn back to Frank and straddle his lap, pinning him with my thighs.

“Is this what you wanted?” I ask, hands cradling his tear-soaked face.

He can’t answer. He’s beyond language.

I press my forehead to his, voice low and brutal. “This is what you made me, Frank. I hope it hurts.”

He nods, tiny and broken.

I slide off his lap, grab a robe from the floor, and pull it around me. I look at Victor, who’s grinning, and then back at the ruin of my husband.

“I need a shower,” I say, crossing to the marble bath.

As I walk away, I hear Victor’s voice behind me, crisp and cold: “We’ll see you at breakfast, Frank.”

The water hits my skin like absolution. I let it scald, let the steam erase the last traces of regret. Outside, I hear the muffled sound of Frank’s sobbing, the low rumble of Victor’s laughter, the city waking up to another beautiful day.

I scrub myself raw, then lean against the glass, staring down at the street far below.

I don’t cry. I don’t need to.

This is what I wanted.

And it’s only the beginning.

#

I towel off slow, watching my reflection for signs of remorse and finding nothing but clean skin and a constellation of bruises. I let the robe slide off my shoulders as I step back into the suite. Frank sits where I left him, on the edge of the bed, hands limp and dead on his knees, his gaze fixed on a spot in the carpet as if he stares hard enough he might fall through.

Victor leans against the dresser, towel knotted at his waist, hair still wet from his own quick rinse. His eyes are on me, and there’s hunger there, but also a twisted fondness—a man proud of his monster.

I don’t speak right away. I let the silence burn, let the tension harden into something brittle and sharp.

Frank’s voice is so small I almost miss it: “Can we go home?”

I laugh, but not kindly. “Oh, darling. We’re just getting to the good part.” I drop the towel and cross the room, naked and unhurried, water beading down my thighs. Victor’s gaze tracks my every step. I savor it the way a showgirl must savor the footlights, the hush before a number. I turn to Frank.

“Sit there,” I command, pointing to the armchair positioned directly across from the bed, close enough to see every detail, too far for rescue.

With his will gone from his joints, he moves like a puppet. He sits, spine rod-straight, eyes blinking as if fighting off a head wound. He won’t meet my gaze. Not yet.

Victor drops his towel. He’s magnificent—broad and hungry, the marks of my nails still raked down his chest from earlier. He crosses to me, stops inches away, and brushes a knuckle down my cheek.

“You want to put on a show?” he says, voice low enough for just us.

“Let’s make sure Frank never forgets it,” I reply, loud enough for him to hear.

I climb onto the bed and splay myself out, arms above my head, knees drawn up and apart. I tilt my chin so I can watch Frank over the peak of my breasts. He glances up, then instantly away, the red flush climbing from his chest to his ears.

Victor climbs in after me, knees straddling my hips, and bends down to whisper in my ear: “You want him to watch me fuck you senseless?”

“Don’t hold back,” I murmur, voice a purr. “I want him to see everything he never was.”

Victor grins, wicked and sure. He runs his tongue along my jaw, bites down hard enough to leave a mark. My hips arch up into his. I reach down and wrap my hand around his cock, guiding it to the slick, aching heat between my legs.

He doesn’t ease in. He shoves, brutal and unceremoniously, splitting me in half with the first thrust. I yelp, the sting as sharp as it is sweet, and reach up to claw at his back. He sets a punishing rhythm, every motion choreographed for the audience.

I lock eyes with Frank. He’s transfixed, his jaw trembling. I bare my teeth in a smile.

“See that, baby?” I call out, voice bouncing off the glass. “This is what it feels like. What I’ve been wanting.”

Victor grips my thighs, lifting them higher, angling for maximum depth. The headboard slams against the wall in time with his hips, and I moan, long and loud, making sure Frank can hear every note. I reach down and rub my clit, quick and practiced, shivering under the onslaught.

Victor’s cock is a battering ram, each thrust flattening my will until all that’s left is hunger. I stare at Frank the whole time, never breaking the connection.

“You could have done this,” I taunt, voice gone ragged. “You could have made me scream for you.”

Frank shakes his head, mute.

“But you never did,” I hiss. “You never tried. So now you get to watch while someone else does it better.”

Victor leans over, bites my nipple, then looks up at Frank. “She’s right, you know,” he says, not breaking his stroke. “Some men were born to take, and some were born to watch.”

Frank makes a noise, almost a sob, but his hands don’t move from his knees.

Victor fucks me harder, the pain blooming behind my eyes until I’m seeing stars. I rub my clit faster, desperate, knowing I won’t last much longer. I want to drag Frank with me, force him to feel every ounce of my pleasure as punishment.

“Look at me,” I command, voice cracking with effort.

Frank looks up, eyes wet, face ruined.

“Watch me come,” I snarl. “Watch what you’ll never have again.”

Victor’s pace goes frantic, hips slamming me into the mattress. Screaming, with my back arched, and every muscle locked tight, I come. I don’t close my eyes. I want Frank to see the exact moment I shatter, want him to record it in the soft parts of his memory forever.

Victor finishes a heartbeat later, cock pulsing inside me. He stays there buried, holding me down, while I shake and sob and laugh.

Frank covers his face with both hands, shoulders hunched.

After shoving Victor off, I crawl to the foot of the bed and stare at Frank. I’m a mess—hair wild, skin slick, thighs streaked with sweat and come. I love how I look, how I must appear to him: untouchable, unconquerable.

I kneel at the edge of the mattress, spread my legs wide, and run my fingers through the mess Victor left inside me. I let it drip out, pooling on the sheets, before turning my palm to Frank.

“This is what a real man feels like,” I say, voice icy.

Frank sobs, head in his hands.

Victor stands, stretches, and stalks to the bathroom, satisfied.

I crawl across the bed, drag the sheet over my shoulders, and curl up in a tight ball. For a moment, the exhaustion catches up with me. I close my eyes, letting the world spin.

I wake to the sound of Frank’s crying, low and guttural, a sound that would break my heart if I had one left to break.

I roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling.

This is it, I think. This is the new world. Nothing soft, nothing safe, nothing left to lose.

I smile, eyes damp but unashamed.

Tomorrow, we’ll pick up the pieces.

Tonight, I savor the ruin.

#

Victor is the first to move, breaking the trance of spent violence and humiliation. He dresses with military economy—boxer briefs, tailored trousers, white shirt with the collar popped, hair finger-combed back into the suggestion of civility. His eyes never leave mine, except to flick once—just once—toward Frank, who still sits in the chair, hands limp, pants tented from his own shame.

Victor grins at me, slow and wolfish. “You want the room?” he says, voice still thick with satisfaction.

I lounge on the bed, one knee cocked, arms folded behind my head. My thighs are sticky with his come, sheets beneath me soaked through. I shrug, a pantomime of indifference.

“Stay if you want,” I say, “but you’ve already seen the main event.”

He laughs, pulls on his jacket, and glides to the door. As he passes Frank, he pauses, leans in, and plants a heavy hand on his shoulder.

“Monday’s board meeting should be interesting,” Victor murmurs, tone dripping with condescension. “Try not to fuck up the quarterly projections. I’d hate to discipline you in front of a crowd.”

Frank doesn’t answer. He sits frozen, eyes glazed, breathing shallow and desperate.

Victor gives me a brief salute and exits, the door closing with a whisper of finality.

The silence is delicious.

I stretch, limbs sore but singing. Every inch of my body, every place where Victor has left his mark, is something I can feel. I savor the slow ooze of his seed from my cunt, running in lazy rivulets down my thighs. I reach down, scoop some up, and lick it from my fingers, eyes fixed on Frank.

He shudders, but doesn’t look away.

I sit up, let the sheet fall away, and plant my feet on the floor. Dazzling still and naked, every inch of me was designed to torment him. I walk to the mini-bar, pour myself a glass of water, and drain it in one go.

Frank flinches when I approach, but I just laugh.

“Don’t be so jumpy,” I say. “The hard part is over.”

He looks at me then, really looks. His face is raw, eyes rimmed red, lips chapped from chewing and worry. He doesn’t speak, but I can feel the questions boiling in his skull.

I sit on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, water glass balanced on my knee. “You want to know what happens next?”

He manages a nod.

I smile, all teeth. “We go home. You go back to your spreadsheets, your insignificant life. I’ll go back to being the woman you can’t control. Except now you know the truth: you never could.”

Frank’s throat works, but nothing comes out.

I lean in, voice pitched low. “I’m going to keep seeing him. Maybe other men, too. You’re going to help me pick them, Frank. It will be your job to make the introductions. You’ll set the schedule, book the rooms, buy the lingerie. Every time you watch, you’ll remember tonight. Every time you fuck me, you’ll know it’s just an echo, a mercy.”

His hands grip the armrests so hard I think they might break.

I stand, cross to him, and kneel between his legs. My hair brushes his thighs. I reach up, undo his belt, and pull his pants and boxers down to his ankles.

His cock springs free, hard and flushed and leaking. I can smell the fear and want rolling off him. I run my hand along the shaft, slowly and clinically, as if inspecting a specimen for defects.

“You’re not worthless,” I say, stroking him with practiced ease. “You’re just…not enough. Not for me. Not anymore.”

He moans, the sound choked and helpless.

Leaning forward, I take him in my mouth, slow and deep, allowing my lips and tongue to do what years of marriage have trained them to do. I taste the salt of his pre-cum, the tang of his humiliation. I want him to remember this: my mouth full of Victor’s flavor, my body still wrecked and dripping from the man he’ll never be.

I bring him to the edge, then pull away, watching his face contort with agony.

“Not yet,” I whisper, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “You come when I say.”

He whimpers, desperate.

I suck him again, harder this time, tongue swirling, jaw working. He bucks, tries to thrust, but I dig my nails into his hips and pin him down.

I pull off, leave him twitching in the cold air, and stare up at him.

“You’re going to clean the suite,” I say, calm as a boss giving orders. “Pack my things. Call the driver.”

He nods, panting.

I wrap my hand around him, pump once, twice, slow and ruthless. “You want to come?” I ask.

“Yes,” he gasps. “Please. Please.”

“Beg for it,” I demand.

He sobs, then: “Please, Caroline. I need it. I need you.”

I squeeze harder, thumb rubbing the head. “You want to come for your wife, or for your boss?”

He chokes. “Both,” he cries. “Anything. Please.”

I smile, wicked and triumphant.

“Then you’ll do everything I say, from now on.”

He nods, frantic.

I stroke him fast, relentlessly, never taking my eyes off his. When he comes, it’s violent, spurting across my chest and chin, dripping down my neck. I milk him until he’s empty, then sit back on my heels, grinning.

“Good boy,” I say, licking the mess from my fingers.

Frank slumps, spent and broken.

I stand, walk to the window, and stare out at the city.

This is what victory tastes like.

It’s not sweet. It’s not gentle.

It’s perfect.


Chapter 4

The return trip is surgical, all clean lines and silence. The driver ferries us from the hotel’s revolving doors to our penthouse with the same polite blankness he uses for city councilmen and international debutantes, but I catch the furtive glances in the rearview mirror. He can smell the aftermath, though he has no name for it. I imagine the stories he’ll tell his wife tonight. I hope they disgust her.

Frank sits slumped on the far side of the back seat, as if afraid his mere presence might stain my dress. He keeps his hands clamped between his knees, eyes fixed on the grid of the passing city, the mirrored glass of office towers, anything but me. Good. He’s learning.

I watch my reflection in the window: lips swollen, hair wild, the evidence of a hundred minor victories smudged into the corners of my smile. There’s a fresh charge in my body, a hum just beneath the skin. Refueled. Remade.

When the car glides up to our building, the doorman hurries out to open the rear door. “Mrs. Reynolds,” he says, eyes flicking up and down my body with professional speed. “Welcome home.”

Frank doesn’t even wait for the door to finish closing before he bolts for the elevator. I follow at a leisurely pace, taking the time to smooth my skirt and retie the silk scarf at my neck. The lobby is empty except for the concierge, who watches our progress with a sly sort of boredom. I flash him a smile as I pass, not because I need his approval but because I enjoy the effect.

Our penthouse is cold, sterile, untouched by human warmth in our absence. The cleaner has arranged everything in funereal order: pillows plumped, fresh-cut lilies drooping over the credenza, glass surfaces so spotless they turn the cityscape into a dizzying infinity. I drop my purse on the console and walk straight to the bar, pouring myself a double scotch, neat.

Frank hovers at the threshold, backpack dangling from one hand. He looks lost, a child after the world’s longest timeout. He opens his mouth, closes it, and finally says, “Do you want coffee?”

“No. I want you to sit down.”

He perches on the edge of the couch, careful to leave an ocean of space between us. His gaze is frantic, like a lab rat who’s learned that the cheese comes electrified.

“We’re hosting a dinner party next Friday.”

Frank blinks. “We are?”

“I am,” I correct. “You’ll be here, of course, but only as much as is necessary.”

He looks at his hands. “Who’s coming?”

I lean against the counter, crossing my arms. “The usual suspects. Gloria and her latest boy toy. That ghoul from the planning committee—what’s her name? Oh, and the Thompsons.” I let the names hang, each one a small, sharpened knife.

Frank’s face drains at the mention of the Thompsons. He swallows. “Do you think that’s wise?”

“Are you worried about your reputation?” I laugh, sharp as a slap. “Sweetheart, if you had any left, Victor would have finished it last night.”

He flinches, then tries to rally. “Maybe we should wait—give it a week, let things settle—”

I cut him off with a gesture. “No. We strike now, while the iron is hot.” I push off from the counter and pace the length of the living room, letting my heels echo off the marble.

Frank’s voice is thin. “I don’t know if I can—”

I whirl on him. “You don’t get a vote. Not after this weekend.” I close the gap between us, plant my hands on the back of the couch, and loom over him. He doesn’t look up, just stares at my knees.

“I’m going to teach you,” I say, voice soft and close. “I’m going to teach you how to be a good little husband. You’ll greet the guests, pour the drinks, and make polite conversation. But you will not under any circumstances embarrass me. Understood?”

He nods, barely.

I tap his cheek, just hard enough to sting. “Say it.”

“Understood,” he whispers.

“Good boy,” I say, and mean it.

I straighten, head to the study, and pull up the guest list on my phone. I scroll through the names, fingers hovering over each one, weighing the potential for spectacle and scandal. Gloria is a lock, of course—she’s half my public relations and all of my rumor control. The Thompsons are more interesting. I know for a fact that Liz has been fucking her Pilates instructor for months, and her husband has been auditioning for the role of “closeted cuckold” since the Christmas party. I grin at the possibilities.

Next, I text the caterer, the decorator, and a sommelier with the taste of a Parisian corpse. Each message is brisk, imperious. I want perfection, and I want it on my terms.

I wander back to the living room, where Frank hasn’t moved. He looks up as I enter, fear and longing fighting for dominance in his eyes.

“We’ll need to prep the house,” I announce. “You’ll help the cleaning crew. I want the floors immaculate, the guest bath stocked with real towels, not those cheap little squares you ordered last time.”

He nods, desperate to please.

I cross to the window, look down at the toy city below. “And you’ll wear the grey suit. The one Victor complimented.”

I hear his breath catch. “I thought you hated that suit.”

“I do,” I say, “but it makes you look like a man who’s trying very hard to be a man. I want the guests to see that.”

He doesn’t respond. He knows better.

I pour another scotch, this time adding a single cube of ice, and lean back against the counter. “Frank?”

He looks up, hope flickering. “Yes?”

“Are you jealous?”

He considers, then nods. “Yes.”

I let the silence stretch. “Good. I want you to remember that feeling.”

He looks down, shoulders slumping.

“Don’t look so defeated,” I say. “You’re going to have a front-row seat.”

He shudders, but a trace of excitement glints in his eyes. I see it, and I file it away for later.

The rest of the day passes in a flurry of logistics. I order flowers, schedule a deep clean, and vet the menu options with the ruthlessness of a firing squad. I make sure the wine cellar is stocked and the silverware polished to a blinding sheen.

Frank follows my instructions to the letter. He empties the fridge, scrubs the kitchen tiles, and even dusts the crown molding. I caught him once, standing in the dining room, staring at the table set for twelve, his expression unreadable.

I pad in behind him, barefoot, hair up in a silk scarf. “Do you think we’re ready?”

He jumps, startled. “Almost,” he says. “Do you want me to polish the crystal?”

I step closer, take the glass from his hand, and set it aside. “I want you to listen,” I say, voice low and intimate. “Next Friday, you will do exactly as I say. If you disobey, if you make a scene, I will make you regret it.”

He nods, silent.

I tilt his chin up, forcing him to meet my gaze. “You’re going to watch me flirt with every man in that room. And some women, too. You’ll laugh at the jokes, and you’ll smile when you see me touch them. You’ll remember every word, every gesture, every secret I whisper in their ears.”

He’s breathing faster now, but doesn’t break eye contact.

I drop my hand, pat his cheek, and walk away. “Dinner is at seven,” I call over my shoulder. “Don’t be late.”

I leave him in the dining room, alone with the crystal and the fine linen and the knowledge of what’s coming.

It’s enough for now.

But next Friday, I’ll raise the stakes.

And he’ll thank me for it.

#

Friday. The air is knife-sharp, humming with anticipation. The penthouse is a cathedral of decadence: candles flicker in every alcove, crystal refracts light into the corners, the scent of peonies and rare steak commingle in a way that says this isn’t just a dinner, it’s an execution. I move through the pre-party like a conductor, orchestrating staff, fussing over seating, double-checking the wine pairings with a sommelier who has never told me no.

Frank is a wreck, pacing in his suit, polishing nonexistent smudges from the silver. He knows what’s coming, or at least he suspects, which is almost better. The most exquisite torture is the anticipation, the knowledge that the axe hangs just above and you have to be charming while you wait for it.

I vanish into the master suite at six-thirty, leaving Frank to sweat out the arrival of the guests. I spend twenty minutes on my makeup, perfecting the cat-eye, drawing blood-red lines on my lips with the precision of a surgeon. The dress is black, skin-tight, and slit high enough to raise questions even among our crowd. No bra, just a hint of nipple beneath the silk. I step into stilettos so severe they might qualify as blunt instruments, then spritz perfume at my wrists, behind my knees, at the curve of my throat.

I pause at the top of the grand staircase, surveying the tableau below. Gloria is already here, giggling at her own jokes and leaning so far into her boy toy’s chest she might as well crawl inside. The Thompsons hover near the bar, both impeccably dressed, both scanning the room like predators on a veldt. Liz’s dress is a battle flag—white and virginal, offset by a choker that screams, “I’ve seen things.” Her husband, Paul, wears his hair slicked back and his wedding band on a chain around his neck. The others arrive in drips and drops, each with their own small orbit, but already I can see the lines being drawn.

Frank does his best to play host, greeting arrivals with brittle smiles and increasingly desperate pours of refills. He bows when people enter, hands them drinks, makes tight conversation about traffic and the market. No one is really listening. They’re all waiting for me.

When I enter, the room stills. There’s a half-beat where even Gloria stops talking, and the only sound is the crystal in my hand tapping the banister as I descend. Eyes track every step. The dress does its job, telegraphing intent like a neon sign, but it’s the way I walk—the ownership, the promise of danger—that has them holding their breath.

Gloria is the first to recover. “Darling, you’re a vision,” she says, voice syrupy and loud enough to reach the far end of the room.

I lean in, kiss her on both cheeks, and let my hand linger at the nape. “You’re too kind,” I whisper. Her boy toy’s gaze drops straight to my cleavage, where it lingers for the rest of the evening.

Paul Thompson offers me a drink. “You look…different tonight,” he says, barely masking the hunger in his eyes.

I accept the glass, brush his fingers with mine, and arch a brow. “It’s a special occasion.”

His wife, Liz, sidles up, her eyes laser-bright. “What are we celebrating?”

I let the question hang. “Surprises,” I say, and move on.

Dinner is a parade of the city’s best, each course an escalation. Sashimi with caviar, lamb shank so tender it falls apart under the slightest pressure, tiny spheres of sorbet that explode on the tongue. The caterer’s staff glides in and out, silent and invisible. I make sure Frank stays busy, refilling glasses and clearing plates, a butler at his own execution.

Conversation orbits the usual: markets, children, scandals, the city’s ongoing collapse. I steer it, gently at first, then with more force.

“So, Paul,” I say over the first course, “you’ve been traveling. Any new conquests?”

He laughs, feigning modesty. “A few client dinners in Tokyo, nothing wild. You know how it is.”

I turn to Liz, letting my lips curl. “And you? Been behaving while the husband’s away?”

She doesn’t flinch. “Never,” she purrs.

The table laughs, but the subtext is acid. I catch Frank’s eye across the room, and he flushes, already behind in the game.

I shift the attention. “Gloria, did you tell everyone about that party in Milan?” I say.

She blushes, fans herself. “Oh God, no, Caroline, you’re terrible.”

“Now you have to,” I say, leaning in so the entire table can see the inside of my thigh. “It’s too good.”

Gloria launches into a story about a masquerade, and she rivets the table. I sip my drink and rest my hand on Paul’s thigh beneath the tablecloth. His leg tenses, then relaxes, a pulse of excitement running through him. I stroke a slow circle with my fingertip. He glances at Liz, but she’s deep in conversation with Gloria, or at least pretending to be.

I move my foot, just slightly, so it grazes the ankle of Gloria’s boy toy. He stiffens, then looks up at me, eyes wide. I wink.

By the main course, the table is flush with stories, each one more suggestive than the last. I ramp it up, dropping a story about a failed trip to Greece and a run-in with a swimsuit model. “It’s amazing what people will do for the right audience,” I say, voice velvet and sweet.

Liz cocks her head. “Did you join her, or just watch?”

I let a slow smile spread. “A lady never tells.”

“Since when?” Gloria cuts in, laughter bubbling up.

“I’m in polite company,” I say, letting my hand slide higher up Paul’s thigh. He squirms, then shifts in his seat, hiding his erection with his napkin.

Frank serves the next round of wine, his hand trembling just enough to make the glasses clink. I watch him, see the pink rise in his cheeks, the effort it takes not to stare at my exposed skin, my hand, my foot still tangled with Gloria’s boy toy under the table.

I slide my hand off Paul’s leg and run it down the length of my dress, smoothing the fabric. I reach across the table for the butter and let my breast brush the rim of my glass, leaving a faint trace of lipstick on the crystal. Paul watches, slack-jawed. Liz’s eyes narrow, then flick to Frank, then back to me.

For dessert, the staff brings out a trio of tiny cakes, each more precious than the last. I scoop a raspberry tart off its plate with my finger and lick the cream in slow, obscene circles. Across the table, Gloria giggles and mimics me, sucking a dollop of chocolate from her finger. The boy toy nearly chokes on his coffee.

I set the stage, then drop the curtain.

“You know,” I say, voice dropping to a purr, “I’ve been thinking about how to make tonight truly memorable.”

The table stills. All eyes are on me.

I run my tongue over my teeth. “What if, for one night, we dropped the charade?” I gesture at the table, the plates, the crystal. “What if we admitted what we really wanted?”

Paul swallows hard. Liz leans forward, hungry.

I look at Gloria, whose anticipation already flushed her face. “No masks, no lies. Just…whatever we can imagine.”

The silence is electric.

Liz breaks it, voice breathy: “What are you suggesting, Caroline?”

I shrug, casual, as if proposing a round of cards. “I think pretending bores all the people here. Why don’t we make our own fun?”

Frank stands behind the dessert cart, hands clenched so tight the knuckles are white. I see the sweat break on his brow.

I look at the table, one by one.

“Paul, you’d love to see what your wife is like when she’s not playing the perfect hostess.” I turn to Liz. “And I bet you’d love to be the center of attention, just once.”

Gloria cackles, drunk with anticipation. “And what about us?”

I smile, slow and cruelly. “I think you and your boy would like to watch. Maybe join in if you’re brave.”

The room hums with possibility, a low growl of want.

I stand, let the dress slide open a little further, and run my hand down the curve of my hip.

“Let’s take this upstairs,” I say, voice soft as velvet.

No one hesitates. Not even Frank.

Especially not Frank.

#

The master suite is already lit for drama: amber sconces, velvet blackout drapes, king-sized bed with a mirrored headboard that triples the sin. I sweep in first, hips loose and dangerous, followed by the pack—Liz and Paul hand in hand, Gloria and her puppy right behind, and Frank bringing up the rear, eyes wide and unblinking.

I turn, plant myself at the foot of the bed, and point to the chaise by the window. “You,” I say to Frank, “will sit there. Hands where I can see them.”

He stumbles to obey, mouth already dry. I feel the collective gaze on my back as I face the others, holding the silence until it trembles with want.

Gloria is the first to move. She slides her arms around her boy’s neck and kisses him, slowly and sloppily. I watch her tongue slip into his mouth, watch his hands slide down her hips, gripping her ass like it might float away. Liz stands beside her, trembling but resolute. Her eyes are on me.

Paul hovers, caught between anticipation and fear. I beckon him with a crook of my finger, and he comes, hands shaking.

I peel off the dress in one smooth motion. No preamble, no shame. It falls to the floor, black silk puddled at my feet. Every pair of eyes latches onto my skin: the curve of my hip, the cut of my ribs, the taut line from belly to breast. I let them look.

Liz laughs, a nervous, choked sound. “You really don’t give a fuck, do you?”

I grin. “Not when there’s a roomful of people ready to do it for me.”

She shrugs out of her own dress, white sliding to ivory skin, and stands in her bra and panties. Paul can’t breathe.

I move to him, pressing my bare chest against his suit jacket. “Take it off,” I command.

He fumbles with the buttons, fingers numb, but I help, dragging the jacket down his arms, then the shirt, then the tie. He’s lean and built like a runner, and terror flexes every muscle.

Gloria and her boy are down to underwear, her dress a crumpled flag on the floor. He is hung, and she is not shy about displaying it, stroking him as she walks him to the bed.

I beckon Liz closer. “Show me,” I say, and she removes her bra, then her panties, standing naked except for the choker. She’s beautiful, a contradiction: soft curves, fierce eyes. I walk around her, dragging a single fingertip along her spine, then cup her breast in my palm. She gasps.

Paul is still frozen, so I reach down and unbuckle his belt, dropping his pants to the carpet. He’s hard already, cock straining against the cotton of his boxers. I sink to my knees, slide them down, and take him in my mouth without warning, without mercy.

He moans, hands fluttering, unsure where to touch. I look up at him, never breaking eye contact, lips wrapped tight around his shaft, tongue flicking at the head. I hear Liz’s breath quicken behind me.

I break off, stand, and turn to Liz. “Your turn.”

She kneels, takes her husband’s cock in hand, and strokes, slow at first, then faster. I watch, aroused by the sight of her devotion, the way her lips stretch around him, the wet sounds filling the room. I slide a hand between my legs, fingers finding slickness and heat.

I climb onto the bed, watching Gloria ride her boy, tits bouncing, hair wild. I crawl beside her, tangle my hand in her hair, and pull her face to mine. She tastes of wine and chocolate, her tongue greedy and insistent. I feel her fingers creep between my thighs, nails scratching, then two of them slip inside, pumping with expert rhythm.

I moan, arching against her hand. Gloria’s boy bends down and sucks my nipple, biting until I gasp. I rake my nails down his back, drawing a thin line of blood.

Paul and Liz join us on the bed. Paul is shaky but determined; he climbs behind Liz, kisses her neck, then pushes her onto all fours. He fucks her from behind, hands on her hips, eyes locked on me.

I splay my legs, two fingers circling my clit as Gloria’s boy bends me over the edge of the mattress. He slides his cock in slowly, all the way, then pulls out and slaps it against my ass. The sting is electric.

Gloria’s hand is still inside me, working harder now. I come, a jolt of heat tearing through my body, but I don’t let up—I want more.

I twist, roll Gloria onto her back, and spread her legs. She’s wet, dripping, and I dive in, tongue and teeth and lips, devouring her. She screams, thrashing against my mouth. Her boy shoves his cock between her tits, fucking them while I suck her clit.

Paul groans, then pulls out of Liz, spraying cum across her lower back. She collapses, boneless and panting.

I sit up, wipe my mouth, and look across the bed to the chaise. Frank sits there, hands gripping the arms, erection raging under his suit. His eyes glaze with need, and I know he’s dying inside.

I crawl to the foot of the bed, beckoning him closer. “Come here,” I say. “But keep your hands behind your back.”

He kneels, eyes level with my cunt, and I spread my legs wider. “You want to taste?” I taunt.

He nods, desperate.

I grip his hair and press his face to me. He licks, frantic, as if trying to drink me dry. I use him, grinding against his tongue until I come again, louder this time. I push him away, back to his corner, and wipe my juice off his cheek with my palm.

I return to the bed, where Gloria and her boy are sixty-nining, lost in each other. Paul is stroking himself, watching Liz finger herself beside him.

I climb onto Paul, straddle him, and ride his cock, slow at first, then pounding. Liz kisses my breasts, sucks the nipples into her mouth. Gloria’s boy fucks Liz from behind, his hands cupping her tits, mouth at her neck.

We are a mess of limbs and sweat and moans. Every angle in the mirror is obscene. I look over, see Frank on the chaise, cock in hand, but he stops the moment I glare at him.

“Not yet,” I call out. “You come when I say.”

He whimpers.

I swap partners, take Gloria’s boy inside me while Gloria sits on my face. Her pussy is sweet and raw, and I lap at it until she comes, quivering and howling. The boy is rough, slamming into me, his hands wrapped around my waist like iron. I milk his cock until he shudders and erupts inside me, then push him off, collapsing in a puddle of slick, spent flesh.

Paul and Liz are side by side, stroking each other, eyes fixed on me.

I beckon Frank again, this time letting him kneel at the edge of the bed. “Hands behind your back,” I repeat.

He obeys, trembling.

I press my cunt to his mouth again, using him like a toy, then turn and have him clean the cum from between my thighs. He licks it up, whimpering.

When I am sated, I sit back, legs spread, breasts heaving. I stare Frank down, voice sharp.

“You want to come now, don’t you?”

He nods, tears in his eyes.

“Ask for it.”

“Please,” he whispers. “Please let me.”

I smile, evil and perfect. “Do it.”

He jerks himself off, desperate, and comes in thick ropes across his own stomach, face twisted with shame and relief.

I collapse onto the sheets, Gloria curling up beside me, her head on my shoulder.

The others drift off, boneless and ruined, but I lie awake, staring at the ceiling, letting the memory of Frank’s humiliation replay again and again.

This is power.

This is love, in its way.

And tomorrow, I’ll find new ways to break him.

But tonight, I let the pleasure settle in my bones, and drift to sleep surrounded by bodies, still the queen of this strange, perfect kingdom.

#

Morning comes in patches—blinding sunlight at the windows, the stink of sweat and sex layered over with stale perfume, the raw ache in my hips and throat. The guests stir one by one, first in silence, then in whispers, then in laughter when someone breaks the seal with an off-color joke. Gloria finds her panties hanging from the bedpost and waves them like a flag of surrender. Paul and Liz stumble into the master bath together, still naked, still tangled. The boy toy makes himself a double espresso at the wet bar and winks at me, unashamed.

Frank sits at the edge of the chaise, shoulders hunched, eyes glazed. He hasn’t slept. I doubt he even moved. There’s a dried streak of my come across his cheek, and he doesn’t seem to notice or care.

One by one, the guests dress and vanish, leaving behind empty wine bottles, lipstick-stained glasses, and the occasional forgotten undergarment. Paul and Liz depart last, she in yesterday’s dress, he with his shirt inside-out. “Call us,” she mouths at me over his shoulder, eyes wild and hopeful.

When the last door closes, the silence is obscene.

I take inventory: bruises on my thighs, bites at my breast, a deep, sweet ache between my legs that pulses with every heartbeat. I feel like a goddess, fucked and worshipped and sated.

I pad across the room, still naked, still victorious. Frank doesn’t move as I approach. He looks up, hollow - eyed, mouth slack. There’s a new emptiness in him, a final break I recognize from experience—he’s given up, and in its place is something softer, almost grateful.

I crouch beside him, resting my chin on his knee. He flinches, just a little.

“You were perfect last night,” I say, and mean it. “Exactly what I needed.”

He tries to speak, but the words catch in his throat.

I run my finger along his jaw. “You know what’s next, don’t you?”

He shakes his head, mute.

I smile, slow and surely. “Next time, you won’t even get to watch. Maybe I’ll have you tie me to the bed, then lock the door. Or maybe I’ll just send you the footage after, if you’re a good boy.”

His cock twitches, involuntary.

I lean in, lips brushing his ear. “This is the new normal. You, kneeling. Me, doing whatever the fuck I want.” I drag my nails down his chest, leaving a trail of red. “You’re free, Frank. Free from pretending. Free from wanting to win.”

A tear rolls down his cheek. I lick it off, then stand, stretching, arms above my head.

I turn, stride to the shower, and glance back only once. He’s still there on the chaise, unmoving, a statue at my altar.

In the shower, the water is scalding. I scrub myself clean, careful not to wash away the best bruises. I savor them, the proof of my night’s work.

When I emerge, Frank is on the floor, on his knees, collecting the scattered lingerie and clothing into a basket. He pauses when he finds my panties, holds them to his face, and breathes deep before tucking them away.

He’s broken, but beautifully so.

I cross the room, step over him, and head to the kitchen, naked and humming. I make myself a coffee, sip it black, and stare out at the city.

There’s nothing left to prove. No more masks.

This is who we are.

And, for the first time in my life, I am absolutely, obscenely happy.


Humiliating My Cuck on Camera


Chapter 1

I pad across the radiant marble, each footstep a quiet whisper, toes grazing the heated tiles of our penthouse’s master bath. Morning sun pierces the glass wall, catching the gold fixtures and turning the room into a temple built for worship—my worship, specifically. It’s the only place I can guarantee privacy, if not peace.

The countertop is a boneyard of luxury: Chantelle, Bordelle, La Perla. Four thousand dollars of engineered seduction scattered like a designer’s fever dream. Although the colors clash with deliberate violence—blood-red silk, sapphire mesh, white scalloped tulle—I always circle back to black. The black is a dare, the black is power. The black is me.

Today, I need more than power. I need certainty.

I strip off my robe and let it puddle at my feet, a snowdrift of silk that sets off the coffee-cream of my thighs. The mirror throws my body back at me, and I’m reminded—like always, like forever—that I am not merely pretty. Pretty is for girls who play defense, who think the world will smile at them for free. I am beautiful the way a guillotine is beautiful: clean, sharp, inevitable.

But even a guillotine needs careful assembly.

I start with the bra. Quarter-cup, black lace, eyelash trim. The French know how to cradle ambition: the cups barely contain me, nipples glossy and pointed, peeking over the lace like illicit confessions. My breasts sit high, almost obscene, areolae dusky against my skin. The band bites my ribs, tight enough to leave little red lines. I select the panties—if you can call them that—crotchless, of course, with a tiny, pearled bow that will catch the light and Mark’s attention in equal measure. There’s a matching garter, six straps, satin and mesh; I thread each stocking with the slow, purposeful grace of a surgeon closing an incision.

I turn in profile, one hip cocked, and regard the package. I’m not immune to my spell. The contrast is almost criminal—black on milk, hourglass exaggerated by tension and negative space. If I could paint this moment, I’d call it The Trap. I smile, practicing, and it’s a small, sharp thing.

The scene needs rehearsal. I flex my ankles, point my toes, arch my back until vertebrae click into alignment. My left arm floats above my head, hair tangled at the wrist like I’ve just been seized. My right hand drifts down, across the taut drum of my stomach, fingers circling the outline of my navel before dipping lower. It’s performative, a pantomime for an audience that exists only in my mind, but it works. I watch the mirror as my mouth parts, lashes dropping, and the illusion is flawless: Lisa the trophy, Lisa the whore, Lisa the thing you risk everything for.

Behind the display, the machinery spins. My plan is simple, if risky. The shoot was my idea, a favor to a friend who doesn’t really exist, and Mark took the bait like a fish bred for hooks. He could never resist the illusion of control; it’s his biggest kink, though he’d die before admitting it. I want him disarmed, off-balance, uncertain. I want him to see me the way the rest of the world does—hungry, untouchable, a little cruel. Today, I want him to watch.

I lower my arms, shake out my hair, and rehearse the smile again. Open, slightly mocking. The kind that says: I know exactly what I’m doing, and so do you. It’s not just for Mark, though. The second subject—the model, the prop, the body—I’ve already read him twice, online and in person. He’s a professional, which means he thinks he can stay neutral. That’s cute. That’s fine. I need only him to follow directions.

A final touch: a single line of Chanel eyeliner, wings drawn sharp enough to pierce the self-esteem of everyone in a two-block radius. My lips, dark, the color of a ripened fig. When I press them together, I imagine the smudge they’ll leave on Mark’s collar later, the proof of my victory.

The phone buzzes on the marble—Mark, confirming he’s running late. Of course. He will hate that, being late. I let the anticipation pool low in my stomach, a warmth that is almost but not quite arousal.

I step away from the mirror, gather the robe, and slide into it like armor, careful not to snag the lace. I catch my reflection once more, pause, and allow the mask to settle fully. My eyes are cold and bright and glittering with intent.

The trap is set. All that’s left is to spring it.

#

The ride-share drops me a block from the studio, and I hoof the rest in patent heels, letting the city’s early-bird chill snake around my bare knees. The building is a converted warehouse: fresh steel on the doors, custom glass, a lobby so spare it verges on hostile. I take the elevator alone, feeling the weight of my robe and what lies beneath, each floor upward another click in the ratchet.

Jason’s early, of course. Models are like that—always a little hungry, desperate to prove they can be more than ornamental. He’s waiting in Studio 2, scrolling through his phone, perched on a high stool like a Renaissance Christ with an Abercrombie upgrade. Up close, he’s even more engineered than in the portfolio shots: cheekbones so sharp you could julienne with them, eyes dark enough to drown in, hair that looks tousled and expensive at the same time.

“Hey,” he says with a grin calibrated for maximum disarmament. “Lisa, right?”

His handshake is warm, fingers lingering half a second longer than polite. I like that; it’s efficient, with no need for theater. I let my hand fall, eyes raking him from top to bottom. He’s in black jeans, a white tee, leather jacket slung over one arm. The rolled-up sleeves of his shirt exposed forearms dusted with just enough hair to signal he’s not some prepubescent twink. I nod approvingly.

“You’re even taller in person,” I say. “That’ll play well on camera.”

He smirks. “You planning on climbing me or just draping?”

“Why choose?” I tilt my head, testing the boundaries. “The photographer’s late. We have time to get comfortable.”

He doesn’t know—can’t know—the choreography I’ve mapped out, but that’s fine. He’s here to follow cues, nothing more.

The studio itself is pure aspiration: seventy feet long, concrete underfoot, daylight streaming in through windows the size of movie screens. Racks of clothing, props, and accessories in labeled bins line one wall. At the far end, the cyclorama curves up like a wave about to break. I head there, dropping my tote beside the makeup station.

Jason trails me, not sure if he’s supposed to flirt or shut up, so he splits the difference. I caught him peeking at my legs. The robe barely qualifies as coverage when I move, the silk gaping at my thigh with every stride.

“Want coffee?” he asks, holding up a cup with a hopeful smile.

I shake my head, letting my hair sweep forward as I inspect the lighting rigs. “No caffeine. It messes with my hands.” He looks for the tremor, but I’m rock steady. Always am.

Mark texts: Elevator’s crawling. Two minutes out.

Perfect. I tuck the phone away, check my lipstick, and review my lines. There’s a tickle in my chest—not nerves, something sharper. It’s the feeling you get when you’re about to set off a fire alarm just to watch people run.

When Mark arrives, he’s already annoyed. The city always beats him at his own game, no matter how early he leaves, and he’s got that pinched look around his eyes that means he’s clocking every inefficiency. He spots me and the mask drops, replaced by the real Mark—hungry, proud, a little wary.

“Hey, gorgeous.” His voice is low, conspiratorial, like we’re sneaking around together instead of me cheating at chess with his emotions. He reaches for my waist, then hesitates, noticing Jason.

“Hi,” he says, flat, extending a hand. “You must be—”

“Jason Bell,” Jason cuts in, flashing teeth. “Nice to meet you. Big fan of your wife.”

Mark laughs, awkward, looking from Jason to me. “Are you modeling today?”

Jason shrugs. “Guess so. They said to be here at ten.”

Mark finally turns back to me, gaze scanning my face for some clue, some hint of what’s really going on. He won’t find it—not yet.

“Give me a sec,” I say, drawing him toward the dressing alcove. I closed the curtain behind us, dropping the volume to a hush. The robe is between us, but barely; I can feel the heat radiating off his skin.

“I thought you said this was a solo shoot,” Mark whispers, his mouth close to my ear.

I press a finger to his lips. “Change of plans. I want you to run the camera. Video, not stills.”

He blinks, confusion flickering. “But I — I’m not set up for that. I didn’t bring—”

“They have everything here,” I say, and let my hand drift to his chest, flattening his arguments. “You’ll be perfect.”

He swallows, the Adam’s apple bobbing. I can tell the idea of me on film—of other men seeing it, maybe wanting—scrambles something in him. It’s not jealousy. It’s curiosity, wrapped in denial, lacquered with that masculine certainty that he’ll always be the one in charge.

I step back, letting the robe part just enough to flash a triangle of lace and bare skin. “Five minutes,” I say, and slip out before he can recalibrate.

I can feel both of them watching as I cross to the vanity, as I touch up my lips and check my cleavage in the magnifying mirror. The lighting is flawless. It burns away every shadow, every lie, until only the essentials remain. I love that about this place; it’s the opposite of home.

Jason approaches, voice lowered. “Your husband’s pretty intense.”

“Only when he cares,” I reply, blotting my lips on a tissue. “That’s why it works.”

He nods, not getting it, not supposed to.

We take our places on the set. There’s a black velvet chaise, a handful of antique books, an empty crystal decanter. I position myself on the edge, legs crossed, robe artfully slouched off one shoulder. I signal for Jason to sit beside me, close but not quite touching.

Mark emerges from the alcove with the camera. It’s a beast—shoulder rig, matte box, shotgun mic. He fumbles with the settings, still pretending this is just another job, another billable hour. But his eyes keep darting to me, to the length of thigh exposed, to the shadow of my nipple under the lace.

“Rolling in three,” he says, voice hoarse. “Two. One.”

I let the robe slip, slow, theatrically, until it pools around my hips. The air is cool against my skin, my nipples tightening into stiff peaks that all three of us can see. Jason exhales a soft fuck under his breath, just audible. Mark’s face spasms: pride, then doubt, then something I can’t quite name. He keeps the camera steady, but his hands flex on the grip, knuckles blanching.

I angle my body toward the lens, arching just so, and glance at Jason. His arm is close enough to touch, but he waits for my cue. I give him a slow nod, permission sliding between us like oil.

Jason places a hand on my bare thigh. It’s warm, deliberate, the pressure firmer than I expect. He keeps his gaze fixed on my face, waiting for resistance, but I don’t flinch. I lean in, lips parted, every inch of me aware of Mark’s scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” Jason murmurs, just for me, but I throw it to the camera.

Mark’s breathing is ragged now, picking up pace. I can tell he wants to say something—wants to stop, or at least slow, the momentum—but he’s paralyzed by his own expectations. This is what he wanted, isn’t it? A wife who could make the world spin faster, who could draw every eye in the room, even if it means the eyes aren’t always his.

I let my hand drift over Jason’s, guiding it higher, across the seam where lace turns to skin. I let the sensation register: the heat, the promise, the genuine threat that this could go further than anyone planned.

I stare into the lens, into Mark, and smile the way I did in the bathroom mirror—hungry, untouchable, a little cruel.

“Is this what you want?” I ask, voice low, just above a whisper. “Tell me if it’s not.”

He shakes his head, eyes never leaving me. “It’s perfect,” he says, but the word trembles.

Good. That’s what I wanted.

From the wings, Jason squeezes my thigh, grounding me, a silent signal: Your move.

I lean forward, let the robe slide off completely, and let the camera see everything. My breasts, straining against the bra. The perfect V of my panties. The soft, wicked smile I have perfected over years of practice. Mark’s face—his whole body—tightens as he films, every inch of him struggling to stay in control.

In that moment, I am the only thing in the room with gravity.

The shoot is just beginning.

Mark’s hands shake as he adjusts the focus, the lens trained tight on my hips and the arc of my spine. The lights pulse hotter now, a ring of white that eats up every shadow. I shift on the chaise, knees apart, back arched so my breasts threaten to spill from the lace. My face is a study in calculated innocence—lips parted, eyes smudged just enough to look fuckable but not desperate. I know the difference. So does Mark.

“Chin up,” he says, and his voice cracks.

I smile, slow, letting the tremor hang between us. “Like this?” I angle higher, hand on my thigh, the silk of my stockings gleaming in the crossfire. Jason’s watching, arms folded, half-hard already if the bulge in his jeans means anything. He keeps his distance, but his gaze is a touch. I wonder how long it will take Mark to notice.

We run through poses: me reclining, me sprawled, me kneeling on the cushion with my ass presented like a gift. I keep my eyes on the camera, on the man behind it, watching for the moment he blinks, when he forgets to breathe. It happens sooner than I expect.

“Is that enough?” I ask, feigning shyness, fingers drawing idle shapes on my inner thigh.

Mark clears his throat. “Let’s get a few with Jason. For scale.”

I bite back a laugh. For scale. He wants to see the comparison, wants to watch the numbers stack up. Classic.

“Come here,” I say, crooking a finger at Jason.

He crosses the set in two steps. Up close, he smells like bergamot and adrenaline. I pull him down to the chaise, straddling his lap, my heels pressing into his flanks. He’s solid under me, all muscle and heat, and when his hands find my waist, it’s like flipping a switch: my breath hitches, my skin prickles, and I can feel my wetness seeping through the silk.

“Look at her,” Mark mutters, barely above a whisper.

Jason’s hands are reverent at first, skimming up my ribs, thumbs pressing the flesh just below my breasts. I exaggerate the arch, offering more, challenging him to take. He does. His palms slide up, cupping me through the lace, and I gasp, loud enough for the mic. I glance at the camera, at Mark, and the look on his face is pure, unfiltered ache.

“Hands lower,” I instruct, voice honeyed but iron underneath. Jason obeys, sliding down my waist, over the swell of my ass, kneading with both hands. I grind into his lap, feeling the ridge of his cock grow harder by the second. My pulse slams in my ears, equal parts fear and hunger.

Mark circles us, shooting from different angles. He pretends to direct, but he’s lost. Every time my head tilts, every time Jason’s fingers dig deeper, Mark’s composure crumbles a little more.

I ride the line between actor and animal. I let my body move the way it wants, rocking my hips in lazy figure-eights, leaning back so my hair tumbles down my spine. My nipples, visible, swollen, and dark, are positioned just above Jason’s hands. I moan, softly at first, then louder, the sound spiraling up as his hands grow bolder.

“Jesus,” Jason says, half to me, half to the camera.

“Do you like this?” I purr, locking eyes with Mark. “Do you enjoy watching me with him?”

He flinches, but doesn’t look away. “Yes. God, yes.”

That’s the moment I know I’ve won.

“Take off your shirt,” I tell Jason.

He rips it over his head, baring the perfect slabs of his chest. I rake my nails down his torso, leaving red trails. My panties are soaked now, clinging to my cunt, and I spread my knees wider so the camera can see everything.

“Are you sure?” Jason asks, voice rough.

I nod, deliberate, and drag his hands up to my tits, making him squeeze them until the lace creaks. He groans, mouth brushing my collarbone, breath hot against my skin. I tilt his chin up, kiss him hard, open-mouthed and hungry, then bite his lower lip. He stiffens, surprised, then melts into it.

I glance at Mark as I kiss Jason—eyes open, locking him in. He’s trembling visibly hard behind the camera, the front of his pants tented. Sweat beads on his brow, but he doesn’t stop rolling.

I break the kiss, pull Jason’s head to my breast. He licks at the nipple through the lace, tongue wet and insistent. I throw my head back, moaning louder, letting my hair whip across my shoulders. My hands knot in his hair, holding him close.

I turn so the camera gets a perfect profile: Jason’s face buried in my tits, my mouth open in bliss, my body arched like a question mark. I push his head lower, toward my stomach, and he trails kisses down my torso, biting at the waistband of the panties. I grab his hand and press it between my legs, grinding against his palm. The crotchless design is not lost on him; his fingers slip in with zero resistance.

Mark lets out a helpless noise, half-growl, half-moan. I savor it.

“Touch me,” I command, and Jason obeys, fingers sliding inside me, curling just so. I ride his hand, hips bucking, every muscle tensed and tuned for the camera. I force my gaze to Mark, staring him down as I come apart in another man’s lap.

“Harder,” I gasp, and Jason thrusts with two fingers, thumb circling my clit. I shudder, nails raking his arm, my climax tearing through me in electric pulses. I scream, sharp, the sound echoing in the bare studio. Mark almost drops the camera; his knees buckle, and I see him grab the tripod for support.

Jason doesn’t let up. He fingers me through the aftershocks, his mouth back on my breast, biting through the lace. I twist in his lap, finding his cock through his jeans, squeezing it hard, making him grunt.

I lean into the camera, into Mark, letting him see every tremble, every slick detail.

“Don’t stop filming,” I whisper. “Not for a second.”

He nods, lips parted, eyes wild.

I turn back to Jason, kiss him again, messier now, hands everywhere, heat climbing fast. I climb off the chaise, drag Jason with me, and push him up against the brick wall. The cold bites my skin; the friction wakes me up. I rip open the fly of his jeans, freeing his cock. He’s huge, thick and flushed, already leaking at the tip. I stroke it, slowly at first, then faster, making him gasp.

I drop to my knees, never breaking eye contact with Mark. I drag my tongue along Jason’s shaft, tasting the salt and sweat, then suck him deep into my mouth. He groans, hips jerking, hands tangled in my hair. I make a show of it, bobbing my head, hollowing my cheeks, using my tongue to torment the sensitive spot just beneath the crown.

Mark’s breathing is ragged, every exhale a stutter. He fumbles with the zoom, desperate to see every detail.

I pull off with a pop, lips swollen, saliva glistening on my chin. I stand, kiss Jason again, and guide his cock between my legs, lining him up with my dripping cunt.

“Now,” I say. “Fuck me.”

Jason lifts me easily, pressing me to the wall, his cock sliding into me in one slow, perfect motion. I gasp, nails clawing his back, legs wrapped tight around his waist. He sets a brutal pace, fucking me hard and deep, every thrust rattling my bones.

I keep my eyes on Mark, never letting him look away. I want him to see—need him to see—what I become when I’m untethered.

Jason’s hands are everywhere: squeezing my ass, yanking my hair, cupping my breasts so the lace finally gives, nipples exposed and raw from his mouth. I moan, scream, beg for more, all for the camera, all for Mark.

I come again, tighter this time, every muscle spasming around Jason’s cock. He slams into me, over and over, then groans, face twisted in ecstasy as he empties himself inside me.

We collapse together, sliding down the wall, sweat and come and mascara streaks everywhere.

Mark lowers the camera, hands shaking, eyes glassy. I blow him a kiss, lips still red, still wet.

“That’s a wrap,” I say, voice wrecked but triumphant.

No one moves for a long, long time.


Chapter 2

We lie there in the radiant aftershock—me, Jason, a greasy splatter of sweat and come across the wall—and Mark, standing motionless behind the camera, his own breath a stuttered pulse against the steady whir of the motor. I count the seconds until his hands stop shaking. They never do.

The heat lamps cook the air, close and intimate, sticky as a lover’s tongue. Jason shifts beneath me, his chest rising and falling with slow, indulgent satisfaction. I can tell he thinks it’s over. I can tell Mark wishes it were.

I raise myself up on my elbows, rolling off Jason’s lap with a feline grace that is all calculation, no laziness. I adjust the bra, but it’s a lost cause—one strap has given way, leaving my left nipple exposed, shiny and flushed and entirely unsorry. The panties are a wet, ruined thing dangling from my hip. Good. I want him to see the aftermath, the mark of someone else.

“You got what you need, darling?” I say, voice pitched for Mark and the shotgun mic.

He swallows, eyes glued to the LCD screen, but his gaze flicks to my body, then to Jason, then back to the viewfinder. I follow the line of sight and let it linger.

“I need more movement,” Mark says, and his voice is brittle, as if even asking costs him something.

“Movement,” I echo, stretching the word. “Is that what you want?”

Jason props himself up on one arm, smirk in place, waiting for his cue. I stand, tugging the ruined lace back into place, and cross to the chaise. I bend at the waist, slow and deliberate, knees locked, so the round of my ass points straight at the camera. I glance over my shoulder—one raised brow—and Jason takes the cue, lining up behind me, hands sliding down my hips with the easy entitlement of someone who’s done this before, both on and off set.

“Like this?” I ask, feigning innocence.

Mark’s mouth is dry. “Yeah. Hold that. Now… move.”

Jason thrusts, easy at first, more a performance of friction than its reality. I exaggerate the motion, bracing my palms against the velvet, arching my spine. The impact makes the entire set vibrate. I let out a moan—real, not rehearsed—then angle my face so Mark can see it, the slackness of my lips, the gloss of saliva pooling at the corner of my mouth.

“Harder,” I command, but I’m not talking to Jason. I’m talking to Mark.

Jason’s hands leave bruises on my thighs. He drives into me, setting a pace that rattles the furniture, and I milk it for all it’s worth—hips circling, back undulating, hair a whip against my shoulders. Every slap, every squeak of the chaise, every wet collision is a little humiliation for my husband, and I want him to choke on it.

I throw my head back, catching Mark’s eye. He flinches, just a flicker, but I clock it. The camera dips, then recovers. His knuckles are bone-white on the rig.

“Is this what you want, Mark?” I pant, voice thick.

He doesn’t answer, just films.

Jason changes it up, yanking my hair so hard that he brings me upright against his chest. His cock stays buried inside, the fullness of a constant, obscene pressure. He slides one hand around to grope my tits, the other down to my clit, fingers working with practiced skill. I shudder, grind against him, then turn my head to kiss him hard, tasting the sweat on his lips.

“Make him watch,” I hiss. Jason’s eyes flicker, understanding.

He pivots me, spinning me around so I’m facing the cyclorama, then forces me to my knees. I land on all fours, knees spread wide, arms locked. The cold floor bites my skin. Jason positions himself behind me, grabbing my hips and yanking me back onto him with each stroke. My breasts sway with every impact, the lace now just a decorative afterthought. The position is pure degradation, and I love it.

“Camera left,” I direct. Mark shifts, moving in for a better angle. He’s not even pretending to be in control anymore; he just follows.

Jason keeps fucking me, harder, faster, until the world shrinks to nothing but heat and friction and the relentless sound of skin on skin. I claw at the floor, nails leaving crescent moons in the paint.

I let myself go, let the performance slip, and for a moment I’m just a body, a hole, a vessel for someone else’s appetite. I want Mark to see that, to understand it, to never forget.

I come again, a raw, electric thing that leaves me trembling, gasping, head drooping to my chest. Jason comes seconds after, collapsing over me, his weight pinning me to the floor. He withdraws with a wet pop, leaving me gaping and empty.

I roll onto my back, knees up, arms splayed. I stare straight at the camera, at my husband, and smile. There’s blood on my lip, where I bit down too hard, and I lick it clean.

“Is that enough movement for you?” I ask, sweet as syrup.

Mark doesn’t respond. He lowers the camera, hands trembling. I can see the tent in his pants, the outline pressing against the fabric, desperate for attention.

Jason stands, gathering his clothes, but I wave him off. “Not done yet,” I say. He hesitates, then drops the bundle and waits.

I cross to Mark, swaying my hips, every movement a dare. He tries to look away, but I catch his chin and force him to meet my eyes.

“Your turn, sweetheart,” I say. I press my palm to the front of his pants, feeling the heat and the hardness beneath.

He shivers.

I push him back into the nearest chair, straddling his lap, grinding down with just enough pressure to make him moan. I kiss him open-mouthed, letting him taste Jason’s sweat and my arousal.

His hands flutter, unsure where to land. I guide them to my ass, then pin them there with mine, squeezing until I feel him tense.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I ask, voice low.

He nods, throat working.

“Then watch,” I whisper.

I climb off, returning to Jason. I kneel in front of him, taking his half-hard cock in my mouth, cleaning him with slow, deliberate strokes of my tongue. He groans, hands at his sides, letting me do all the work.

I turn, locking eyes with Mark as I suck another man’s cock, letting the shame and desire war on his face.

When Jason is hard again, I guide him to the chaise, straddling him reverse cowgirl. I lower myself onto him, slowly and punishing, letting the camera see every inch as it disappears inside me.

I ride him, steady at first, then faster, until the sound is nothing but wet friction and the slap of skin. My nails rake down my own thighs and then across my chest, leaving angry red lines. I bounce, hair wild, hands gripping the back of the chaise for leverage.

“Touch me there,” I say, guiding Jason’s hands to my tits, then down to my clit.

“Harder,” I order, and he obeys, fingers merciless.

I glance at Mark, and he is undone—one hand white-knuckled on the camera, the other pressed to his cock, rubbing through the fabric, desperate.

I grind down, squeezing every ounce of sensation from Jason’s cock, until I feel him spasm, pulse, empty into me again. I milk him for every drop, then dismount, legs shaky.

I stalk back to Mark, straddling him once more, this time tearing open his belt, unzipping his pants, freeing his cock. It’s wet with pre-cum, twitching and needy. I stroke it, slow, then faster, never looking away from his face.

I lean in, lips grazing his ear. “You don’t get to come yet,” I whisper.

He groans, frustrated, and I squeeze the base, denying him.

“Next set-up,” I say, stepping away. “Jason, you’re with me on the platform. Mark, tripod and wide lens.”

They obey, scrambling to positions. The power is intoxicating, almost enough to make me dizzy.

Jason and I pose against the cyclorama, me bent over, him behind, hands gripping my waist. Mark films, silent and shaky, every muscle taut with need.

We run through positions: me on my back, legs spread; me on my knees, Jason’s cock in my mouth; me standing, Jason pressed to my back, his hand between my legs. I perform for the lens, for my husband, for myself.

I am everything he wants and everything he fears.

By the time we finish, my hair is plastered to my forehead, my makeup a wreck, my body trembling with exhaustion and triumph.

I look to Mark, eyes bright. He is sweating, panting, undone.

I blow him a kiss, tongue flicking out, a promise.

“Next time,” I say, voice hoarse, “you get to choose.”

But we both know he won’t.

The tension in the air is thick enough to choke on. I gather my ruined lingerie, wrap it around my wrist, and stride past them both to the bathroom.

I slam the door behind me, and for a moment, I let myself laugh.

It’s not joy, not exactly.

It’s victory.

#

I let the cool water run over my wrists; the tap churning up froth and steam. My reflection is a ruin: makeup smeared, eyes bloodshot, hair tangled like crime-scene tape. I look wild. I look alive. It has been years since I felt this much like myself.

I dry my hands and walk back to the studio, dragging my fingers over the rough brick, the sensation grounding me. The air is thick, damp with exertion and pheromones. Mark is still in the chair, hunched, arms crossed over his lap. Jason perches on the edge of the platform, texting with one hand, the other tracing lazy circles on his thigh.

They both look up as I enter. I drop the towel, letting it fall with a wet slap, and strip away the rest of the lingerie. The ruined bra is first, tossed to the floor. The panties, sodden and torn, follow. I stand naked in the harsh white light, skin blooming with flush and the memory of teeth.

Jason’s gaze darkens, pupils huge. Mark’s is pure hunger, his jaw so tight it might snap. I could end him right now. But what would be the fun in that?

“Camera on me,” I say. Mark fumbles with the rig, hands shaking, but he obeys. Of course he does.

I walk to Jason, straddling his lap, pinning his thighs with my knees. He runs his hands over my body, exploring every bruise and bite and bead of sweat. His mouth finds my breast, tongue circling, teeth grazing just enough to make me shiver. I drag his head down, forcing him to kneel at my feet. The power shift is delicious.

“Show me how grateful you are,” I tell him, and he lowers his face to my cunt, licking me clean with slow, deliberate strokes. I grab a fistful of his hair and grind against his mouth, riding the sensation, milking every ounce of submission I can.

I look at Mark behind the camera, and see his control fracturing. His breathing is loud, ragged, echoing off the concrete. The lens wobbles, dips, then recovers. His cock is out, hard and glistening, stroking himself in time with Jason’s tongue.

I want him closer. I want him helpless.

“Set it up on the tripod,” I say, waving at the camera. “Come here.”

Mark hesitates, but then his body obeys before his brain can object. He mounts the camera, makes sure it’s focused on us, then stands there, hands limp at his sides.

I walk over, standing naked in front of him, so close I can smell his aftershave. I press a hand to his chest, feeling the hammer of his heart.

“On your knees,” I say.

He swallows, then sinks to the floor, eyes level with my bellybutton. The sight of him kneeling, trousers around his ankles, is enough to make me wet all over again.

From my bag, I pull the coil of rope I brought “just in case.” It’s real silk, black and smooth, and Mark’s eyes widen when he sees it. I hold it up, raising a brow.

“This is what you want, right?” I say, soft but deadly.

He doesn’t answer, but his cock twitches, and that’s all the consent I need.

I bind his wrists together, snug but not cutting off circulation. I test the knot, yanking it tight. Mark’s arms flex, then relax. I guide him to the tripod, looping the rope around the central column, anchoring him in place. I pin his hands above his head, forcing his body to kneel and watch as I return to Jason.

He struggles a little, testing the restraints, but there’s no actual fight in him. He wants this, even if he can’t say it out loud.

Jason watches, lips wet, cock still half-hard. “You want him to see everything?” he asks, voice rough.

“That’s the whole point,” I purr.

I pull Jason onto the floor with me, spreading my legs wide, angling my body so Mark has a perfect view. Jason settles between my thighs, licking and sucking and biting until I’m shuddering, gasping, digging my nails into his scalp. Every sound I make is a gift for Mark. Every tremor, every arch, every moan.

I glance over at my husband. He is utterly undone, sweat streaming down his face, eyes wild and glazed. He pulls at the rope, hips jerking as he grinds against nothing, desperate for friction, for release.

“Please,” he says, voice hoarse, “please, Lisa.”

I ignore him, focusing on Jason’s tongue, the way he circles my clit, the way he fingers me with relentless precision. I let myself go, scream, bite my own arm to keep from sobbing. The orgasm hits like a car crash, sudden and total, leaving me gasping for air.

I collapse back, hair plastered to my face, sweat pooling in every hollow. Jason sits back on his heels, grinning, face shiny with my wetness. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, then kisses my ankle, reverent.

I crawl over to Mark, who is panting, eyes desperate.

I squat in front of him, knees apart, letting him see everything. I cup his chin, thumb brushing his cheek.

“You look so pretty like this,” I say, voice dripping with mock affection. “All tied up. Helpless.”

He shivers, cock jerking, leaking down his thigh.

I stroke his face, then reach down and grip his cock, squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp.

“You don’t come until I say,” I whisper. “Understood?”

He nods, frantic.

I turn to Jason. “Get behind me.”

Jason moves into place, cock pressed to my ass, hands gripping my waist. I angle myself so Mark can watch every second. Jason enters me from behind, and I ride the rhythm, slow at first, then faster, making sure my tits bounce, my face contorts, my body gives him a show.

I lock eyes with Mark the entire time, never letting him look away. He is lost, broken, and ruined.

Jason fucks me until I come again, then withdraws, jerking himself off, spraying across my back and shoulders. I scoop some up with my finger and smear it over Mark’s lips, making him taste it.

He moans, humiliated and aroused, straining against the rope.

I lean in, lips grazing his ear.

“Do you want me to untie you?” I ask.

He nods, desperate.

“Beg for it,” I say.

“Please,” he whispers. “Please, Lisa. I’ll do anything.”

I untie his wrists, watching the red marks bloom on his skin. He collapses, boneless, at my feet.

I look down at him, then at Jason, then back at my husband.

I have never felt more powerful. Or more merciful.

“Clean me up,” I say, and Mark obeys, licking Jason’s come from my skin, then kissing my thighs, my cunt, worshipping me like a fallen angel.

Jason just watches, fascinated, stroking himself back to hardness.

We stay like that for a long time: me, the queen; Jason, the consort; Mark, the servant, begging, exactly where I want him.

And when I finally let Mark fuck me—when I finally let him come—I make sure Jason is right there, watching, memorizing every second, so my husband never forgets.

Jason lingers at the edge of the set, half in shadow, as I herd Mark back onto the stage. His cock is angry and swollen, red from denial, still oozing need even after everything I’ve wrung out of him. The sight would be pitiful if it didn’t thrill me.

I cross to Jason first, smoothing the crumpled bills from my purse, folding them into his palm. “Thank you for your time,” I murmur, voice honeyed. “You were… perfect.”

He looks at me, then at Mark, who is kneeling, spent, on the velvet. Jason’s face is unreadable, but his hands linger over mine just long enough to say: call me if you ever need an encore. He shrugs on his jacket, checks his hair in the black mirror of the window, and leaves without another word.

The studio door clicks shut. The silence is instant, complete. It is only us now.

Mark sags, head bowed. I watch the tendons in his neck flex, the pulse staccato at his temple. He is the most beautiful animal when he’s like this—cornered, trembling, all façade stripped away.

I circle him, slow, predatory, my bare feet whispering against the concrete. His eyes flicker to mine, then away. I savor his shame, his obedience, his craving.

I help him upright and march him to the chaise, pushing him face-down across the velvet, ass in the air, his cock rubbing against the seam like a desperate teenager.

He whimpers as I straddle him, settling my weight on his hips, pinning him in place.

“You were very good today,” I purr, running my nails down his spine. “But not good enough.”

He whines, hips bucking, trying to get friction.

I slap his ass, once, twice, leaving perfect red handprints. He gasps, then groans, pushing back into me.

I dig my nails in deeper, raking them across his skin. He shudders, thighs tensing, cock twitching against the velvet.

“You want to come so badly, don’t you?” I taunt, grinding my cunt against the small of his back.

“Yes,” he groans. “Please, Lisa. I need it.”

“Not yet,” I snap, grabbing a fistful of his hair and yanking his head back.

I lean in, lips at his ear. “Do you want me to fuck you, Mark? Like the slut you are?”

He moans, eyes fluttering. “Yes. Please.”

I slide down his body, straddling his thighs, and press two fingers to his lips. “You know what to do,” I say.

He sucks them in, tongue swirling, desperate and eager.

I withdraw, slick with saliva, and reach around, pumping his cock with slow, cruel strokes.

He bucks and whimpers, hips straining, wrists twisting in the rope.

I edge him, bringing him to the very brink, then stopping, over and over until his face is wet with tears, his voice a broken thing.

I slap his ass again, harder. “Tell me what you saw, Mark. Tell me what I did.”

He sobs, words spilling out in a rush: “You fucked him, you let him touch you, you sucked his cock, you let him come inside you—”

“And you watched,” I say, cutting him off. “You watched every second.”

He nods, helpless.

I resume stroking him, slow at first, then building speed, squeezing at the base, denying him every time he’s close.

He’s shaking now, whole body vibrating with need.

“Please, Lisa,” he begs. “Please, I’ll do anything. I need it. Please.”

I shove him onto his back and climb on top, lowering myself onto his cock in one brutal motion.

He screams—part agony, part ecstasy.

I ride him, relentless, fucking him until he’s gasping, thrashing, nails clawing at the velvet.

His hands fly to my hips, but I grab his wrists and pin them above his head, holding him down as I grind and squeeze and milk him for everything he’s worth.

“Beg for it,” I order.

“Please, please, I need it, Lisa—”

I edge him again, lifting off at the last second, letting his cock slap against his stomach, slick and angry.

I wait, watching the hope die in his eyes.

Then, finally, when he is sobbing, when his entire body is nothing but pleading, I slide down, take him in my mouth, and finish him with ruthless efficiency.

He explodes, flooding my throat, hips jerking, voice gone.

I swallow every drop, then crawl up his body, kissing him, letting him taste himself on my lips.

He collapses boneless, on the chaise, tears streaking his face. I cradle his head in my lap, stroking his hair, shushing him.

“It’s okay,” I murmur. “You did so well.”

He clings to me, shaking, utterly broken.

I smile, satisfied, already plotting the next game.

There’s always a next time.

Always.


Chapter 3

It’s always better in the dark.

We sit side by side on the velvet couch in our media room, the only light the pulsing blue glow of the seventy-inch OLED and a single candle guttering on the far shelf. The speakers throb with low, predatory bass—my choice, always—while the air hums with something thicker than ozone. Mark’s shoulders hunch as the footage starts, but he doesn’t flinch. I’ll give him that much. My husband is stubborn, even as he’s being dismantled in real time.

I click PLAY.

The screen fills with me. Me—kneeled over Jason, hair wild, body painted with the aftermath of our last session. There’s a split second of Mark behind the lens, hands steady but eyes wild, the camera catching his own reflection in the mirrored brick. He hates he left it in, but I insisted. Every humiliation should have a witness, even if it’s yourself.

I nudge the volume a click higher, and my moans fill the room. Not fake, not forced—the raw, electric whine of a woman who knows exactly how to manipulate an audience, and also herself. Jason is gorgeous on camera, even more so than in life; his body glistens with sweat, and the look he gives the lens is pure, weaponized arrogance. I love that. I love watching Mark try not to love it.

Next to me, Mark’s fingers dig into the armrest, whitening the knuckles. I rest my hand on his knee, nails grazing the wool of his slacks, and let it slide up—inch by inch, so slow he can’t possibly miss it—until I feel the tension in his thigh vibrate through the bone. His cock is already half-hard. I can see it in the slack of his jaw, the way his lips part every time Jason’s hands close around my hips on screen.

I let the video run, pretending to be absorbed. In reality, my eyes are on him, drinking in every micro-expression. The hurt, the hunger, the hatred and the need.

When Jason shoves me against the brick and fucks me, slow at first and then brutal, Mark’s breath stutters. Not a gasp, not quite a sob, but the air catches in his throat and the tips of his ears go pink.

I pause the video—frame-perfect on my face, mouth slack, eyes rolled back. For a second, I just look at him. Then I lean in, letting my hair brush his cheek, my voice a purr:

“Did you like that part?”

He closes his eyes, but not before I catch the flicker of shame.

“Lisa—”

I don’t let him finish. I drag the pad of my thumb over his lower lip, then trail it down, across his Adam’s apple, down his chest to the waistband of his pants.

“Because I did. I liked it a lot.” My hand slips inside, finds him rigid and hot. “Tell me what you liked about it.”

He shakes his head, but he’s not resisting—just shaking, trying to focus. I squeeze a little harder.

“You can’t lie to me,” I remind him. “I know every signal. You’re not complicated, Mark.”

He laughs, bitter. “No, I guess not.”

I rewind, slow motion, letting the scene play out again. This time I narrate:

“I remember how deep he got. How he stretched me, right here—” I grip his cock harder, making him squirm. “The way you made me look at the camera while he was inside me. Do you remember what you said?”

His voice is a whisper, barely there. “I said you were beautiful.”

“That’s right. You said, ‘She’s perfect. Don’t stop until she’s shaking.’”

He can’t breathe. He doesn’t want to.

I edge closer, thigh pressed against his, still stroking him through the fabric, slow and cruel. I angle the remote so the next scene jumps forward: me on my knees, Jason’s cum running down my face in pearly ropes.

Mark groans, the sound guttural, embarrassed. I savor it.

“It’s okay,” I tell him, voice syrup-sweet. “I liked that too. It pleases me that you saw it. I enjoy knowing you can’t forget it.”

He covers his face with one hand. “Jesus, Lisa.”

I guide his hand away, making him look at the screen. “No, really. Watch.” I press play.

The sound is obscene. My moans layered over Jason’s grunts, wet and hungry. I time my strokes to the rhythm on screen, and when I see Mark’s hips buck, I reward him with a kiss—open-mouthed, teeth grazing his lip, my other hand now inside his boxers, warm skin on skin.

He melts, the fight draining out of him. I slow my pace, barely moving at all, letting him simmer in the humiliation.

“Did you think about this when you jerked off in the shower?” I ask, not bothering to hide the glee.

He doesn’t answer, but his cock twitches in my grip. I squeeze the head, twisting just enough to make him gasp.

“You did. You watched me get fucked by another man, and you loved it.” My mouth is at his ear, biting, whispering. “You want to do it again, don’t you?”

He shudders. “I don’t know.”

I slow my hand to a stop, just cupping him, not letting go.

“Mark.” I wait for his eyes to meet mine. “Tell me what you want.”

His breath rattles, knuckles white on the couch.

“I want—” He can’t finish.

I do it for him. “You want me to do more. Don’t you?”

He nods, helpless.

I smile. There it is: total capitulation. I lean back, crossing my legs, savoring the power.

“I’m thinking next time we up the stakes,” I say, voice bright as a news anchor. “Maybe rope. Blindfolds. Something to remind you who’s in control.”

His cock is still hard in my palm, still leaking, still betraying him.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” I go on, outlining the fantasy like a lesson plan. “I could tie you to the bed, blindfold you, maybe let Jason do whatever he wants while you just listen. Would that make you crazy? Or would you love it?”

His answer is a moan. I squeeze harder, then let go, depriving him.

He tries to protest, but I shush him with a finger to his lips.

“We’ll start slow,” I say, standing, smoothing my skirt. “Tonight, you’re going to sit right here and finish yourself while I shower. You can watch the footage as many times as you want. But you don’t get to touch me. Not until I say so.”

His mouth opens, closes. He’s defeated, but grateful.

“Good boy,” I murmur, and walk out, hips swaying for the camera he can’t turn off.

In the hallway, I pause. I listen to the sound of his fist in his lap, the soft whimpers. I could go back, could let him inside, but I don’t. I want him to ache.

I want him to dream up every way I could break him, and then beg for it.

I want him to know the rules have changed, and that he’ll never get ahead of me again.

In the bathroom mirror, I wipe away the last smear of Jason from my lips.

There’s a new game now.

And I intend to win.

#

The invitation reads “semi-formal,” but that’s a lie. The entire point of a corporate gala is to see who can dress up the most desperate insecurity in the thinnest veneer of class. I play the game under those rules. My dress is black, matte, severe: high neckline, long sleeves, but fitted so tight you could bounce a quarter off my ass. Mark zipped me into it himself, hands trembling as he tried not to ruin my hair or his composure.

The car ride is silent, but not tense—just loaded. He keeps glancing over, drinking in the length of my legs, the sharpness of my cheekbones, the brutal neatness of my bun. I let him stare. I want him on edge before we even arrive.

The venue is a palace—marble columns, towering floral arrangements, waiters gliding like sharks through the current of old money and new ambition. Mark does a circuit, shaking hands, reciting the same five compliments he’s used since college. I hang on his arm, smiling for the cameras, every inch the supportive spouse. I can see his colleagues struggling to place me: too beautiful to be overlooked, too poised to be dismissed as a trophy. The women resent me; the men hover just on the right side of inappropriate.

I love it here. I love being the most dangerous thing in a room full of people who think the only danger is missing out on a merger.

We take our seats at the head table, Mark sandwiched between his boss and a walking khaki advertisement for Midwestern banality. I tuck myself in next to him, knees touching under the table. His boss starts droning about quarterly projections, but I tune her out, watching Mark’s profile in the candlelight's flicker. He keeps his hands folded, fingers white at the knuckles, and sips his drink too fast.

When dessert arrives—a perfect white sphere of mousse, shattering at the touch of my spoon—I slip my shoe off and drag my toes up Mark’s calf. He jolts, then covers it with a cough. I keep going, letting my foot drift higher, massaging the muscle just below his knee, then higher, to the soft skin at the crease of his thigh.

He’s so fucking easy.

I lean over, lips brushing the shell of his ear. “You’re doing so well,” I whisper, letting my breath tickle the hair at his nape. “You might get a reward later.”

He shivers. His boss raises an eyebrow. I smile sweetly and pour her more wine.

During the networking hour, I circulate, collecting gossip, complimenting jewelry, making enemies without ever raising my voice. Mark trails me, but I keep a step ahead, never quite letting him close the distance. When I double back, I catch him staring at me across the room, blue eyes gone dark with want. I mouth the words “good boy,” and watch his jaw flex.

On the balcony, I corner him. The marble is cold under my palms as I press him back against a column, bodies shielded by a forest of potted palms. My hand finds his belt, fingers tracing the buckle.

“Are you behaving?” I ask, voice low.

He nods, but it’s a lie. His breathing is ragged. He’s hard under my hand, so fast it’s almost tragic.

“I could ruin you right now,” I say, pressing the heel of my palm against him. “Do you want that?”

He closes his eyes, breath hitching. “Not here.”

“Good. Because I enjoy making you wait.”

I step back, smoothing my dress, leaving him flushed and desperate. On the way inside, I pass Jason, who’s here as a brand ambassador for some high-end athleisure line. He recognizes me instantly, flashes a smile calibrated to the exact wattage of “I know what you look like naked.” He winks, subtle, just for me. I don’t acknowledge him, but I let the heat linger in my cheeks, just in case Mark is watching.

Inside, the auction starts. Trips to France, signed sports memorabilia, luxury watches—all the trappings of a lifestyle no one here actually enjoys, just collects like badges. Mark tries to focus, but his mind is somewhere else. I can see it in the way he drums his fingers, the way he keeps checking the time.

During the big toast, I catch his gaze across the ballroom and mouth, “You’re mine.” He looks away, color high in his cheeks.

By the time we make it to the coat check, Mark’s hands are shaking. I let him help me into my jacket, then slide into the car, legs tucked demurely, smile pure poison.

In the back seat, I reach for his hand, lace our fingers together. I say nothing; I don’t need to.

He’s a live wire now, every nerve exposed.

And I’m already planning how to make him spark.

#

The house is silent but for the soft thud of my heels on hardwood. Mark is three steps behind, exactly where he should be, hands fidgeting with the car keys, face still raw from the humiliation of the evening. I let the anticipation hang, a velvet rope drawing us up the staircase, through the corridor, into the sanctum of our bedroom.

I have staged everything to perfection. The bed is stripped to the sheets—black, Egyptian cotton, so smooth it catches the light like oil. The nightstands are cleared, replaced with implements: leather cuffs, thick and buckled; a silk blindfold, midnight blue; a riding crop, slim and cruel; and an array of silicone toys, lined up in descending order like a surgeon’s tray. Light is provided solely by six votives scattered in the room, and their flames project shadows that slither and dance on the molding. The air is thick with the scent of sandalwood and heat.

Mark stands in the doorway, frozen. I watch the war in his face—fear, anticipation, that little-boy confusion that’s both sad and so, so erotic.

“Take off your clothes,” I order, and he obeys.

He folds his jacket, drapes it over the chair. Shoes, then socks, then the careful unbuttoning of his shirt. His hands are unsteady, and the buttons slip, but he catches himself, jaw set, eyes never leaving mine. By the time he’s down to his briefs, his cock is a taut line pressing at the fabric, and his breath has gone shallow and fast.

“Everything,” I say, and he complies, peeling the briefs off, folding them with the rest.

He stands naked, arms at his sides, trembling.

I circle him, slow, letting my nails skim his biceps, the plane of his chest, the slope of his hip. He shivers at every touch. I cup his chin, tilting his head up, and stare into his eyes until the fight drains out of him.

“Get on the bed.”

He climbs onto the mattress, settling on his back, legs together. He doesn’t cover himself; I trained that out of him weeks ago. I let the silence stretch, watching him squirm.

I pick up the cuffs—black leather, lined with lambswool—and fasten his right wrist to the headboard, then the left. He tests them, the muscle in his arm flexing, but the bonds hold. I move to the foot, secure his ankles to the posts. By the end, he’s spread-eagle, stretched so tight he could vibrate.

I run my hands up his calves, over his knees, the inside of his thighs. His cock twitches, bobbing against his stomach, leaking already.

I climb onto the bed, straddling his hips, letting the hem of my dress ride up. I wear nothing underneath; I wanted him to wonder all night. I lean down, lips grazing his ear.

“Are you ready for me?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says, voice cracked.

“Good.”

I slide off him, pick up the blindfold. He lifts his head obediently, lets me tie it snug over his eyes.

“Count to ten,” I say.

He does, voice trembling.

I slip into the bathroom, open the freezer, and retrieve the glass of ice cubes I prepared earlier. I wrap them in a towel, carry them back into the bedroom.

He’s counting, “...seven, eight, nine, ten,” and then he falls silent, listening.

I pluck a cube from the glass, circle the tip around his nipple. He gasps, body jerking.

“Shh,” I whisper. “Let me do the work.”

I drag the ice down his chest, around his navel, over the sharp ridge of his hipbone. It leaves a trail, water and cold, his skin stippling with goosebumps.

I alternate ice with tongue—licking the water, tasting the salt of his sweat, then shocking him with the cold again. I make a game of it, mapping the entire landscape of his body with sensation, never letting him expect what comes next.

When I reach his cock, I roll the cube up the shaft, circle the head, then take him in my mouth—hot, wet, sucking the chill from his skin. He arches, moans, hips bucking off the bed.

I slap his thigh, gently but firm. “Don’t move,” I warn.

He tries, but the effort nearly unmanned him.

I release him, and pick up the crop. The leather is cold and stiff. I trail it down his chest, between his legs, tapping the inside of his knee.

“You remember what happens if you speak without permission?” I ask.

He nods, lips pressed together.

“Good.”

I strike. A light flick across his thigh. He gasps, but doesn’t speak. Another, harder. This time a moan escapes, but he bites it off.

I alternate—ice, tongue, crop—each stroke, each touch, winding him tighter, tighter, until he’s straining against the cuffs, sweat slicking every muscle.

I climb onto the bed again, straddling his waist, cunt pressed against his stomach. I lean forward, letting my hair tickle his chest.

“You want to come, don’t you?” I whisper.

He nods, desperate.

“You know you have to earn it.”

“Yes,” he groans.

I rock my hips, letting my wetness smear over his skin. I want him to smell it, to feel how ready I am, how much I enjoy holding him at the brink.

“Let’s try a scenario,” I say, voice bright. “You’re my subordinate at work. I caught you staring at my legs during the board meeting. What do you have to say for yourself?”

He swallows, then finds the character. “I’m sorry, Ms. Kendall. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Do you know how inappropriate that is?”

“Yes, Ms. Kendall. I’m sorry.”

I slap him with the crop, harder this time, the sound echoing off the walls. He yelps.

“Sorry isn’t enough,” I say. “You need to be punished.”

I run the crop along his cock, tap the shaft, then strike the tip—light, but sharp. He jerks, a bead of pre-cum blooming at the head.

“Please,” he whispers. “Punish me.”

I alternate spanking with the crop and rewarding with my mouth, never letting him find a rhythm, always one step ahead.

“You know what I did with Jason?” I murmur, lips wrapped around the head of his cock. “He didn’t beg like you. He just took what he wanted.”

He moans, a raw, guttural sound.

I ease up, let my tongue circle the shaft, then take him all the way, gagging myself, showing him what he watched on screen last night. I hum, the vibration making him shudder.

I break away, lean up, let him taste himself on my lips.

“You’re nothing like him,” I say, tone both soothing and cruel. “But that’s why I love you.”

I reach for the vibrator, switch it on, and hold it against his balls while stroking him with my other hand. He’s thrashing now, voice rising, desperate for permission.

“Can I come?” he begs.

“Not yet,” I say. I want to see how far he’ll go.

I remove the vibrator, return to the crop, and stripe his chest with red. He whimpers on the verge of tears.

I climb up, straddle his chest, cunt hovering over his mouth.

“Earn it,” I say. “Make me come, and I’ll let you finish.”

He licks, sucks, tongue desperate and sloppy, but he knows exactly how to work me. I ride his mouth, fingers in his hair, grinding until I’m shaking, gasping, losing the thread of my performance. I slap his face as I come, riding out the wave until I can’t breathe.

I slide off, collapsing next to him, both of us panting.

“Please,” he whispers. “Please let me come, Lisa.”

I remove the blindfold, look him in the eye.

“Beg properly,” I say.

He does—full-throated, shameless, voice breaking.

“Please, Lisa, I need it. I’m yours. I’ll do anything—”

I kiss him, stroke him hard and fast, no more games.

“Come for me,” I whisper.

He explodes, the orgasm ripping through him, coating his stomach and my hand in thick, hot ropes. He sobs, body going limp, utterly spent.

I release the cuffs, wrap him in the black sheets, hold him close until his breathing slows.

I savor the moment—the aftermath, the total surrender.

He’s ruined.

And he’s mine.

Always.


Chapter 4

The penthouse is a crucible tonight, all the edges softened by deliberate shadows, every window filmed over with something metallic and forbidden. We spend the afternoon shifting the landscape: ottomans exiled to the hallway, low tables forced to the walls, the baby grand swaddled in a dust sheet like a corpse awaiting identification. In the kitchen, platters of charcuterie and miniature cakes sweat in the cold, waiting for mouths braver than mine.

I dress at dusk, stripping down to skin that still aches from last night’s warfare. I pour myself into a slip dress, black silk, two thin straps and nothing underneath. The fabric is cut so low that my breasts threaten insurrection with every breath. I wear my hair down, a dark spill that frames the geometry of my collarbones, and I touch my lips with a gloss the exact color of a fresh bruise.

Mark sets up the camera in the living room, testing angles, adjusting for light that changes with the hour. He is methodical, a servant to the process. He thinks this makes him safe. I watch him from the bedroom doorway, arms folded, one hip cocked, and he catches me watching—eyes flicking up, then away, then back, as if he can’t decide whether I’m the snake or the charmer in this story.

By seven, the air is salt and adrenaline and the low, predatory pulse of house music I selected for maximum effect. The doorbell starts its work. Mark opens it, ushering in the first pair: a junior partner from his firm and her wife, both in dresses that pretend at modesty but cling in all the right places. I greet them with double air kisses, the way I learned in Paris, and let my hand linger on each woman’s back a heartbeat longer than etiquette requires.

A tech entrepreneur follows them with a mop of expensive hair and a model girlfriend from nowhere anyone can pronounce. I recognize her from a fragrance ad, cheekbones so sharp they could pierce the myth of American innocence. She wears red leather and nothing else. The entrepreneur’s eyes track every motion I make, the way my dress shivers when I walk. I wonder if he knows what it will cost him, but I doubt he cares.

By eight, the room is a circuit of hungry eyes and murmured conversation, the air thickening with every round of drinks. Mark ghosts behind me, lens in hand, always catching the microsecond when a glance turns to a glare, when laughter sours into resentment. He’s gotten better at reading people. He’s gotten much, much worse at hiding his own tells.

I brush against the techie’s arm as I refill his drink, watching the ripple of goosebumps up to his neck. He smiles—too confident—and tries to stage-whisper something about “live streaming this.” I let my fingers trail up his forearm, nails barely grazing the skin.

“Not everything is for public consumption,” I say, and he laughs, but his hand trembles on the glass.

Mark catches it, I know. He documents everything.

The junior partner and her wife are by the window, backs to the skyline, fingers entwined in a way that’s both possessive. I break the tableau, leaning in close so they can smell me, can feel the heat off my skin. I compliment the wife’s necklace, lifting it from her throat, thumb brushing the pulse point.

“Gorgeous,” I purr. “Almost criminal, hiding a neck like this.”

She flushes, but her partner’s grip tightens, as if to remind both of us whose property she is. I enjoy that. I enjoy all of it.

Around ten, the mood tips. Someone (the fragrance model, I think) switches the playlist to something primal—low, thumping, impossible to ignore. People migrate to the center of the room, drawn by the promise of something they can’t name. I make sure to be there first, perched on the back of the couch, legs crossed so the hem of my dress reveals just a suggestion of cunt.

Mark hovers, camera up, a mechanical third eye. I make a game of catching his gaze in the lens, holding it, then breaking it just to see if he’ll follow. He always does. The other guests notice—how I command attention, how I orchestrate the current. They orbit closer.

I tap my glass and call out: “Let’s play something fun.”

No one protests. No one ever does.

I propose a variant of Truth or Dare, but remove the “Truth” part. Every challenge is physical, no words, no explanations. First round, the model must lick honey from the entrepreneur’s chest. She does, slow and elegantly, her tongue drawing a wet, sticky line up to his collarbone. Second round, they dare the partner’s wife to bite my shoulder, not gently. She does, and the shock of teeth electrifies me straight down the spine. I look at Mark and see his jaw clench, the camera dipping as if to steady himself.

As the dares escalate, the circle tightens. Always escalating, I take charge, issuing orders, never repeating a challenge. I let the fragrance model spank me, let the junior partner grope me under the guise of “fitting” my dress. I kneel for one woman, tongue flicking the rim of her glass before I let her drink. Piece by piece, I offer myself, but never give it all at once. Every dare is a currency, every gasp a dividend.

The sexual tension is a live wire now, fraying at the ends. The techie, emboldened by attention, slides onto the couch next to me, his thigh pressed to mine. I drape an arm over his shoulder, as if in a lover’s pose, and watch his eyes flick to Mark, then back to me, then down to the dangerous inch of bare skin above my stocking.

He slides his hand up, tentatively, then firmer, fingers splaying just below the hem. I let him, angling my body so the room—and more importantly, the camera—has a perfect view. I spread my knees a fraction wider; the silk riding up, the heat of his palm igniting every nerve.

I stare straight into the lens as he gropes me, my lips parted, eyes challenging. Mark holds the shot, then steps closer, as if to make sure he’s got the best possible angle. His breathing is audible now, even over the music. I imagine what he looks like—cock rigid, sweat beading on his temples, heart pounding in that rabbit-panic way he gets when I really push him.

The room watches, transfixed. No one interrupts.

I lean in, whispering into the techie’s ear, “You’re being filmed. Smile for the camera.”

He does, teeth gleaming, and his hand creeps higher, thumb skimming the slickness between my thighs.

I arch just enough to let the room know it’s welcome, and then, with a practiced flick of the wrist, I pull his hand away and bring his fingers to my mouth, sucking them clean.

The effect is immediate. The women flush, the men adjust their laps. Mark wavers, camera almost drooping before he recovers.

I stand, smooth my dress, and beckon for the next round of dares.

The party is mine now. The narrative, mine. I watch the guests reconfigure themselves, shifting alliances and appetites, every move a silent audition. They want me; they want to be me; they want to see how far I’ll go.

They’re about to find out.

Mark is still filming, but his mask is off. He’s not the documentarian tonight—he’s the subject, whether or not he knows it.

I toast him, mouthing the words, “Watch closely.”

He does.

He always does.

It doesn’t take long for pretense to dissolve.

First, the fragrance model kisses the wife of the junior partner, lips open and slow, hands buried in the shimmer of that expensive dress. Then the entrepreneur, emboldened, moves behind them, palms roaming the smalls of their backs, the curve of an ass, a thigh. The music seeps into the walls, pounding the heartbeat of the room into a single organism, less a party than a living, writhing creature with a thousand tongues.

I claim the chaise in the center, a goddess on her altar. The silk rides high as I stretch out, my nipples pronounced and obscene under the chill air. I crook a finger to summon the entrepreneur—he’s named Simon, I think, but that’s immaterial—and he comes at once, sinking to his knees between my splayed thighs.

He’s eager, but unskilled. I guide his head, threading fingers into his hair and pulling his mouth exactly where I want it. He licks, clumsy at first, but I mold his jaw with my palm, opening him up, teaching him the rhythm I crave. The model hovers beside us, perched on the chaise’s arm, long legs crossed, watching with an analyst’s detachment. I gesture her closer, and she slips in, running her hands up my arms, massaging my shoulders, then dipping low to cup my breasts, pinching the nipples until I hiss.

The rest of the room fades, a bokeh of movement and heat. All I see is Mark, steady behind the camera, his body rigid as he tracks my every gasp. I make a point of arching, of letting my head loll back so my hair spills over the edge, so he has a perfect angle of my neck, my parted lips, the glisten on my tongue.

“Take it off,” I command the model, and she obliges, peeling the dress down in a single, practiced motion. She’s bare underneath, skin taut over bones, breasts small and perfect. I pull her in, kissing her with tongue, biting her lower lip until she gasps. Simon’s tongue works faster, more desperately, trying to impress. I reward him by grinding against his face, my heels digging into his back, every muscle tight and shuddering.

The room is a theater now. Other guests have stripped to varying degrees—shirts off, pants unbuttoned, bodies pressed together on the floor and the couch and against the glass, leaving smeared prints and foggy halos. I watch them with approval. I am both audience and star.

I break away from the model, turning to the camera, fixing Mark with a stare that means: This is your punishment. This is your prize.

He zooms in; the lens capturing the trail of saliva down my chin, the flush in my cheeks, the way my dress has become a sodden wreck around my waist.

I shove Simon away, wiping his mouth with my thumb, and beckon the model to take his place. She moves between my legs, but doesn’t rush. Her kisses are featherlight, her hands expert, coaxing every tremor from my body before she ever puts tongue to cunt. I sigh, luxurious, spreading myself wider, making sure the camera can see everything.

The first orgasm comes quick and mean, a convulsion that leaves my fingers white-knuckled in her hair. I ride it, teeth bared, making a show of it, and when it’s over I collapse back, sated but already hungry for more.

“Your turn,” I say, grabbing the model by the hips and dragging her onto my lap. I slide two fingers inside her, curling them, thumb working her clit. She grinds against my hand, eyes rolling back, hands clawing my shoulders for purchase. I pull her down and suck her tits, biting until she yelps, the sound sharp and real. Mark zooms in, the camera’s red light blinking like a warning.

I glance around the room. The junior partner is being eaten out by her own wife, both moaning, fingers interlaced as they rock together on the rug. The techie has found a willing mouth—one of Mark’s old colleagues, I think, who’s knelt on the kitchen island, pants at his ankles, face glazed with awe and lust.

I lock eyes with Mark, then push the model off my lap and crawl across the chaise, beckoning for two more guests to join me. They come, a woman and a man, both half-naked, both glassy-eyed with want. I instruct the woman to kneel behind me, hands on my ass, spreading me open so the man can enter me from behind. He’s thick, not as long as Jason, but eager and trembling. He lines himself up, and I sink back onto him, the stretch sharp and delicious.

I groan loud enough for the room to hear, and the guests cheer, a chorus of animal delight.

The woman behind me fingers my clit, her tongue tracing circles around my asshole, her hands kneading the flesh of my hips. The man grips my waist, pounding me in a rhythm that leaves me dizzy, drunk on sensation. I look over my shoulder and catch Mark filming, his own cock tenting his pants, his jaw clenched with the effort of not exploding on the spot.

I call to him, “Get closer,” and he does, stepping over tangled limbs and overturned glasses, camera trembling as he films my face twisted in pleasure, then tilts down to the joining of bodies, the filth of it.

I whisper instructions to my lovers—“Harder, there, don’t stop, pull my hair”—and they obey, puppets on strings. I orchestrate every movement, every crescendo, always aware of where Mark stands, always feeding him the show he deserves.

A second orgasm tears through me, legs shaking, knees threatening collapse. The man pulls out, jerking himself to completion across my lower back. The woman licks it clean, tongue hot and greedy, then kisses me, letting me taste the salt of my degradation.

I trade partners, pulling the model back in, then the wife, then the techie, each one a new flavor, a new adventure. I make sure each pairing is unique—sometimes I take, sometimes I give, always I direct. The couch becomes a nest of bodies, hands and mouths everywhere, no longer concerned with names or titles or who belongs to whom.

Between encounters, I crawl over to Mark, straddle his lap, and kiss him, lips sweet with the taste of everyone else. He trembles, but doesn’t touch me; his hands are white-knuckled on the camera, as if it’s the only thing tethering him to reality.

“You’re doing so well,” I murmur, tongue flicking his ear. “Keep filming.”

He groans, hips bucking, but I deny him, slipping away and back into the fray.

The orgy peaks, then plateaus, the energy shifting from frantic to languid. Couples and trios form and dissolve, people falling into each other with an easy, post-coital camaraderie. I recline on the chaise again, watching the aftermath, savoring the ache in my muscles and the triumph in my chest.

Mark is still filming, but I can see he’s close to breaking. I beckon him over, this time letting him kneel at my feet.

I spread my legs, the dress a ruined memory, and let him watch as I finger myself, slow and lazy, milking out the last drops of pleasure. I look down at him, eyes heavy-lidded, and smile.

“This is for you,” I say, voice ragged.

He kneels there, worshipping, as I come one final time, then collapse back, spent and victorious.

The room quiets, the guests catching their breath, bodies tangled and beautiful in the dying light.

I sit up, hair wild, skin flushed, and look around at the ruin I’ve made.

The camera is still rolling.

It always will be.

There is a lull. Post-orgy, the room steams with sweat and breath, bodies slack on the velvet and the rugs, a half-dozen strangers tangled like a myth with no moral. I let them bask for a few minutes, let Mark kneel at my feet and watch me glow in the aftershocks.

Then I clap, a single sharp sound, and the room stirs. A dozen eyes find me, and I smile, slowly and certainly.

“Break time,” I announce. “Hydrate, use the bathroom, fix your hair. Five minutes.”

They peel off in pairs, some alone, all of them too blissed out to protest. Mark stays where he is, eyes glazed, mouth half-open. I pull him up by the wrist, making him stand.

He wobbles, legs shaky. I wipe the sweat from his brow with my thumb, then reach behind his neck and steal the camera from his hands. He lets it go, hands dropping limp to his sides.

I scroll back through the footage, letting it play at double speed: the dares, the first kisses, the escalation, the raw-cut porn of my body taken and taking. Every moan, every shudder, every violation. The quality is perfect. The lighting, sublime.

I turn the camera around, letting Mark see his own face reflected in the playback: slack-jawed, desperate, torn between the urge to run and the need to watch.

“Do you like what you see?” I ask, holding the screen inches from his nose.

He can’t answer. I don’t let him.

I set the camera on the tripod, panning it to face the largest open space—the very center of the living room, where the rug is plushest and the light best. I snap my fingers and summon the guests, who trickle back in, drinks refilled, faces scrubbed, hair re-coiffed. They line up without instruction, a semicircle of voyeurs, all eyes on me.

I pull Mark into the middle, guiding him like a sleepwalker. He’s still dressed, rumpled in a shirt I picked for its subtlety and pants that now bulge with unspoken need.

“Strip,” I say, and the room goes silent.

He hesitates, only for a flicker, then obeys. The shirt comes off, then the undershirt, exposing skin still marked from the crop and the nails and the heat of my thighs. He shucks his pants, then the briefs, every movement slow, every button a confession.

He stands naked, cock half-hard, the flush running up his neck and across his cheeks. He is at once the most beautiful man in the room and the least powerful. That is the point.

I step back, circling him, letting the guests drink in the view. There are indistinct murmurs, some laughter, a few whispers I can’t quite catch. I feed off their attention, off Mark’s mortification.

I tap the shoulder of a man I barely know—he’s tall, gym-built, with a thick neck and hands that look like they could snap a pool cue. His body gleams with sweat, pecs furrowed, cock already hard. I beckon him forward.

“Help me out,” I say, and he nods, face calm, eyes predatory.

I direct them—Mark on his knees, hands behind his head, the other man standing over him, one hand gripping Mark’s hair, the other stroking himself to full length. I walk around them, adjusting angles, smoothing Mark’s hair, positioning the other man’s cock just so it lines up with Mark’s lips, not touching, but close enough the threat is real.

The camera catches all of it.

I pace in front of the guests, narrating like a ringmaster:

“Tonight, we have a very special exhibition. My husband, the brave and patient documentarian, has volunteered to be our subject. We’re going to see how much he can take.”

There is laughter, applause, the women hooting, the men grinning like wolves.

I address Mark directly: “You will keep your hands behind your back at all times. You will not come until I say. If you break either rule, I will add another participant. Understood?”

He nods.

“Good boy.”

I let the big man, my new assistant, start slow. He slaps the side of Mark’s face with his cock, once, twice, letting Mark feel the weight and heat. I move behind Mark, running my fingers down his spine, nails digging in just enough to wake up every nerve.

The crowd leans in, enthralled.

I whisper in Mark’s ear: “Open.”

He does, almost greedily, and the cock pushes past his lips, thick and salty, stretching his jaw wide. The man fucks his face in short, measured thrusts, never too rough, but never gentle. Mark’s eyes water, but he keeps his hands laced behind his head, straining not to break posture.

I narrate for the camera, for the guests, for myself:

“See how well he takes it? So obedient. So desperate to please.”

I kneel beside him, tracing his cock with my fingernails, watching it swell with every humiliation.

When the man is close, I slow him, pulling him back, letting the tip hover over Mark’s tongue. I signal to one woman—a redhead with a body built for breaking rules—and she joins us, kneeling opposite Mark. I instruct her to stroke his cock, slow and steady, while he continues to be face-fucked for the audience.

Her hands are small, skilled. She brings him to the edge in seconds, then backs off at my command.

Mark gasps, hips rocking, spit and pre-cum gluing him to the rug.

The big man shudders, jerks himself, and finishes with a torrent across Mark’s face, painting him from cheek to chin. The redhead licks it off, slow and deliberate, then kisses Mark, sharing the taste.

I let the guests take turns—each new pairing a twist, a variation, always escalating, always keeping Mark at the center. Sometimes I bring in two, sometimes three. I orchestrate the sequence, rotating hands and mouths, sometimes denying Mark any contact, sometimes letting others pleasure themselves in front of him, just out of reach.

Between rounds, I wipe his face with a towel, let him sip water, then plunge him back into the game.

His cock stays hard throughout, red and angry, veins pulsing with the need to come. I edge him, over and over, letting the frustration mount, letting the guests witness every tremor.

The finale, when I call it, is a composition all its own: Mark on his back, three women riding his face and chest and thighs, while I sit astride his hips and jerk him with both hands, alternating pressure and speed, never letting him finish.

When he’s finally allowed, I make him beg. On camera, in front of everyone.

“Please, Lisa,” he chokes. “Please let me come. I’ll do anything. Please.”

I slow, savoring the last seconds, then whisper in his ear: “Do it now. Show them how much you want it.”

He explodes, shooting onto my stomach, his own, the hands and hair of everyone within range. The women squeal, rubbing it in, smearing it across his skin, his lips, his eyes.

The room erupts in applause. The camera catches every filthy second.

I stand triumphant, and look down at the ruin I’ve made.

Mark is spent, shuddering, face slick with  cum, but his eyes—when they find mine—are nothing but worship.

The main event is over.

But the night is still young.

I waste no time.

The crowd is still electric, the air soupy with sex and sweat and the sweet aftertaste of collective humiliation. The muscular guest—the one who ruined Mark’s mouth and ego in a single calculated fuck—lounges on the chaise, cock still half-hard, a bead of cum slicking his thigh. I beckon him up, run my tongue along his jaw, taste the salt and dominance on his skin.

Mark kneels at my feet, chest heaving, lips swollen. His eyes never leave my face.

I drag the camera from its tripod and hand it to the redhead, the only woman in the room whose hands aren’t shaking. “Film this,” I instruct. “Don’t miss a thing.”

She grins, proud to be chosen, and steadies the shot.

I push Mark flat on his back, arms above his head, then straddle his chest, facing away. My cunt hovers inches from his mouth, still raw and hungry, but I don’t let him touch yet. Instead, I spread myself, fingers splaying the lips, and look over my shoulder.

“You want to taste?” I ask, voice dripping with contempt.

He moans, nods, but I turn to the other man instead.

“Show him how it’s done.”

The man—his name is Carter, I recall now, a detail from the guest list—moves between my legs, buries his face in my cunt, tongue working in tight, practiced circles. I grind down, using his mouth, my own moans louder than Mark’s whimpers. I look back, see his lips, chin, jaw slick with my wetness, his hands gripping my ass like handlebars.

Mark writhes beneath me, desperate to help, to lick, to prove his worth, but I pin him down, letting Carter finish what he started.

When the orgasm comes, it’s thunderous, a body quake that leaves me trembling, legs locking around Carter’s head. I ride it out, gasping, then collapse forward, hands braced on Mark’s shoulders.

“Good boy,” I say to Carter, then to Mark: “Maybe you’ll get a turn. If you’re obedient.”

I spin around, straddle Mark’s face, and finally let him lick me. He does so with an intensity that’s almost frightening, tongue and lips and teeth working in desperation, as if he can reclaim his dignity through sheer hunger. I ride him hard, grinding, suffocating, making sure the camera catches every drop and every gasp.

Carter moves up behind me, cock hard again, and presses it to my asshole, not entering, just teasing. I brace myself, arch my back, let the camera see the way my body opens for him.

“Go slow,” I command, and he obeys, sliding in with patience that’s rare for men built like him. The stretch is exquisite, pain-pleasure, and I scream into Mark’s mouth as Carter fills me.

The room watches in stunned silence, every eye on the holy trinity of my body: Mark’s tongue, Carter’s cock, my cunt gaping and hungry for both.

I orchestrate the scene with tiny, vicious instructions:

“Mark, lick harder. Carter, spank my ass while you fuck me.”

The camera’s red light is a metronome, blinking in time with my heart.

I edge Mark by alternating between allowing him to lick and denying him completely. When Carter is about to come, I pull off, straddle Mark’s cock, and lower myself down in one brutal motion. He’s so close to release, so desperate, but I squeeze at the base and whisper: “Not yet.”

Carter jerks off onto my back, painting it with hot stripes. I scoop some up and smear it on Mark’s lips, making him suck it off my fingers.

He does, eyes wild.

I fuck him slowly, then fast, always changing pace just before he can finish. I let the redhead climb on top of his face, riding his mouth while I ride his cock. She fists my hair, screams into the void, then shudders through her own orgasm before collapsing onto the carpet.

I force Mark to lick her clean, then reward him with a savage kiss.

The other guests crowd closer, some jerking off, others just gaping in awe.

I keep Mark at the edge for what feels like hours, every muscle in his body spasming with need. He begs, he pleads, he sobs, but I hold the power, milking him for every ounce of surrender.

Finally, I look straight into the camera and deliver my verdict:

“Mark Kendall, you may come. But only if you say—on camera—that you are a pathetic cum-slut husband who exists to be humiliated.”

He doesn’t hesitate. The words spill out, broken but honest:

“I’m a pathetic cum-slut husband. I exist to be humiliated. Please, Lisa. Please let me come.”

I let go. He explodes inside me, the release so intense he screams, body convulsing. I milk him dry, then dismount, leaving him twitching and ruined on the floor.

I climb to my feet, dripping with sweat and fluids, and look at the wreckage. The guests are silent, stunned, a few clapping, others just grinning in disbelief.

I walk to the camera, take it from the redhead, and pan across the tableau: Mark, flat on his back, cock still leaking; Carter, lounging on the chaise, cock soft and satisfied; the redhead sprawled on the carpet, hair a mess, face glowing.

I turn the camera on myself, hold it at arm’s length, and smile.

“Perfect,” I say, and blow a kiss.

The party is over.

The memory will last forever.

#

By four a.m., the penthouse is a disaster zone of abandoned glasses and ruined linens, the air rank with sweat and ozone and the faint, sour tang of forty expensive colognes interbred. The guests filter out in small knots, some giggling, some silent, most of them unable to meet my eye. A few try for bravado—“amazing party, let’s do it again”—but it rings hollow, a souvenir for a story they’ll only tell in darkness.

Mark and I are alone. He sits on the edge of the bed, still naked, staring at his hands like they might belong to someone else. His cock is limp now, shrinking from its role as both weapon and target, but the rest of him is still on fire—red welts along his ribs, teeth marks on his thighs, a bruise flowering on his jaw where I slapped him to punctuate an orgasm.

I leave him there. He needs silence.

In the office, I plug the camera into the server and start the upload, two terabytes of debauchery crawling through encrypted circuits to a vault no one but me can access. I settle into the chair to watch the transfer bar inch toward 100%. As it goes, I scrub through the footage, replaying the night in twenty-second bursts. I catalog the best moments: the first time I made Mark cry, the perfect angle of Carter’s cock plunging into my mouth, the redhead’s face when I forced her to rim me for the audience. I tag my favorites and drop them into a folder labeled “Training Materials.”

Mark shuffles into the doorway, wrapped in a hotel towel. His hair is damp, but he hasn’t showered. He looks like a man condemned, but there’s a wildness in his eyes I haven’t seen before. A kind of hunger.

I crook my finger. He obeys, folding himself to sit cross-legged at my feet.

“Was it too much?” I ask, stroking his hair.

He thinks for a long time, then: “I didn’t know I could feel that much.”

“Pain?”

“Anything,” he says. “I felt... erased. And then rebuilt.”

I smile, pulling his head to my lap, letting him rest against my thigh.

“It gets easier,” I promise. “The first time is always the hardest.”

He nods, but he doesn’t believe me. Not yet.

I let him sit there while the server finishes its work, the screen finally reading COMPLETE, all files secure.

“Next time,” I whisper, “we’ll have an audience.”

He doesn’t react. I explain:

“There are clubs. Online, real-life. People pay to watch. People pay to be trained. We could run the entire show. Use tonight’s footage as a trailer.”

His lips part, and for a second I see the old Mark—the man who loved his job, his wife, his perfect insignificant life. Then it’s gone, replaced by the new version, the one I built from scratch.

“What would I have to do?” he asks, voice already surrendering.

“Nothing you haven’t done already,” I say. “Just more. More eyes, more pressure. More of you on display.”

He shudders, but the sound he makes is not fear. It’s a relief.

“Okay,” he whispers.

I kiss his forehead, gentle, the way I used to before all this started.

“Go shower,” I say, patting his cheek. “Use the good soap. We have a big day tomorrow.”

He stumbles off, towel barely hanging, and I watch him go, pride and hunger and something almost like love swelling in my chest.

I queue up the next round of invitations, drafting the guest list in my head. There are so many possibilities. So many people are desperate for a taste of what I can offer.

When Mark returns, skin raw and pink from scrubbing, I lead him to bed, curl around him, my hand heavy on his cock, not for sex but for ownership.

“This is only the beginning,” I tell him. “I’m going to make you famous.”

He believes me.

He always does.
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